
In Memories of  Choices, People, Places, and Events That 
Shaped My Life John Fanselow tells the story of  his love 
of  teaching and his revolutionary mantra of  “Try the 
opposite” — from Nigeria to New 
York to New Zealand, and many 
places in between. 

After majoring in English and 
Spanish for his BA and MA from 
Northern Illinois University, he 
applied to become a Peace Corps 
Volunteer in Latin America. While 
there were no openings there, he 
was fortunately accepted to teach 
at a teacher training college in 
Nigeria for two years, and it was 
there that the “Try the opposite” 
technique blossomed into his life-long calling.

After the Peace Corps John went on to study at 
Columbia University’s Teachers College, earned a 
Ph.D. and was invited to join the faculty. Ultimately 
he became head of  the Teaching English to Speakers 
of  Other Languages program there.
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PREFACE

How This All Began

In 2015, I met Michael Capurso, a Teachers College (TC), 
Columbia University graduate of  the Tokyo Masters Pro-
gram in TESOL at a TC social function. We later shared 
meals at other events. During one of  these meals he sug-
gested I write my memoirs. I had not taught him at TC, 
because he joined the program after I retired, but anec-
dotes he had heard about me intrigued him. He said he 
was particularly interested in the ways choices I had made, 
the people I had interacted with, the places where I had 
lived and worked, and the events I had taken part in might 
have	influenced	my	personal	and	professional	life.	

Joining the Peace Corps
In 1961 I applied to join the Peace Corps, which was estab-
lished	in	March	of 	1961.	My	first	choice	of 	areas	to	serve	
was Latin America because I wanted to be where I could 
improve my Spanish that I had studied in college, not par-
ticularly to help anyone. 

I was told that there were no immediate openings in 
Latin America, but there were for teachers in Nigeria in 
West Africa. I was told I could wait for an opening in Latin 

↔
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America or go immediately to Nigeria. Because I did not 
want to wait, I chose to go to West Africa.

This choice had the greatest impact on my life of  any 
decision I have ever made. 

Once I had chosen Nigeria, I was asked whether I wanted to 
teach at a teacher training college or in a secondary school. 
Since I had practice taught in college, and was interested in 
teacher training, I selected a teacher training college. 

I was one of  only three volunteers of  the 39 in my 
group to be assigned to teacher training colleges. 

Both my choosing to accept the invitation to go to Nige-
ria and choosing to volunteer at a teacher training college 
caused	my	professional	career	to	move	in	an	entirely	differ-
ent direction than I had been thinking of  until then. These 
choices laid the foundation for my six-decades-long career.

During	my	first	month	at	my	post	in	Uyo,	a	12,000	person	
town	in	southeastern	Nigeria,	a	school	official,	John	Rog-
ers, visited me at the college to discuss my teaching. He was 
responsible for English Language Teaching at the British 
Council in the region I lived in in Eastern Nigeria. 

At the end of  his visit, I asked him if  he would visit me 
again. He was thrilled at my request and agreed to come 
again despite the fact that he lived in Enugu, a 140-mile 
drive from Uyo. 

On those visits John usually stayed a few days, observ-
ing me, and teaching classes for me to observe and discuss.

His visits transformed my teaching. Ever since John’s 
first visit, many of  the suggestions he made I continued 
to make use of  throughout my life. 

His	influence	was	gigantic.

Two	years	later,	as	I	was	finishing	up	my	Peace	Corps	tour	
in Nigeria, John was doing some Peace Corps training at 
Teachers College, Columbia University, in New York, and 
he recommended to the program direction that I be invited 
to participate. 

My	 teaching	 at	Teachers	College	 after	 I	 finished	my	
time in Uyo, was a result of  John’s initial visit, and of  
course,	of 	me	choosing	to	accept	the	offer.

A less dramatic event than being asked to participate in a 
Peace Corps training program at Teachers College and me 
accepting the invitation was my being asked to work at a 
grocery	store	five	hundred	feet	from	where	I	lived	while	I	
was growing up and agreeing to do it.

In both cases, my life was greatly changed. At TC, my 
entire career was transformed. At the grocery store, my 
attitude towards work was transformed. 

Art Shafer was in charge of  produce at the grocery 
store. During his breaks, I substituted for him. After a few 
days of  observing me standing in for him, he taught me a 
vital lesson. 

He told me that no one pays you for standing around. 
If  customers aren’t asking you for help, you should see 
what other work you can do, like rearranging the oranges 
to make them inviting to the customers, who are then en-
couraged to buy some. 

Had I not been working in the grocery store, I would 
not have learned from Art, who became a very good friend 
as well as mentor.
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Gems
As I was beginning to put together this book I asked two 
friends, Michael Capurso and Alan Maley, to work with 
me on some details. 

Initially we decided that I should ask some of  my stu-
dents, colleagues, friends, and family members to write of  
their opinions of  me, and my approach to teaching. 

Michael then drew up a list of  questions, and contact-
ed scores of  my former students and colleagues to respond 
to the questions. All of  them agreed to participate. 

I then realized that my choosing to accept rather than 
reject Michael’s initial suggestion had been the right choice.

That	was	five	years	ago.
Recently	Michael	and	I	selected	comments	from	these	

interviews and interspersed them among my memories.
I feel that inserting these comments among my mem-

ories	reflects	my	approach	to	teaching	that	I	have	always	
seen as a joint enterprise. When we share and combine our 
thinking and our ideas, we are all enriched. 

Michael, Ira and I then decided to call these comments 
from friends, students and colleagues ‘‘gems.”

We then selected a graphic of  a gem to indicate the 
gems, thus .

Then Michael kindly received the‘‘gems,” and man-
aged their placement.

Memories 
As I look back on my life, I realize that many of  the choices 
I have made about the places I have been invited to live 
and work, and the people I chose to engage with, both in 
my personal and professional life, were made quickly with-

out thinking about the consequences. Instead, I had fol-
lowed my intuition.

I changed my major in college from primary education 
to	 English	 and	 Spanish	 after	 a	 five-minute	 conversation	
with my English professor in my second term. I responded 
to the two telegrams that I received from the Peace Corps 
inviting me to be a trainee for Nigeria, and to report to 
Harvard for training in the same amount of  time I usually 
took to decide between ordering fried eggs or scrambled.

Thinking about how various choices, people, places 
and events shaped my life, I began to see how re-living my 
memories might be exciting not only to me, but maybe also 
to others. And it might help me better understand how the 
choices I had made, the people I had met, the places I had 
lived	and	the	events	I	had	experienced	had	influenced	me.	

So here in this late stage of  my life, and after mulling 
over these feelings, I decided to grasp the opportunity and 
write down some of  my memories for others to read. 

The word “memories” is crucial in the title of  this book. In 
my 56 years of  working with teachers, I have encouraged 
them as remember to look at the interactions in their class-
rooms with “a new pair of  glasses.” 

When I presented videos of  the in-
teractions of  students to a class, and then 
later invited them to comment on the in-
teractions “with a new pair of  glasses.”

Even with data from videos and 
transcriptions, we are not always able 
to recollect exactly what has happened, 
nor recollect the details precisely as they 
occurred. So, as I narrate about these 

Symbols such as these 
glasses are a represen-
tation of  the function 
of  seeing the world 

differently.
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choices, people, places and events, often from decades ago, 
I am aware that what I remember and what actually hap-
pened	may	be	somewhat	different.	

What others have said about memories
Proust’s Remembrance of Things Past is a classic example of  
this	point.	So	is	Ryunosuke	Akutagawa’s	Rashomon, but by 
examining photographs, reading comments from students 
and colleagues, and reading and re-reading letters I have 
written and received, I have recalled data to rely on. 

As I write what I remember, I, of  course relive my life 
vicariously.	I	find	this	very	gratifying.	Why?	Well,	there	are	
many reasons, but one is that I feel very positive about my 
life and about so many of  the people I have known and 
places I have lived. 

In Martin Chuzzlewit, Charles Dickens reminds us of  the 
value of  sharing: 

“Come to say good-bye, you see,’ said Anthony, in 
a	low	voice,	to	Mr.	Pecksniff,	as	they	took	their	seats	
apart at the table, while the rest conversed among 
themselves. “Where’s the use of  a division between 
you and me? We are the two halves of  a pair of  
scissors,	when	apart,	Pecksniff;	but	together	we	are	
something. Eh?”

When Albert Camus received the Nobel Prize in Litera-
ture, he wrote this letter to his former public school ele-
mentary teacher:

Dear Monsieur Germain,
I let the commotion around me these days subside 
a bit before speaking to you from the bottom of  my 

heart. I have just been given far too great an honor, 
one I neither sought nor solicited! But when I heard 
the	news,	my	first	thought	after	my	mother,	was	of 	
you!	Without	 you,	 without	 the	 affectionate	 hand	
you extended to the small poor child that I was, 
without your teaching and your example, none of  
all of  this would have happened.
  I don’t make too much of  this sort of  honor. 
But at least it gives me an opportunity to tell you 
what you have been and still are for me, and to as-
sure	you	that	your	efforts,	your	work	and	the	gen-
erous heart you put into it still live in one of  your 
little schoolboys who, despite the years, has never 
stopped being your grateful pupil. I embrace you 
with all my heart.

      — Albert Camus

Elizabeth Loftus, in the April 5th 2021 issue of  The New 
Yorker, had this to say about memory:

Our representation of  the past takes on a living, 
shifting	reality.	 .	 .	 .	 It	 is	not	fixed	and	immutable,	
not a place way back there that is preserved in 
stone, but a living thing that changes shape, ex-
pands, shrinks, and expands again, an amoeba-like 
creature.
The extent to which knowing about the choices I 
made, the people I engaged with, the places I called 
home for awhile and the events I was a part of  or 
witnessed	 and	 the	 ways	 they	 influenced	 my	 life,	
sometimes immediately and sometimes years lat-
er can stimulate insights in others, these memories 
will have been worthwhile sharing.
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This is what “gem”Alan Maley had to say about memories:
Memories	 are	 tricky	 territory.	Research	 attests	 to	
the fact that we do not retrieve memories like books 
from	 a	 library	 shelf.	 Rather,	 we	 construct	 them	
anew each time we bring them to the surface. And 
in remembering, we tend to arrange the past to suit 
our present convenience, embellishing here, delet-
ing there, until we have a version of  events that we 
feel comfortable with. So my memories of  Madras 
are likely to be unreliable — a kind of  fiction loose-
ly based on real events. This is all the more true, 
given the gap of  30 years between then and the 
present moment of  writing. Take what I write with 
a large grain of  salt.

The extent to which knowing about the choices I made, 
the people I engaged with, the places I lived and the events 
I	experienced,	and	the	ways	they	influenced	my	life,	some-
times immediately and sometimes years later, can stimulate 
insights in others, these memories will have been worth-
while sharing.

And so, here, in this late stage of  my life, after mulling 
over these feelings, I decided to grasp the opportunity and 
write my memoirs.

As I write what I remember, I, of  course relive my life 
vicariously.	I	find	this	very	gratifying.	Why?	Well	there	are	
many reasons, but one is that I feel very positive about my 
life, and about so many of  the people I have known and 
places I have lived.

In the Table of  Contents, I have presented my memories 
in chronological order. But since each episode is indepen-

↔

dent, there is no reason for you to read the episodes in 
chronological order.

You will also see that I have two sources of  memories 
in the Table of  Contents: my own memories and other’s 
memories of  me.

The memories from 1929 to 1938, from before I was 
born, are based on narratives of  my parents and my older 
sister who shared with me about their lives. In addition, I 
remember only a few things between the ages of  4 and 10 
— which is due to what Freud called “childhood amnesia” 
— and none from before that. Most of  the incidents that 
happened during that time were ones my parents told me 
of  many times as we looked at family photographs togeth-
er, and when we shared them with relatives and friends. So, 
I have memories of  those times that are second-hand.



xxiv xxv

Alan Maley 
British Council, Oxford University Press 

Founder of  the C-Group

MiChael asked: Alan,	what	are	the	first	words	that	come	
to mind when you think of  John?

❝ One or two? Hm . . . alternative. Prediction. And a 
third one is opposite. ❞ 

Michael: Is there an alternative in your teaching or in 
your personal life that you have tried as a result of  John’s 
teachings or ideas?

 ❝ Well, basically I apply his teaching philosophies to 
my teaching because he encouraged us to explore 
alternatives to language teaching and to stay away 
from the conventional ideas. 

So, his book Try the Opposite and also his lec-
tures based on alternatives really inspired me to 
look	for	.	.	.	to	develop	different	types	of 	tasks	based	
on the same material. So that’s one of  the biggest 
influences	 that	 he	 had	 on	my	 language	 teaching.	
And also — try the opposite — is very encourag-
ing, very enriching in my life. Sometimes [when] I 
have to make a very important decision in my life . 
. . usually my mind is very narrow. ❞ 

Michael: Can you think of  alternatives that you have ex-
plored as a result of  John’s teachings or ideas? ❞

 I have long used his heuristic – Do the opposite. It 
is such a revealing way of  freeing up possibilities at 
all levels. And this has sparked my interest in other 
heuristics as triggers for new ways of  seeing things. I 
have also been influenced to look at the small detail 
of  events as a way of  understanding them better. ❞ 

Michael: What	was	your	first	impression	of 	John?
❝ My immediate impression was one of  charisma. 

Whatever that is, John had (has) it in abundance. 
His audience was captivated. His style of  ‘lecturing’ 
was unconventional and eccentric by the standards 
of  the time. He moved unpredictably around the 
space. He was consultative, not just declarative. He 
spoke informally and ‘with’ people as individuals, 
not ‘at’ them as an aggregate lump. He challenged 
them to think. He listened to the responses he got, 
and I could almost see the cogs in his mind going 
round as he formulated them. Thinking on one’s 
feet at its best. ❞ 

Michael: How has that impression and the relationship 
changed over time?

❝ John has always been a ‘reflective practitioner,’ in 
the best and most profound sense of  the term. Over 
the years, beginning with his early paper “Beyond 
rashoMon — Conceptualizing and Describing the 
Teaching Act,”  and through his publications, espe-
cially Breaking Rules, I think he has tried to probe 
his own thinking processes more deeply and to 
make them more widely available to interested col-
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leagues.	Ruth	Wajnryb,	once	wrote	an	article	called	
“The Becoming of  Wisdom.” That title would seem 
to sum up my impression of  John’s intellectual and 
human trajectory. Our relationship has been inter-
mittent yet always close as we seem to share many 
views on the nature of  learning and the importance 
of  the human relationships teachers forge with a 
learning group.

As	to	his	lack	of 	influence,	which	Bob	Opran-
dy and Pat Tirone discuss on page 366, in the 45 
years since “Beyond rashoMon”  was published in 
1977, it has been read by thousands. This is because 
John has had all of  his publications uploaded by 
Academic Commons at Columbia University. The 
average number of  people who download “Beyond 
rashoMon” averages 10 per month. That makes 
around 120 per year and in 45 years we have 5,400. 
It is also posted on “Academia” where half  a dozen 
download it each month—6 X 12 X 45 – 3,244.

Most of  those who download “Beyond ra-
shoMon” prepare teachers so it is likely that the 
thousands who download the article have the teach-
ers in their courses use it to analyze their teaching 
also.

Almost all of  the Academic Commons readers 
are in the US. Most of  the Academia readers are 
international. There are a sprinkling of  readers 
who download Breaking Rules on Academia also.

“Beyond rashoMon” was the foundation of  
Breaking Rules, which is, as Pat and Bob say, much 
too complicated. So it is easy to see why more use 
“Beyond rashoMon” to analyze their teaching. ❞
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1938

My Old Neighborhood

Our home on Ashland Avenue

My parents rented the second floor of  the grey, framed 
home on the left. It was near Lincoln Avenue and Clark 
Street in Chicago in a commercial area. There were no 
other residences close by, and the buildings nearby had 
no signs. 

This photo is recent. When I took it, the first floor was a 
fast food restaurant. When we lived there, it was the apart-

↔
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ment where my father’s mother lived. Before he married, 
my father had lived with his mother in another neighbor-
hood, but because he felt responsible to care for her, she 
moved into the same house we were renting.

The house belonged to my father’s oldest sister, Lau-
ra, and my uncle, her husband, Joseph. They charged us 
a lower rent because we were taking care of  my grand-
mother, and they did not charge her any rent.

We had many of  our meals together with my grand-
mother on the second floor. Sometimes when my parents 
went out, she came up and stayed with us on our floor to 
baby sit. 

So, my father dragged the box back to our backyard 
and put in where you see it. 

I do not remember playing house with Joanne, and 
had I not seen this photo, I would not have known that we 
played house together. When we looked at the picture later, 
my parents told us that we had played together because 
there were no other children in the neighborhood. 

There was just one house next door with a real estate 
office on the street level. The apartment on the first floor 
was occupied by the couple who owned the business.

My parents took us for walks every weekend and each time 
they shared a treat: ice cream cones, popsicles, puppet shows, 
feeding peanuts to squirrels in the park or buying popcorn. 

One day our family was taking a walk a few blocks from 
our house, and we encountered a man offering to take pic-
tures of  children on his pony. I am sure that he took us 
for a ride because the photo was not taken in front of  our 

In this photo I am playing house with my older sister, 
Joanne, in our backyard. The box in back of  us is a piano 
box. When we were walking through the alleys behind our 
house with our father, Joanne said, “That would make a 
nice house.” 

John and his sister, Joanne
(His father wrote the words on the photo.)

John on a pony during a weekend walk with Joanne and their parents.
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house. Without the photograph below I would never have 
remembered either the house or the photo op. 

While I do not remember any of  these experiences, 
each one contributed to a positive feeling about growing 
up in my old neighborhood.

My grandmother had a kerosene stove in her first-floor 
apartment, and we had one in our second-floor apartment. 
The third floor, where there were windows in the peaked 
roof, was used as an attic.

There was a covered storage area outside, next to the 
back door of  my grandmother’s apartment where my fa-
ther kept a drum for kerosene storage. My uncle told my 
father a number of  times that he would be more comfort-
able if  the drum were stored at the far end of  the backyard, 
far away from the wooden frame house, but the times when 
my father had to take kerosene from the drum to our stove 
and his mother’s stove were of  course in the winter, when 
it was bitterly cold. So, my father continued to store the 
kerosene next to the back door of  his mother’s apartment.

Over time, more and more kerosene accumulated on 
the ground below the tap in the drum, where my father 
filled his kerosene can. 

Well, for whatever reason, one day a fire started in 
the accumulated kerosene on the ground. My mother was 
out with us for a walk at that time. Fortunately, my grand-
mother was home, and was able to call the fire department 
immediately.

Though the fire fighters came soon after the fire had 
started, the steps at the back of  the house and the roof  
above the steps were severely burned. So the house was 
no longer habitable. Fortunately, hardly any furniture was 

damaged since the fire was limited to the area adjacent to 
the back stairs.

We were able to rent a house a few miles away, but it was 
too far from St. John Berchmans School, where Joanne was 
a student. So, she had to attend another school for about 
three months, the time it took for the house to be repaired.

I, of  course, do not remember the fire. I know about 
it both because my parents told me about it, and they 
had photographs the insurance company had taken of  
the damage after the fire. In addition, one of  the Chica-
go newspapers mailed us photographs of  the fire damage, 
which had been printed in the paper, but I did not see these 
till years later. 

Before we moved out, Uncle Joe told my father than he 
did not want to raise the rent when we returned. I did not 
know the word rent much less about raising or lowering it, 
but in the end, he said he had to. Therefore, my parents 
decided to move. 

I do not remember anything about living on Ashland. 
Nor do I remember the layout of  our apartment or our 
furniture. The only thing I remember is getting a haircut at 
a barber shop around the corner — not the haircut itself, 
but seeing myself  in many mirrors. There was one wall 
mirror in front of  me and one behind me. 

↔
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Misa Laura Fujimura-Fanselow
John’s daughter 

Michael asked: “In his teaching, your dad often talks 
about trying alternatives and small changes having big ef-
fects. Have you used that philosophy of  — trying the op-
posite or making small changes and observing the effects 
— either professionally or personally?”

❝	I think maybe more so in my personal life. My dad 
constantly helps me see things from a different side. 
Especially during challenging times, I think he is 
able to help me see another way of  seeing it — less 
as a challenge and more as something I could benefit 
from — or just sort of  like enjoy and take it in rather 
than sort of  fearing it or not liking it. So I think in 
that way, whenever I talk to him, I’m reminded of  
— like he points those things out for me. I think that 
in general though, because — like “trying to op-
posite” or “being alternative and being different.”  
Maybe unconsciously throughout my life he has 
made me a little more comfortable with trying new 
things and doing things differently. 

Another of  the things my dad recommends is 
“risk taking” which he said is natural, but all too 
often discouraged. He says we should think of  try-
ing alternatives as possibilities rather than as risks.	❞

Michael: “Do you have a lasting visual image of  your  
father?”

❝	I often think of  the way he talks. He uses his hands 
and goes like this a lot [Misa waving her hands in 
circles]. I think of  that especially when he is talking 
about teaching. He gets 
quite passionate. 

And I also think of  
how he often showed me 
pictures from graduation 
ceremonies at Internation-
al Pacific College in New 
Zealand. 

 Here are two of  my favor-
ite photos where my dad 
was talking about different 
ways of  skating — and, as 
he says “Montessori said 
‘We should let students fill 
their own buckets,’” as he 
dropped stones into a plas-
tic bucket on stage. 

Another piece of  advice 
was about risk taking which 
he said is natural, but all 
too often is discouraged. 
He says we should think of  trying alternatives as 
possibilities rather not as risks. 

“Go ahead, fill YOUR bucket”

There’s more than one way  to do this.
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Another of  those images that I have stuck in my 
mind — he’d wear the big sunglasses or a hat and 
sit on the stage. 

He’s just not afraid to do things differently. 
I think another thing I would think about is 

how his students see him as more than just a pro-
fessor . . . many think of  him as a mentor or friend. 
I remember this one time we were invited to the 
house of  a former student for a party. There were 
maybe 20 of  us were there, and I didn’t see my dad 
for awhile. 

And then he walked downstairs from the sec-
ond floor with a student, and afterwards I said to 
him, “Oh dad, what were you doing up there?” 
He answered, “Oh, you know. The student is go-
ing through some trouble with her marriage, so she 
wanted to talk to me about it, and receive some 
advice.” 

I remember that quite well because I think 
that’s kind of  typical of  him . . . how he ends up 
being more than just someone who teaches you 
things, but one who cares about your life. ❞
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1941 and Later

Playing in My New Neighborhood

When we moved from Ashland Avenue to Rockwell Street 
there were one-story houses and three-story apartment 
buildings across the street, behind us, and to our left. On 
our right side, there was a supermarket and a dry cleaners. 

John’s younger sister, Karen, in front of their 
Rockwell Street home

↔
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A boy my age, Ron, lived above the cleaners next door, 
and across the street, in an apartment building, lived a girl 
my sister Joanne’s age, and her brother, Jim, who was also 
my age. It was perfect — the girls played together, and 
Ron, Jim and I played together. 

We boys played checkers and a card game called Old 
Maid in both of  my friends’ homes. In our house, we 
made cabins, forts, and other buildings with my set of  Lin-
coln Logs. With my Erector Set, we made various sizes of  
windmills, towers, and the skeletons of  skyscrapers.

I also collected lead soldiers. Sometimes I played with 
them alone, but at other times, Ron or Jim and I would 
play with them. I had a chemistry set, but I always played 
with that alone, usually at night when my father was at 
home so he could keep an eye on my “experimenting.”

When we played outside, we made swords from wooden 
melon crates, and used the top of  bushel baskets as shields. 
My father had brought a few hard-hats home, which we 
used as helmets. We also had toy pistols, which we used 
when we played cops and robbers or detectives.

There was a railroad siding two blocks away where box-
cars full of  lumber would be moved to and from the main 
tracks once every couple of  weeks. The lumber was un-
loaded from the boxcars to trucks to be taken to lumber 
yards around the city. There would always be at least a 
couple dozen broken pieces of  wood left in each boxcar, 
and three classmates of  mine and I carried those to our 
back yard, and began making a clubhouse. We bought 
nails, hinges for a door, and some tar-paper to put on the 
roof  at a hardware store a few blocks away. Making various 
trips to the hardware store was an adventure. The owner 

asked what we needed the items for, and when we said we 
were building a clubhouse, he asked about it and gave us 
some suggestions.

We left space for a window in the front, even though 
we did not have a window. Every few days, we would walk 
up and down the alleys around our house to see if  any one 
had thrown one out. After a few weeks we found one. It 
was smaller than the space we had allowed for our window 
so we added more wood to fill the gap between our new 
treasure and the space we had allowed for a window.

When we started to build our clubhouse we did not 
use a level, and after we finished two walls we noticed how 
lopsided they were. My father showed us where he kept his 
level and we started to use it. The next two walls were a bit 
straighter. But in retrospect, the clubhouse looked terrible. 

It was a terrible looking clubhouse that brought great 
joy to Ronald, who my cousin called “Dingbat” and was 
full of  fun,  Jerome — a quick thinker, Stanley — the 

From left to right: Ronald Sigleman, Jerome Janawick, John and Stanley Zak 
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smartest kid in our class and the valedictorian, but he never 
acted as if  he was the smartest kid, and me. We all played 
together as equals.

We laughed as we sawed wood and pounded nails. We 
used our hands, arms, and legs in ways we did not do while 
walking back and forth to school and doing schoolwork.

There were two trees in the area near a railroad siding, 
and on our way to get wood from the boxcars, we often 
climbed the trees. One was a sycamore with a trunk about 
8 inches in diameter that had a V in it about 8 feet up. 
The other tree was a tree of  heaven with a much smaller 
trunk, about 4 inches with a couple of  side branches strong 
enough to sit on about 10 feet up. It was harder to climb up 
the tree with the wider trunk than the narrower one. When 
we made it to the side branches or the V, we would sit on 
these places for a long time laughing and calling ourselves 
monkeys.

No one said, “Very good” when we reached our perch-
es. In fact, our parents often said, “We hope you have 
stopped climbing the trees in the yard next to the rail-
road siding. It’s dangerous.” Well, I guess that was why we 
climbed them.

There was a yard with a 6-foot-high fence around it a 
block from our houses with cherry trees in it. In June, when 
the cherries were ripe, we would climb over the fence and 
take a dozen or so out of  the hundreds on the trees. Oc-
casionally, the owner would see us, and shout at us saying, 
“Get out! Don’t come in my yard!” Rather than deter us, 
his catching us pushed us to try harder to climb over the 
fence unseen.

Sometimes, we would go to the lawns on the boulevard 
at the end of  our block and toss balls back and forth. But 

none of  us knew how to throw or catch the balls, whether 
they were baseballs, footballs, or basketballs. Some of  our 
friends were athletic and played baseball at a diamond a 
couple of  blocks away . . . but we didn’t.

Pretending to be knights, detectives, and carpenters 
engaged our imaginations, as did playing with the Lincoln 
Logs and the metal pieces and screws and nuts in the Erec-
tor Set as it was earlier with Ron and Jim. 

We played and climbed and built our club house on 
our own initiative. I think a key reason for our playing was 
to see to what extent we could do what we set out to do. 
“Can I do it” was a partly unconscious question we were 
always asking ourselves.

Another Meaning for Playing
When I was in first grade, my parents asked me whether I 
wanted to start piano lessons. Joanne had been taking les-
sons for two years, and I enjoyed listening to her practice 
and watching her move her fingers around the keyboard, 
so I said, “Yes”.

One of  the nuns taught piano lessons all day long in a 
room on the ground floor of  the convent next to the school. 
We could go from our classroom to the convent in a couple 
of  minutes. Each of  us was excused from class for thirty 
minutes once a week. 

I enjoyed playing the piano immensely.
When I graduated from primary school, I started tak-

ing piano lessons from a woman who taught in her living 
room. In primary school, I played during my lessons on a 
spinet piano. In Mrs. Pashtali’s living room, I played on a 
grand piano. In our house, we had an upright piano.



16 17

In my second year of  university, I noticed that students  
could take courses in piano and receive half  a credit. The 
credits did not matter to me, but the administration had to 
have a way to keep track of  professors’ workloads. 

Reynolds Whitney was the name of  my piano pro-
fessor. He asked me what I wanted to learn to play. Both 
of  my former teachers had selected the pieces that they 
taught me. I was fine with that. But being able to select was 
refreshing. I started with Chopin’s “Military Polonaise.” 
Later, I learned Mozart’s “Sonata in C.” I particularly 
loved the “Andante” section. In the second term, Reynolds 
suggested Schumann’s “Scenes from Childhood.”

I never was particularly proficient at playing the piano, but 
I loved practicing from primary school through university. 
Both as a child and as a college student, I often played 
the same bars over and over. There were practice rooms 
a five-minute walk from my dorm, and the soundproofing 
between each room was quite good, so I could hardly hear 
others who were practicing.

Playing with Lincoln Logs, and building a clubhouse 
are quite different in many ways from playing the piano. 
Following the notes on a sheet of  music is not acting spon-
taneously in the same way as building things, but in both 
cases, I was not competing with any one else. I was just 
seeing to what extent I could expand the range of  what I 
was capable of  building or doing or if  I could improve the 
rhythm and tone of  what I was playing on the piano. They 
were all done at my own initiative. 

After my one-hour piano lesson, Reynolds and I would 
visit for another hour. He was friendly with a few of  my 

professors with whom I was close friends. He liked to hear 
me talk about how they taught. 

I was enthusiastically positive about all of  them. He 
asked why. I said, “They are like you. They know their 
stuff and can clearly clarify questions Reynolds and I have. 
Though they have taught some of  the poems or novels 
many times, they discuss them and read excerpts as it is 
the first time —so fresh and said with such gusto. They 
also, like you, have high expectations for themselves and 
for us.”

I wrote a weekly column for the college newspaper and 
Reynolds liked to chat about how I selected the topics, how 
long it usually took for me to write the column, and wheth-
er I received any feedback, and if  so, what did readers say. 

We also discussed what was happening on campus, in 
the town of  DeKalb, where the campus was situated, and 
in the national and international news. 

↔
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Michael asked: “How would you describe John as a 
teacher?”

❝ Passionate! He loves to deal with students and has 
some sort of  empathy for them. He is always very 
friendly and an approachable teacher. He is always 
welcoming to new students who approach him. At 
the same time he gives them very unique ideas or 
some quite different approaches.

John the teacher. From the beginning of  his ca-
reer to now . . . .always, constantly teaching. His 
passion for teaching . . . Japanese teachers, espe-
cially, are very grateful for his passion. You may 
know he has given a series of  lectures . . . all of  
those recruitment sessions for IPC (International 
Pacific College in New Zealand) . . . at the same 
time, same location . . . is offering shorter lectures 
or crash programs for Japanese high school or En-
glish junior high teachers. They were based on his 
book Try the Opposite. Sometimes I would pro-
vide support for his lectures. So I sat beside him 
and worked with him in many different places. 
That’s how I got to observe his teaching. It always 
impressed me . . . and he was always so passionate. 
That’s a very strong impression for me.❞

Zen Hayashi
General Manager

SIMUL International Administrator
International Pacific College, New Zealand

Michael asked: “Most of  the people I have talked with 
have known John as a teacher, but you also knew him as 
a businessman. How would you describe his business or 
administration style?”

❝ Very human. That’s why I felt it was very easy to 
work with him. He put very big confidence in oth-
ers. So with people like me or those on the Teachers 
College side in Tokyo, he put very big confidence 
on those individuals. So that’s why working level 
guys were very, very comfortable to work under 
him. That’s how he operated. 

In that sense, my impression was that he was 
a very good manager of  people. That’s why we 
became such close friends. I visited New York at 
his invitation. To visit Teachers College to meet 
the administration and education staff there. And 
at the same time I visited with him, I visited with 
Kumi-san, and their two daughters. He took me to 
his apartment and at that time . . . in November 
. . .  there was a big festival in New York that we 
enjoyed together.❞
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1943 to 1951

Fond Memories of St. John’s

School Days Begin
My most vivid memory of  elementary school is of  my 
mother dropping me off for kindergarten class. It was at 
least a week before I didn’t cry when she dropped me off in 
the morning, but after that things were fine. 

All of  my teachers were Dominican nuns from a moth-
erhouse in Kentucky. They 
spent their summers there 
when the school was closed, 
taking courses or having some 
time off.

They wore black veils and 
white habits. When I saw them 
every day for eight years at 
school, they appeared rather 
ordinary, but now when I look 
at photographs of  them in 
class pictures their dress seems 
odd.

A Dominican nun 
in a traditional habit

↔
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“Blessed is the fruit of  thy womb, Jesus.” was a line in 
the “Hail Mary” that I did not understand. I remember 
a clothing company called Fruit of  the Loom that made 
men’s underwear, and that rhymed, but a womb was a 
mystery word. Another mystery was Virgin Mary. I had no 
idea of  what “virgin” meant. This was before the days of  
virgin olive oil . . . which would not have helped me under-
stand the Virgin Mary anyway.

The names of  holy days of  obligation — days we were 
required to attend mass — were also puzzling. The feast of  
the Immaculate Conception was on December 8th. “Con-
ception” was not any less mysterious than “womb” or “vir-
gin” in “The Hail Mary,” a prayer we said many times 
each day including reciting the “Angelus” at noon.

We learned that the mass, baptism, the blessing of  the 
ashes on ash Wednesday and other practices in the church 
were rituals. But as I re-read what I remember doing during 
the day, I now think that some of  these activities were also 
rituals — drinking milk each morning, walking around on 
the street next to the school during recess, and cleaning the 
chalky erasers at the end of  the day, for example, had many 
of  the characteristics of  rituals in church.

In Somalia
When I visited Koranic schools in Somalia years later, 
I recalled my saying the prayers and verses when I was 
young just as the Somali children did in Arabic. I assumed 
that they had the same lack of  understanding that I had 
when I was their age. I confirmed this when I asked one 
of  the Somali teachers to ask them some questions about 
the meanings of  what they were saying and they said they 
had no idea.

Names of My Teachers 
My kindergarten teacher’s name was Sr. Thomas Aquinas. 
At the time, I did not know that Thomas was a male name, 
nor did I know that Thomas Aquinas was one of  the most 
important theologians in the Catholic Church. To me, she 
was just a very kind, fun person.

The name of  the principal was Sr. Mary Jerome, and 
one of  my male classmates’ first name was Jerome, but 
there again, I did not think anything of  this fact at the 
time.

My fourth grade teacher was Sr. Mary Henry. Again, 
the fact that my teacher had both a female and a male 
name did not catch my attention. I remember Sr. Mary 
Henry because I broke my leg sledding that year in De-
cember, and she was very nice to me about missing the first 
four weeks of  school in January. 

Rituals
I am amazed at how little I remember from my 1 year in 
kindergarten and 8 years at elementary school, but I do 
remember that we started the day early by participating in 
eight o’clock mass in the Catholic Church next door to the 
school. All of  the students then walked over to the school 
by grade, quietly . . . very quietly. 

Every year the first class of  the day was religion. We 
read the Catechism, a Catholic question and answer book, 
and memorized some precepts in it like “Why did God 
make you? Answer — God made me to know Him, to love 
Him, and to serve Him in this world, and to be happy with 
Him forever in heaven.”

We also practiced reciting prayers — especially the 
“Our Father,” the “Hail Mary,” and the “Glory Be.” 
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around. Some of  the girls jumped rope. However, it was 
good to be able to be outside, and not sitting at our desks. 
We returned to our classes with fresh energy.

After the first fifteen minutes, the nun responsible for 
recess for the day rang a brass bell, which was a signal 
for us to stop talking and walking around. The nun then 
clicked a clicker one time. That was a signal for us to line 
up with our classmates. After we lined up she clicked the 
clicker two times, and we walked into the school to our 
classrooms.

There was no shouting, ever. The nuns were always 
calm, relaxed, and smiling whether we were moving from 
recess to our classrooms or moving from our classrooms 
to recess or walking from mass at the church to our class-
rooms. We were allowed to chat quietly when we walked 
from church to our classrooms or even from recess to our 
classrooms.

In class, no nun ever said, “Stop talking,” if  we talked 
with another student and interrupted the 
lesson because each nun had a bell like the 
one pictured here on her desk. All she need-
ed to do was touch the top of  her desk bell 
once lightly, and we stopped talking in a heartbeat. 

I cannot remember ever hearing a nun shout.
As an aside — I have been living in a suburb of  Japan 

for the last ten years. Most of  the shops are run by one 
person. In each shop, there is the same type of  desk bell 
that the nuns had on their desks. When I enter a shop and 
the owner is in the back unpacking items or taking a tea 
break, I tap the bell ever so lightly as the nuns did, and 
every time I do this, I am reminded of  my very happy time 
in elementary school.

The Rest of the School Day
I don’t remember what came after religion class, but I 
know we had textbooks for arithmetic, English, history and 
geography. 

My mother made oilcloth covers to put on all my text-
books to keep the covers clean so that when I returned 
them to the school at the end of  the school year, the orig-
inal covers would be clean. Then, the next year’s students 
would receive the books with clean covers when they were 
given them to use for their school year, just as they had 
been given to me for me to use. 

The first few days of  third grade, when I started to take 
books home to do homework, I carried them across my 
chest. That was how my sister carried them. But my boy 
friends told me that only girls carried their books across 
their chests . . .  boys carried them in their left hand with 
the arm hanging straight down. Such small differences. I 
was relieved that my friends told me how to carry my books 
“correctly” rather than make fun of  me.

Around 10:30a.m. we had a break during which we 
drank a bottle of  either plain or chocolate milk. It cost 
around 2 cents each and was subsidized by the United 
States Department of  Agriculture. We could chat during 
this break.

An hour later, we had recess. 
There was no place for a playground at the school, but 

there was a street next to the school where the 8th grade 
boys put up wooden horses to block off part of  the street 
from cars between 11:30 and 12:00. For the first fifteen 
minutes outside grades 1 to 4 “played,” for the second fif-
teen minutes grades 5 to 8 “played.” I put played in quotes 
because there was no equipment. All we did was walk 
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But my school grades meant nothing to me. Whether I 
got 85 in arithmetic or 80 or 90 I did not really know what 
the numbers meant. Years later when I started teaching at 
Teachers College I announced at the beginning of  each 
class that it was a pass/fail class, and that each person in 
front of  me would receive a pass. I think part of  the reason 
for this decision had to do with my report cards in elemen-
tary school.

I do not remember disliking any of  my classes. I think 
that every day I learned a few new things about the world 
beyond the walls of  St. John Berchmans. 

At some point, one of  the nuns introduced us to a poem 
by Emily Dickinson. 

There is no Frigate l ike a Book
To take us Lands away
Nor any Coursers l ike a Page
Of prancing Poetr y —
This Traverse may the poorest take
Without oppress of Toll —
How frugal is the Chariot
That bears the Human Soul. 

I underlined words I did not know at the time, but 
discovering the meanings of  those unknown words was 
another adventure. Each of  us had our own dictionaries, 
however, finding definitions for many of  the words did not 
lead to understanding, and the nuns almost always found 
ways to relate what we did not know to our own experi-
ences. For example, our teacher knew many of  us had seen 
movies about Roman times, and explained what a char-

At noon, we knelt on the floor in the class room and said 
the “Angelus,” a prayer about the Virgin Mary. More un-
known words: “The angel of  the Lord declared unto Mary, 
and she conceived of  the Holy Ghost.” 

We then had a lunch break. 
I lived close by, so I walked home with Joanne to have 

lunch with our mother.
After lunch, we returned for our afternoon classes from 

1:00 pm to 3:00 pm. We often diagrammed sentences, and 
solved arithmetic problems on the blackboard. I remem-
ber enjoying diagramming sentences, though did not really 
know why we did it or what it meant.

At the end of  the day, a couple of  us would clean the 
erasers by banging them on the metal fire escape. For some 
reason, we saw this as a privilege, but we inhaled loads of  
chalk particles I am sure.

Every six weeks, we received a report card. The hand-
writing on them was like a work of  art. My mother looked 
at them when my sister and I brought them home; however 
I do not remember her saying anything about them. 

Sometimes I showed my report card to my father after 
supper as he was starting to read the newspaper. And he 
sometimes gave me a dollar bill, which I suppose he con-
sidered support for my efforts.

When I was home for a month in fourth grade because I 
had broken my leg, I made a sailing ship from a kit. I spent 
a few hours on it every day. I was totally entranced. No 
grade! No evaluation! I saw what I did and compared it 
with the sketches that were part of  the kit. Curiosity and 
the constant question, “Can I do this?” was more than 
enough to challenge me.
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classes, so when we left school to go the church to sing, the 
nuns felt we did not miss much as we were attending mass 
for a second time.

After a few weeks, I started to go the church about fif-
teen minutes before mass to chat with the choir director. I 
do not remember what we talked about, but I do remem-
ber that he was a man at peace, and relished playing the 
organ. He played not only for daily mass and funerals but 
at Sunday mass and weddings. He always wore a white 
shirt, tie and suit jacket.

In eighth grade, I became a crossing guard, and I was no 
longer able to continue to visit with the choirmaster be-
cause I started to go to the kiosk where Helen Rupert, the 
crossing guard, changed from her regular dress into her 
uniform before mass. 

In early November she said that it was necessary for her 
to leave her apartment fifteen minutes earlier because she 
had to start a fire in the kiosk to warm it up enough for her 
to change her clothes. I said I could start the fire. So, she 
gave me the key to the kiosk, and I started the fire. When 
she came, I went outside as she changed into her uniform, 
of  course, and then we walked to the crossing together.

The crossing was a very wide boulevard with four 
lanes, and that is why the city had assigned Helen to be in 
charge. Schools with smaller streets to cross could be han-
dled by student crossing guards alone, but Logan Boule-
vard was very wide. 

At the time, it did not seem strange to me that girls 
could not be crossing guards. But now I think it so ironic 
that, though the city hired a female crossing guard, female 
students could not be allowed to assist Helen.

iot was. Then we understood 
what the word meant. 

The photograph here is of  
my sixth grade classroom on 
the second floor of  the school 
where Sr. Aurora was my 
teacher. 

The principal’s office was 
just below on the ground floor 
and that is where I first met Sr. 
Mary Jerome. A most jovial 
woman. 

As I reflect, I think of  all 
the nuns as full of  smiles, and 
playful, as well — they seemed to relish their teaching.

Out of Class Activities
I wanted to be an altar boy. I was interviewed by a high 
school student who prepared altar boys. He asked me to 
read the lines that altar boys had to say during mass. He 
said my accent was not natural. 

I then applied to be a choir boy. The choir director, Mr. 
Hurkmans, had the same last name as the pastor, and he 
said the way I said the lines was fine. 

Maybe he said this because there were a dozen of  us 
singing together, and my voice would not stand out.

So every morning, instead of  participating in mass with 
the other students who were responding to the words the 
priest said to the congregation, I stood behind the organ 
singing the hymns appropriate for the mass. 

We choir boys had to sing at Requiem (funeral) mass-
es, too. These were scheduled at the same time as religion 

The banner on the left of the window 
says  “Learn,” “Grow,” “Share,” 

and “Believe.”
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St. John Berchmans
Our church complex occupied an entire city block. The 
church, as you can see, was on the right. The rectory, the 
residence of  the priests, was to the left; and the convent, 
the residence for the nuns, was to the left of  the rectory. 
The school was to the left of  the convent.

Every Sunday our whole family attended 9a.m. mass as 
the pastor, Monsignor Hurkmans, gave a sermon oriented 
towards young people. He often related the Sunday funnies 
to his message. He genuinely enjoyed talking to us young 
people.

 St. John Berchmans

Back to school . . . in addition to singing in the choir, I start-
ed to take piano lessons. One of  the nuns taught piano on 
the first floor of  the convent where the nuns lived. It was a 
2-minute walk from our classrooms. 

We did not miss classes in the academic subjects. The 
piano lessons were scheduled during our study breaks. The 
fee for the piano lessons was very, very small, but every 
penny was helpful in supporting the nuns.

There was always a great need for money to support 
the school, so a few times a year, the Women’s Club or-
ganized bazaars to raise money. Women baked cakes and 
bread, made jam, crocheted sweaters, and made doilies to 
be sold. 

There were also organized games and other the activ-
ities. One activity was a nail-pounding contest. I partici-
pated in one and pounded a nail into a piece of  wood with 
fewer hits than another person. My reward was a ball peen 
hammer.

These bazaars developed a community spirit. The nuns 
participated in the bazaars, and as a result, both students 
and parents could chat with them informally in a very re-
laxed atmosphere. At each bazaar, my father made a point 
of  thanking each of  our teachers for teaching us.

The school was very much a part of  the community 
in a way that the public schools were not. They had no 
community events. And of  course, the teachers did not live 
next to the schools as the nuns did. I am not at all a crit-
ic of  public education. But to the extent to which pubic 
education does not support a community spirit, it can be 
detrimental.
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John in the second row on the far left. 
(He cut off some of his fellow graduates because the photograph  

was too large to fit in the space.)

Then There Was Graduation The Pastor at Graduation
On the afternoon of  graduation after mass, the graduating 
class was photographed with the pastor.

In retrospect, it seems somewhat strange that the pho-
tograph was taken of  him with the graduates. He was very 
keen on the students, but we saw him only once a week 
during Sunday mass. We saw the nuns every day. Having 
the principal or our 8th grade teacher sit with the pastor 
would have highlighted the fact that the school was a joint 
venture with financial support from the parish which the 
pastor garnered and teaching support from the nuns.

John looking proud to be graduating

↔
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Later I took an experimental course with him 
where he and two professors of  reading who had 
diametrically opposed views about the teaching of  
reading to children all decided to get together and 
teach a course. Now mind you, they were all won-
derful professional colleagues and excited about 
doing that. 

One had a very behaviorist approach to her re-
search focusing on children with special needs and 
learning disabilities. A very, very bright woman. Jo-
anna Williams, a wonderful scholar. 

And Dorothy Strickland who was at the col-
lege at the time, and at one time in the U.S. her 
name would have been the one most associated 
with promoting reading with young children. She 
was the head of  the International Reading Associ-
ation, and her approach was what then was called 
“Whole Language.” You know, it warps into a new 
language every so many years. 

And then John.
So the three of  them taught this graduate semi-

nar in reading and it was a blast. We learned about 
their research. 

I remember when it was John’s turn to present, 
he started with the Beatles song “Ob-La-Di, Ob-
La-Da.” We looked at the text and talked about 
that. And, of  course, he was experimenting with 
what became one of  his — both a mantra, and I 
would say, a brand — and that was “do the oppo-
site.” He was saying, “Why is it children want to do 
these things that we want them to do, and yet it’s 
not working?”

Francis Shoemaker
Professor Emeritus, Teachers College  

Columbia University

Micha el asked: Francis, how did you get to know John.

❝ At the time I started teaching at Teachers College, 
John was a professor in the TESOL program. He 
and Professor Karin Zumwalt were appointed to 
do a study of  teacher education at Teachers Col-
lege. That may sound a little strange because at 
Teachers College you would think that would be 
the primary activity, but I think the college had 
become so involved in research and helping itself  
to become a tier-one research university that they 
became less interested in initial teacher prepara-
tion.

I was the graduate student appointed to work 
with that committee, so I worked with John and 
Karin. As a result I got to know John. I think the first 
time I saw him I thought he was this very tall, im-
posing, almost dour [laughs] person, and I wouldn’t 
have imagined him becoming such a close colleague 
and personal friend, but he did over the years. So I 
look at him as mentor, colleague, and friend.

It started with my work on the committee. 
I did the secretarial work — all the gopher 

work. So I got to know him and his competence 
and insight. 
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hadn’t felt that I was available to participate in that. 
But things change, and I was able to participate. 

So I went to Japan probably seven or eight 
times because I was flexible then, and if  somebody 
had a problem and couldn’t go, I could. I enjoyed it 
very, very much and I got to see that part of  John’s 
life. I had met Kumi, of  course, before and the girls 
so I knew his family.

He’s just a wonderful, interesting person. You 
can count on good conversation about a variety of  
things and I always learned something from him. ❞

Micha el: It sounds to me, although there is a 10-year age 
difference, that the two of  you kind of  grew together as 
educators . . . and husbands, fathers.  A question I’ve been 
asking others is how has John influenced you as a teacher 
and a person. I think you’ve already spoken to that. Are 
there any ways that you think you’ve influenced John?

❝ Well, as you speak, I’ve often thought about that, 
but we’ve never talked about that. And I would love 
to know. I don’t know the answer to that question. 
I suspect  . . .  I see you’re a third person observ-
ing our relationship, presumably looking through 
a plan something like John’s coding system for an-
alyzing interaction, FOCUS. And you’re trying to 
describe things in some kind of  a non-judgmental 
way. And I think the question you just asked is one 
of  the questions that FOCUS tried to ask of  teach-
ers. You know . . . let’s formulate some questions 
together and this lens may help you to gain some 
answers. 

I remember a time at a big conference, I was 
involved with a grant and they were talking about 
the difficulty of  kids in school and whether or not 
we should try to attract retired military to come 
into teaching . . . maybe there was a teacher crisis 
at the time . . . I mean, I could say ‘teacher crisis’ 
and if  there isn’t one now there will be in ten years 
[laughs].

I remember him saying, “Commanding a class-
room of  middle schoolers is not like commanding 
a flotilla.” [more laughter]. I was very intrigued by 
his ideas. 

And then as I became a junior professor I got to 
know him better.

One of  my responsibilities was to teach a 
course in supervision. You know John’s interest in 
supervision. I think that’s when I really began to get 
to know him as a person. I had him talk to my class 
about his way of  analyzing classroom performance 
and utterances. He had been part of  the ground-
breaking work that Arno Bellack had done with a 
team of  researchers in which they looked at linguis-
tic moves, and talked about the nature of  language 
drawing on Basil Bernstein and a number of  others 
who were doing work in linguistics.

I always liked having John come and talk to 
my class, and I talked to his class. So I appreciated 
his views. Several of  his students were also my stu-
dents. So we had that interaction.

And then life goes on and there were changes 
in my life. John started the program in Japan, and I 
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me to grow in my understanding of  that dynamic. 
And so that’s what I’ve tried to pass along, as best I 
could, to . . . especially to some of  the teachers I’ve 
worked with. 

I’m thinking of  . . . let me give you an example.
I had a student early on, an Ivorian student 

who had suffered some horrible childhood malady 
that left him with . . . his nose was just a crater in his 
face. I don’t know what caused it, but he obviously 
had not been able to get treatment and whatever 
attacked him had taken his nose. So he wasn’t the 
most attractive guy to look at, but he was one of  
the best teachers in training that I had ever worked 
with because he understood almost instinctively, as 
I had when I worked with John, what FOCUS was 
trying to get at, and he tried to apply it in his day to 
day teaching in the classroom as a trainee. 

I thought, as a result of  that, I saw him growing 
more as a teacher than most of  the other people 
who had really been conditioned by a system of  
education here that’s largely based on rote learn-
ing. And they were given a model that was called 
the Standard Oral Lesson, the lesson I alluded to 
earlier. 

The Peace Corps had trained us — this is what 
the government says you have to do, you know, 
teach vocabulary, then teach grammar, then do a 
reading passage and ask questions blah, blah, blah 
. . ..

That’s the way they wanted us to train teachers 
so when I became coordinator of  junior high level 
training program . . . you know, I recognized the 

Coming back to your question, I suspect that 
if  you were to ask John or I were to ask John that 
question, he would probably say, “Yes, we have 
learned it together and we have had this effect on 
one another.” But we never talked about that and 
I never had the courage to ask him. It’s very clear 
to me that he has been one of  the most, if  not the 
most significant . . . he’s had the biggest effect on 
my life as an educator, but also as a human being, 
having chosen to live the life that I live in . . . I don’t 
like to think of  it as a foreign culture. I think of  it 
more as a global village and I’m very pleased to see 
now, 40 years later, that so many people are doing 
what we took a certain level of  risk to do 40 years 
ago. 

Perhaps me more so than him, because I decid-
ed to marry a black woman with all of  the innuen-
dos, all of  the baggage in our culture — as a white 
American and it’s really kind of  interesting . 

I just listened this morning to Obama’s eulogy 
yesterday [for The Reverend Clementa Pickney] 
and I had tears in my eyes because finally people 
are talking about a lot of  this stuff that we need 
to get out because it’s all deeply embedded in our 
collective American soul. And it’s led to all sorts of  
problems. 

I’ve done psychotherapy in my time and I know 
how important it is to talk things out, but not ev-
erybody does understand that and certainly not at 
a collective level of  our culture. But I think that my 
experiences with John and my conversations with 
him over a period of  40 years have certainly helped 
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politics of  it . . .. I taught the Standard Oral Lesson 
to my trainees, but on the side I did some FOCUS, 
and I tried to get them to understand that FOCUS 
it’s not the same as the Standard Oral Lesson, but 
it can help you to understand what goes on in the 
Standard Oral Lesson in a different way. 

So this guy went out and did it lock, stock, and 
barrel, and, in fact, the day that he had to go for his 
examination and do what they call an inspection 
where two or three master teachers come in and 
evaluate you. He did what I thought was an incred-
ibly creative lesson, but it wasn’t a Standard Oral 
Lesson so they failed him. 

I went back to him and the other trainees after 
the inspection and I said, “I’m sorry this has hap-
pened. Something didn’t get across in the message 
I was trying to communicate to you all. I never said 
on your inspection boards not to do the Standard 
Oral Lesson. What I was trying to help you real-
ize was the Standard Oral Lesson was not the end 
all. And that once you become your own teacher in 
your own classroom — yes, you will do the Stan-
dard Oral Lesson and yes, you will especially do 
that when the inspector comes to look at you. But 
on the other days you can do some of  these other 
things. And you can stop and evaluate what effect 
it has for yourself; not because I said to do it but 
because you decided to try it and you saw what the 
effect was. And then maybe you changed it again 
and saw what the next effect would be.” And all of  
that came from Fanselow. ❞
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1943 and Later

The Feast of the Circumcision of Our Lord

When I was in Primary School . . . a Catholic primary 
school, every January 1st was the Feast of  the Circumci-
sion of  Our Lord. It was a Holy Day of  Obligation, which 
meant that we had to go to mass. 

Some years when we entered the Church, we were giv-
en holy cards with a prayer on the back and a painting on 
the front of  Mary and Joseph and the infant Jesus, 8-days-
old, standing in a temple. Beneath the painting were the 
words “Jesus presented in the temple and named Jesus and 
circumcised.”

“Presented” and “named” were clear enough. But what 
did “circumcised” mean? Was it a synonym for blessed or 
baptized or introduced as in “introduced to the members 
of  the temple and the priests”? 

When I looked up “circumcise” in a dictionary, I read 
that it was a procedure for cutting the foreskin from the 
penis. But when I learned later that I had been circumcised 
at the hospital after I was less than a week old, I was still 
in the dark. Reading that something called a foreskin had 
been cut from my penis was no help. Why not? Well, being 
told that there is something called a foreskin is no help if  

↔
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Genesis — Chapter 17

1And when Abram was ninety years old and nine, 
the LORD appeared to Abram, and said unto 

him, I am the Almighty God; walk before me, and 
be blameless. 
 2 And I will make my covenant between me and 
thee, and will multiply thee exceedingly. 
 3 Abram fell face-down, and God said to him, 
 4 As for me, this is my covenant with you: You 
will be the father of  many nations. 
 5 No longer will you be called Abram[b]; your 
name will be Abraham, for I have made you a fa-
ther of  many nations. 
 6 I will make you very fruitful; I will make na-
tions of  you, and kings will come from you. 
 7 I will establish my covenant as an everlasting 
covenant between me and you and your descen-
dants after you for the generations to come, to be 
your God and the God of  your descendants after 
you. 
 8 The whole land of  Canaan, where you now 
reside as a foreigner, I will give as an everlasting 
possession to you and your descendants after you; 
and I will be their God.” 
 9 Then God said to Abraham, “As for you, you 
must keep my covenant, you and your descendants 
after you for the generations to come. 
 10 This is my covenant with you and your de-
scendants after you, the covenant you are to keep: 
Every male among you shall be circumcised. 
 11  You are to undergo circumcision, and it will be 
the sign of  the covenant between me and you. 

one has never seen one. We cannot know what a sycamore 
leaf  looks like if  we have never seen a sycamore leaf.

The first time I saw a penis other than my own was 
when I went to a pool near our house for swimming lessons 
with my Boy Scout Troop. But the penises of  all of  the 
other Scouts looked just like mine. 

When I was in high school, during swimming class, we 
swam in the nude and after class we showered in the nude 
together. All of  us had been circumcised. 

It was not until I was thirty and showered in a com-
munal shower in a gym I went to that I saw a penis that 
looked different from mine and all those I had seen before. 
So, I assumed that the thing I saw that was different was a 
foreskin. I learned what this unknown thing was the same 
way I learned what the hundreds of  other things that were 
unknown to me the first time I heard of  them were; I saw 
the thing.

Why I and those boys I grew up having been circum-
cised is a bit murky. Some said it was because many doc-
tors were Jewish, and in the Old Testament, Chapter 17 of  
Genesis, God had told Abraham that he should circumcise 
himself  and all his male children. As you read the verse 
below, I wonder to what extent you will feel as bewildered 
as I did. In addition to instructing Abraham to circumcise 
himself  and his sons, God said that he and his wife would 
conceive a child. I was bewildered by this announcement 
because both Abraham and Sarah were 99 years old!
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or eating fish rather than meat two days a week, or maybe 
not watching TV for a few days a week. Considering these 
actions as a sacrifice is a stretch.

In the Muslim world, the age of  circumcision various 
as well as the procedures. For some, anesthetics are used, 
and for some not used. Some are circumcised as babies, 
but some at puberty. So for many Muslims, more sacrifice 
is experienced. 

I wonder to what extent you were as bewildered as I 
was as a child when you read the section of  Chapter 17 
from Genesis above. If  you were not bewildered, read on.

In the Old Testament, we read that, for centuries, hun-
dreds of  thousands were killed who refused to be circum-
cised. That such a command caused so many deaths and 
continues to be observed by Christians and Jews as well as 
members of  Islam bewilders me, perplexes me, mystifies 
me, to use 3 words that come to mind very quickly. 

In 1969, the Pope changed the name of  the holiday on 
the first of  January from The Circumcision of  our Lord 
to The Solemnity of  Mary the Holy Mother of  God. So, 
those who have attended St. John Berchmans from 1969 
on did not have to be perplexed by the meaning of  circum-
cision, as I had been for many years. Also, for whatever 
reason, the frequency of  circumcision has been decreasing 
in many countries through the years. So, it is less a topic 
of  concern.

 12 For the generations to come every male among 
you who is eight days old must be circumcised, in-
cluding those born in your household or bought 
with money from a foreigner — those who are not 
your offspring. 
 13  Whether born in your household or bought 
with your money, they must be circumcised. My cov-
enant in your flesh is to be an everlasting covenant.
 14  Any uncircumcised male, who has not been 
circumcised in the flesh, will be cut off from his 
people; he has broken my covenant.”
 15  God also said to Abraham, “As for Sarai, your 
wife, you are no longer to call her Sarai; her name 
will be Sarah. 
 16  I will bless her and will surely give you a son by 
her. I will bless her so that she will be the mother of  
nations; kings of  peoples will come from her. 

Before God told Abraham to circumcise himself  and his 
sons, Abraham had often offered burnt offerings to the 
Lord. Animals were considered a sufficient sacrifice. But 
God decided that Abraham should offer his own skin as a 
sacrifice rather than the skin of  animals. For Abraham and 
his sons, offering their flesh was probably a real sacrifice,  
since at that stage in history, instruments for cutting were 
not as sharp as today. They were adults. And no anesthetic 
was used. These days in many countries, anesthetics are 
used, the instruments are sharp, and usually the cutting 
is done in the first week of  a boy’s life; in the first month 
almost for sure. 

While growing up, when we made a sacrifice during 
Lent, it was something like not eating sweets for a month, 

↔





47

1944

Our Fixer-Upper House

In 1944, my parents were able to buy a house that was 
within their tight budget because it was a fixer-upper house 
— meaning it needed a lot of  repairs.

For brickwork, my father paid one of  the masons he 
worked with. For making new stairs and a roof  for the porch, 
and installing light fixtures and a new sink in the bathroom, 
as an electrician he was able to do those on his own.

I say, “on his own,” but he let me help him. Well, “help” 
is perhaps a bit pretentious. He had most of  his tools in a 
few tool kits: for plumbing, electric jobs, and carpentry. 

He’d say to me “I need the side cutters,” “Hand me 
the measuring tape,” “Can you find the 14-inch Stillson 
wrench?” “Now I need the smallest size Allen wrench.” I 
greatly enjoyed helping.

As I got older, he let me actually use the S t i l l -
son wrench, and the side cutters, and other tools 
to loosen pipe connections, cut wires, etc. I even 
made a workbench in our basement, with a peg-
board on which I mounted the tools to keep them 
dry.

↔



48 49

en spoon to soften butter for a metal one just as I substitut-
ed a Phillips screw driver for a regular screw driver.

To this day, I relish repairing lamp switches, fixing leak-
ing faucets, and baking and cooking, though I can easily 
ask the apartment superintendents to make repairs and I 
can buy many bakery goods and dishes ready made.

P.S. Another reason why our fixer upper house was inex-
pensive was that it was one block from a railroad line that 
commuter trains and trains to Minneapolis such as the 
Hiawatha used. These trains were quite noisy. But we got 
used to the noise, and over time never were disturbed by 
them in our house. When we walked under the tracks as 
a train rolled by we of  course heard the noise. But then 
I would think about all the times we rode the train from 
Chicago to Minneapolis which I relished.

In addition to fixing up our home, people asked him to 
do electrical work at their houses. He would have me tag 
along, and I learned more and more by watching him and 
doing things he asked me to do.

In 1956, after I finished high school, I needed a summer 
job to earn money for college, I was interviewed for a job 
doing heating and electrical work. I not only mentioned 
that I had taken one year of  electric shop, and one year 
of  wood shop in high school, but also that I had helped 
my father when he did electrical work for friends. I knew 
how much I had learned from him, and I think it probably 
helped me because I was hired.

While in college, the Dean of  Women and a few of  my 
professors somehow found out that I was what they consid-
ered “quite handy,” and they asked me to repair lamps, put 
new washers in their faucets, hang pictures, and replace 
cracked windows. 

Whenever I worked with my father, I did it because I found 
it exciting to see how I could do new things. I was not think-
ing of  whether or not what I was doing might help me get 
a job years later. 

I feel so blessed that my father let me learn so much 
that I could never have learned in school. And he let me 
learn for myself  by trying to loosen a pipe fitting with a 
wrench by turning it one way and then another and, if  nei-
ther way worked, by hitting it with a hammer, and finally 
by dripping some oil on it if  the hammer did not loosen it.

Five years later, when I started to learn to bake, I think 
that my experiences using tools and my hands to repair 
and install things made it easy for me to substitute a wood-

↔
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Michael asked: Did you try the opposite? Have there 
been alternatives in your teaching or life that you have 
tried as a result of  John’s teaching?

❝ Oh, absolutely. I think that that idea has stayed with 
me and my teaching. Yeah, in life in looking for al-
ternatives. I think that . . . what was really interest-
ing was that at the same time that I was getting my 
master’s I had also started going to therapy. And I 
started seeing so many similarities between what I 
was learning in his class and what I was learning 
in therapy because it was really all about getting 
inside into what you’re doing and then looking for 
alternate ways. That “If  this isn’t working, what 
else could you do?” ❞

Polly Merdinger
American Language Program 

Columbia University

Michael asked: Polly, do you recall your first meeting 
with John?

❝ Oh yeah. Yes! I went into a class . . . and it was my 
first class at TC. It was a very big class, and he was 
talking, and I had never taught in my life. 

Well, I had taught a class of  children once years 
before, but nothing to really speak of  as a real ex-
perience. So anyway, he asked someone, just as an 
example of  something, “What’s the present partici-
ple of  . . ..” some verb. I remember being terrified 
that he would call on me because I had no idea 
of  what a present participle was. And I thought, 
“Oh god! I’m supposed to know stuff?” And, thank 
god, he called on someone else, but then he start-
ed talking about doing the opposite and I thought, 
“Did I miss a class? I must have missed some class 
where he explained what the standard was so that 
you could know how to do the opposite.” But I was 
thinking, “The opposite of  ‘what’?” And I had no 
clue because, you know, it was my first class! So I 
was pretty intimidated at that point. Of  course, as 
time went on things got easier, but that was the first 
time I met him. ❞
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1945

My First Job — Paper Boy

One day when I was about 7-years old, the person who 
managed the newspaper deliveries in our neighborhood 
came to our house for the usual weekly payment. After my 
mother paid he said, “I wonder if  I could ask you to discuss 
with your husband and your son whether he would like to 
be a paperboy?”

That night my mother said to my father, “The newspa-
per manager came today and asked if  John wanted to be a 
paperboy. What do you think?” He said, “Why not?” 

I was very excited about it. I don’t know why, but I was 
very excited. Neither my mother nor my father told me any 
reasons to not try out delivering the papers. 

When the man returned the following week, he was 
happy that we had accepted his request. 

I told the manager, “I’d like to be a paperboy, but I don’t 
have a bicycle, but I do have a wagon.” He said, “That’s 
not a problem.” He also said that he was not able to find 
any other boy to deliver in our neighborhood, and that he 
hoped that the other delivery boys would understand. 

The reason I didn’t have a bicycle was that my father 
didn’t allow Joanne and me to have bicycles because we 

↔
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lived in a neighborhood with congested streets, which he 
thought were dangerous.

One customer lived on the third floor. . . a very high 
third floor. . . and he had a can on a pulley that hung be-
tween his apartment and the back fence. I would roll up a 
newspaper, put it in the can, and pull the rope so the paper 
in the can was up by his banister on the porch. 

After a couple of  weeks, I found a note in the can say-
ing thanks for delivering the newspaper right to his banis-
ter, and he put a quarter in the can. Apparently, the pre-
vious paperboy had just put the paper in the can and left 
it down by the fence. Every couple of  weeks, though the 
man didn’t write a note anymore, he just put a quarter in 
the can. 

After school, I’d walk over to pick up my papers. In 
the afternoon, I delivered one called The Chicago Daily 
News, which is now defunct, a Polish newspaper called 
The Dziennik Chicagoski and a German newspaper called 
Abenpost. So, three newspapers. At the end of  my half-mile 
square route, after my bag was empty, I put my knee in the 
wagon and pretended it was a scooter and scooted home. 

Anyway, I enjoyed delivering newspapers very much. I 
don’t know why. 

The Wagon

My Route
The next day I took my wagon to where the papers were 
distributed. I noticed that all of  the paperboys had bicy-
cles. Maybe they were a bit surprised that I arrived with 
a wagon rather than a bicycle, but as it turned out, they 
could have cared less whether I delivered the newspapers 
with a wagon, in a bag over my shoulder, or on a bicycle. 
Little did I know at the time that my feeling comfortable 
doing alternative things would become the hallmark of  my 
professional life.

I put the papers in my wagon, and the man who  man-
aged my route walked me through it . . . the first two days, 
I think. 

I had a list of  the names and the addresses, but some 
people wanted their paper put on the back porch in the 
apartment building. Some said it was fine to put it in the 
lobby on the ground floor. Some didn’t mind if  I folded it 
up and tossed it up like on the third floor porch. Others 
wanted me to walk up and lay it down flat on the floor in 
front of  the apartment because some of  the pages would 
be messed up when it landed if  I threw it. 

↔
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 Jerry Gebhard
 Professor Emeritus, Indiana University of  Pennsylvania 

Retired Professor, Pusan National University

Michael asked: Jerry, how did John affect your teaching?

❝  I think he revolutionized it. I mean, he liberated me as a 
teacher. I was always exploring things. Even when I was 
in Thailand I was exploring there. I was never afraid to 
try something out. 

I love the words of  author Earl Stevick, who 
John likes a lot too. “Sometimes our formal teacher 
education programs and what we teach takes stu-
dents and makes them more limited in how they 
teach, rather than provide them opportunities to go 
about exploring and discovering how to teach.” 

So I thought that was the prescriptive way of  
teaching — the latest method — even before I met 
John. That’s why I went there, but I had read John’s 
article “Beyond Rashomon: Conceptualizing and 
Describing the Teaching Act.” That’s the only 
thing I read of  John’s and I remembered that. I 
made the connection. And so he . . . John’s really 
gave me a great gift. He’s given me a way of  un-
derstanding teaching in any setting, and how I can 
go beyond judgments and prescriptions. And I can 
systematically understand how I’m teaching, and 
how I can continuously explore and have fun with 

teaching and not be afraid to try the opposite or 
to go about generating alternatives just based on 
randomness just to see what happens. 

I even take slips of  paper and I write things on 
them, like, ah . . . “I helped write the book Focus  
[laughs].” 

I was one of  John’s students when he was writ-
ing the book Breaking Rules and FOCUS. 

That’s a great tool that’s been under-appreciat-
ed because I could in my mind or on slips of  paper, 
write down “silence” or “gestures” or “student to 
student” or “teacher to student. ❞

Michael asked: Is there anything else you’d like to share? 

❝  John has so much energy. 
Even in the ’70s he came to Korea when I was 

there. I set up opportunities at a friend’s university 
for elementary school teachers. He had been my 
student and  I had taught him “Fanselow.”

“Although he didn’t follow it, he understood it. 
He chose not to embrace it . . . and that was okay, 
too. 

None the less, he invited Fanselow to come to 
his class. John gave a talk and he just was John. 
There were about 150 students, and they were all 
sitting towards the back. There were teachers there, 
too, and just like John, he said, “Everybody . . . you 
gotta move up front! You gotta come up front.”

Everybody came up front and he started engag-
ing them. Korea is a little like Japan in some ways, 
and the students sat very quietly and were waiting 
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for the professor to tell them what they should be 
doing as teachers. He got them so fast into not do-
ing that. It’s just his experience. 

It’s how he engages in so many ways. He prac-
tices what he . . . I’m not gonna say preach, because 
he doesn’t preach . . . he practices what he advo-
cates. He’ll use fill-in-the blank kind of  tasks to get 
the students involved . . . and that’s one thing I do 
all the time because of  him.❞
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1948 and Later

Cousins Jack and Warren

Cousins in Minneapolis
My mother had 6 brothers and 6 sisters. Ten of  them were 
married and had children so I had a lot of  cousins on my 
mothers’ side . . . but they all lived in Minneapolis. 

Our family spent two weeks visiting them every Au-
gust, and my older sister and I mainly played with two of  
the cousins. 

By the time we finished elementary school, we had 
stopped vacationing in Minneapolis, and I lost touch with 
all of  my cousins except the two with whom we played 
earlier, and with whom I visited as an adult.

Cousins in Chicago
My father had 2 sisters. His oldest sister had one son, War-
ren. His younger sister had two sons — Bob and Jack. Bob 
was killed at Pearl Harbor, so I had only two cousins in 
Chicago.

Jack
My family saw little of  Jack’s family when I was growing up 
as his parents had a delicatessen that was open seven days 

↔
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had helped him get his job as a lithographer, and he did 
not enjoy his work very much. 

He liked to fish and hunt, hike, and go camping. The 
more we talked, the more we realized how much we had in 
common, geography being one area and hiking and camp-
ing and TV programs and movies being others. Hiking for 
us presented opportunities for us to have a many conver-
sations.

a week. They spent all of  their time at the deli, or else in 
their apartment that was attached to the shop.

I was around ten years old when Jack — who was about 
20 — was planning to marry, and he and his future wife 
asked me to be the ring bearer at their wedding. 

His wife, Lorraine, was Catholic and occasionally went 
to mass at St. John Berchmans, where we would see each 
other. There was a Polish Catholic Church that she and 
her sister went to more frequently. Jack was Lutheran and 
went to a Lutheran church with his mother when Lorraine 
went to mass. 

Lorraine and I became very close. When she had our 
family over for dinner, we had loads of  laughs together. 
Jack was happy that we got along so well. 

Lorraine died well before her time, then a couple of  
years later, in 1974, when I was 36 and had been married 
for two years, Jack remarried and moved into the house 
that his new wife lived in. It was just a five-minute drive 
from our house, and as a result, I saw much more of  Jack 
and his new wife, Lorie.

Like Lorraine, my mother also died young, and in 1974 
my father also remarried. Frequently Jack and Lorie would 
invite my father and his wife over for supper. 

Whenever I visited Chicago, Jack and Lorie wanted me 
to stay with them so we could visit more. I used to walk 
their dog with Jack, and we went shopping together and 
for drives. In fact, starting in 1974 when he married Lorie, 
I saw Jack more in one year than I had seen him in the 
previous 35 years.

Jack retired earlier than most Americans did, which was 
then at age 65. My uncle Joe, who was a commercial artist 

Jack had been able to retire early because starting with 
his first paycheck, he invested a set amount of  money every 
two weeks in the stock market. His father had also retired 
early and for the same reason. Jack’s father introduced him 
to company reports, financial magazines, and the financial 
section of  The Wall Street Journal, and although he had 
not finished high school, he was able to understand and ap-
ply this information. I could read these, too, but I could not 

Lorie, me and Jack on their visit to me in New Zealand  
on my 60th birthday in 1998



62 63

Of  course, his mother and father were there. Aunt 
Laura played the piano very well — they had a grand pia-
no. Her love of  music also rubbed off on us.

Warren often picked us up at our house to go to art 
cinemas to see classic movies. 

Before I went to the art cinemas with him, I thought 
that the only kinds of  movies were Westerns as every Sat-
urday I went with a couple of  friends to see Westerns at the 
Congress Theater. It was air conditioned, and that was one 
reason we went.

When Warren came to our house for supper, he also 
introduced us to many TV programs that we would nev-
er have switched to, especially discussions of  books, films, 
plays and loads of  travelogues. When I was around eleven, 
he started giving me a modern library book for my birth-
day every year. The Autobiography of Benvenuto Cellini and 
John Henry Newman: A Biography were two that I remem-
ber. They opened up new worlds for me. Neither of  these 
were ever suggested in either my elementary or secondary 
school. 

Warren was what I was later to learn was called an 
“intellectual.” The two books I just mentioned were ones 
none of  my friends had ever heard of. 

This interest in the mind would not be evident to his 
co-workers or to neighbors because of  his job. He worked at 
Marshall Fields, the premiere department store in Chicago. 
He sold luggage in the budget department on the basement 
floor. The entrance and exit to the subway that went to our 
neighborhood was adjacent to the location of  his luggage 
department. So, when I went downtown, of  course I would 
stop to visit. Often, we took the subway together on nights 
when he was coming to our house for dinner.

apply what they were saying to an understanding of  invest-
ing or the stock market. He became a very astute investor. 

He never gave me any tips on particular companies, 
because he thought that if  a stock went down and I lost 
money, he would feel responsible. Perhaps more impor-
tantly, he stressed that I should invest regularly, and never 
buy products like washing machines or other small items 
on credit. He said that instead of  being paid interest on 
stocks, I should reinvest them.

It was always a welcome change to visit with Jack 
and Lorie because we did not talk about teaching or my 
work.  

Warren
When I was ten years old, my cousin Warren was thirty- 
years old, so you would think that we would have had less in 
common than I had with Jack, who was only ten years old-
er than me. But Warren and my father had enjoyed going 
to sports events together before I was born, and their close 
friendship continued after I arrived, and he often came to 
our house for dinner and to watch football, basketball, and 
baseball games and boxing matches. I always pleaded with 
Warren to stay overnight so we could visit more together. 
Sometimes he did. This was in spite of  the fact that I never 
joined him and my father watching sports events.

He taught me to play chess, and he sometimes invited 
me and my family to his house to listen to classical music 
on his hi fi. I had been taking piano lessons and sang in the 
church choir, so I had some appreciation for music, but 
he introduced our family to a wider range of  music. He 
appreciated music intensely, and this passion rubbed off on 
all of  us.
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He never said anything about it, but he had started 
writing commercial jingles during his time selling luggage. 
“Things go better with Coke,” and “Lucky Strike means 
fine tobacco” were two of  his favorite jingles.

Individuals were allowed to submit only one jingle with 
their name, Warren created so many jingles he sent in ones 
with my name, Jack’s name, and the names of  some neigh-
bors. His jingles were often chosen. The prize was some-
times the product advertised. . . . like a package of  coffee. 
Other times he received a check for $20.00. One of  his 
neighbors even received a notice saying his jingle had won, 
and he would be sent a check. 

Warren tried to interest me in sports which, as I said, 
like my father, he loved baseball, tennis and he played golf. 
He took me to a Chicago Cubs baseball game on a week-
day since there were few spectators during the week. My 
mother wrote a letter saying that I missed school because 
I was sick. This was the only time I missed school, and the 
only time she had written a dishonest note. I enjoyed the 
lawn at the Cubs stadium, and the bright sky, and eating 
popcorn. But I was totally bored by the game.

He came to our house for supper partly because there was 
a Christian Science Church between the subway stop and 
our house. Every Wednesday night people in the congre-
gation would share cures they had experienced. Warren 
found the meetings very comforting. I went with him a 
couple of  times and also found the comments comforting.

He became a member of  the Christian Science Church 
because of  his mother. Aunt Laura had lost a one-hun-
dred-dollar bill one day as she was out shopping. She was 
mortified. This amount of  money was a fortune in those 

days. She called a cousin who was a Cristian Scientist and 
she told my aunt to pray and she read some verses to her 
over the phone from Science and Health With Key to the 
Scriptures by Mary Baker Eddy, the founder of  Christian 
Science. 

My aunt then retraced her steps and found the hun-
dred-dollar bill. She was a Christian Scientist until she 
died.

She never consulted a doctor even after she was diag-
nosed with colon cancer. I was with her a few times during 
her suffering. She would call a Christian Scientist practi-
tioner while I was lying in her bed next to her, and the pain 
she was suffering was slowly relieved as she listened to the 
words that the practitioner read to her. She spent the last 
year of  her life in a Christian Scientist hospice enduring 
great pain. 

When Warren was about 43, the Russians launched a sat-
ellite. This was a wakeup call for the state of  science ed-
ucation in the U.S. The federal government launched a 
program asking universities to present proposals to train 
college graduates majoring in all areas to be retrained in 
the sciences with the idea to increase the number of  sci-
ence teachers nationwide.

Warren applied to a number of  the universities in the 
Chicago area that had been given grants to establish short 
programs to train science teachers, and he was accepted 
for one. The next year, he applied again and participated 
in three more programs. They were offered in the evenings 
and on weekends, so those with full-time jobs could partic-
ipate. Four courses were the minimum required to apply 
for a job to teach science, and it was expected that teachers 
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would continue to take courses in science and science edu-
cation after their initial four courses.

Warren sent applications to a number of  schools, and 
was invited to be interviewed by a small junior high school 
in a town on the outskirts of  Chicago. The principal had 
just been hired, and it was his first job as a principal. He 
and Warren felt compatible with each other as neophytes. 

The drive was a long one, but Warren enjoyed the 
young students, and after selling luggage for years, he was 
stimulated by making science interesting and understand-
able to junior high school students.

The US government continued to provide money for 
courses and institutes, and Warren continued to apply 
for them. Since he was now free in the summers, he ap-
plied for summer institutes outside of  Chicago. He was 
accepted in institutes in Georgia and Louisiana. After 
many summers he earned a Master’s degree in science 
education.

With his new credential, as well as deepening knowl-
edge of  science, he decided to apply to teach in senior high 
schools closer to his home, and was hired by the principal 
of  Niles West High School in Skokie, Illinois, which was 
just a 20-minute ride from his home.

He loved teaching juniors, and being the sponsor of  the 
chess club at Niles West. It was a second life for Warren. 

I never knew what he had majored in at the University 
of  Illinois, or why, after he was awarded an MBA from 
New York University, he did not pursue a career in busi-
ness rather than selling luggage in the bargain basement 
of  Marshall Fields in Chicago. This is one of  the many 
questions I never asked Warren.

He received many awards at Niles — Inspiration-
al Teacher of  the Year, Outstanding Teacher, Fun Chess 
Club Sponsor. He relished his interactions with students, 
and always showed respect, and his wit helped him engage 
students in their studies.

When I returned from Nigeria in 1963, I spent one semes-
ter at Teachers College training Peace Corps Volunteers 
going to Nigeria. However, my long range goal had been 
to be a high school English teacher. Warren knew this, of  
course, so when I visited Chicago in the spring of  1964, 
Warren suggested that I apply to teach in the English De-
partment at Niles West. I did and was hired. 

We had different schedules, so we could not eat lunch 
together, but when there were after-school workshops, we 
attended together. Also, we went to faculty meetings to-
gether, and sometimes met in the halls as we were passing 
from one class to another.

On reflection, it was amazing to me that the cousin who 
opened my mind to music, art, and literature as a child of  
ten was now a colleague. After he became a teacher and I 
had entered the profession, he asked me one day whether I 
had become a teacher because of  him. I said no. I did not 
say no with reasons, just a no. I had become interested in 
teaching from my days as a Boy Scout, and my interest was 
nurtured by my high school Spanish and English teachers 
— I should have told him this. 

Later I told him in letters that I considered he had a 
much more important influence on me — that he opened 
my mind. He lit the fire of  curiosity in me which was the 
most important thing he did for me. I reminded him of  this 
in many letters. Here is one letter I wrote to him in 1979. 
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“You remember you used to take me to cowboy 
films at the Liberty. But you also used to come and 
take me and my father to classics: Nanok of the 
North, Cry the Beloved Country, the Marx Brothers 
and of  course Charlie Chaplin. 

Here is an excerpt from another. 
“I got into chess because of  you also. I got broad-
ened from these experiences with you. Sometimes 
we take these things for granted and I am afraid I 
did not say ‘thank you’ enough. Your influence on 
me was enormous and I want to thank you in as 
strong words as I can.”

When I moved to New York I saw Warren much less, but 
we had many long phone calls which were always fun as 
well as stimulating. He had a very quick wit.

He still liked going to movies and concerts. He invited 
my older sister, Joanne, the same way he used to invite me 
and my parents. Joanne smoked and Warren hated ciga-
rettes, but never once did he ever ask her not to smoke as 
he drove her to the restaurant where they ate before the 
movie or concert. Not once. Nor did he ever open the win-
dow on his side and use his hand as a fan to remove some 
of  the cigarette smoke from the car. I knew this because 
when I did visit Chicago Warren invited both of  us. He 
was a very, very accepting person. 

It is not that Joanne was insensitive. She always asked 
him whether he minded if  she smoked. He always said he 
didn’t. 

Warren’s Death
Warren decided to retire, reluctantly, when he was 70. The 
enrollment in the secondary schools in Skokie was declin-
ing, and the principals were told to urge senior teachers to 
retire, since their salaries were harder and harder to cover. 

He wanted to keep teaching after he retired, and a col-
league, who was also retiring but wanted to continue to 
teach, suggested to Warren that he teach literacy to adults 
at a community college across from his house. 

He started attending workshops to learn how to teach 
literacy in September of  1989 at the community college 
across from his house. As he was returning home from a 
training session on the 19th of  October of  1989, he had a 
fatal heart attack crossing the street from the community 
college to his home. 

The only house Warren had lived in.

The police found my father’s name in his wallet as a 
person to call in an emergency. My father and his wife 
went to the hospital to identify the body. My father’s wife 
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called me. I was devastated. My mother had died from a 
fatal heart attack twenty years earlier. Hearing of  Warren’s 
death was like reliving my mother’s death.

The house Warren died in front of  was the only one he 
ever lived in. The land the community college was on had 
been owned by the city forever. During the war all the res-
idents grew vegetables on the land. They were called Vic-
tory Gardens. Warren’s father grew vegetables, and when I 
visited, he took me to help him cultivate and harvest them. 
I mention this because the place where Warren died was 
a part of  his life for 70 years. I did not learn until many 
years later that Victory Gardens was not named after a 
person called Victory like Logan Square was named after 
a man called Logan. The gardens were part of  the war ef-
fort. But at the age of  8, I knew nothing about the war nor 
the meaning of  Victory.

Warren had named me as the executor in his will and Jack 
as a co-executor. This was a wise move since Jack had a 
keen business sense, and had a friend from his rod and gun 
club who was a lawyer specializing in estates. I would have 
contacted the lawyer Warren had had draw up his will.

As soon as my father’s wife called, I booked a flight 
from New York to Chicago. Jack met me at the airport. 

He had the key to Warren’s house and his safety depos-
it box, and we went to Warren’s bank to take the contents 
from the safety deposit box before the bank had been in-
formed of  his death. We took the contents to Jack’s house 
for safekeeping. Had we not taken the contents from the 
safety deposit box until the bank had been informed of  
Warren’s death, we would have had to sign all sorts of  pa-
pers and open the box in the presence of  bank officials. 

Jack and his lawyer saved a great deal of  distress by remov-
ing the contents.

The next day, we met the lawyer at Warren’s house and 
discussed the will and explored the files in the basement 
where Warren had kept his financial information. 

Aunt Laurie, Warren’s mother, had worked for AT&T 
for many years, and in addition to her salary, she was given 
stocks every month. She never cashed any of  them in, and 
they increased in value over a fifty-year period a great deal. 
In his will, Warren left these stocks to the Christian Science 
Mother Church in Boston. He also left his Illinois State 
Pension to the Christian Science Mother Church in Boston.

The lawyer asked Jack and me how we felt about this. 
We both said, “No problem. We had not expected any-
thing.” But actually, Warren had left both of  my sisters and 
me a bequest. In addition, in his will, Warren said that I 
should inherit everything in his house and garage. I was 
overwhelmed by what turned out to be a large inheritance. 

I flew from NY to Chicago every weekend to settle the 
estate. At first Jack would meet me at O’Hare Airport, but 
flights were frequently delayed, timing to pick up luggage 
varied, and it was a pain for Jack to sometimes have to 
drive around and around the access road. So, after the first 
couple of  times, I took the train from the airport to a stop 
that was a fifteen-minute walk from Jack and Lorie’s house.

Fortunately, Jack, as co-executor, was also a close rel-
ative. As a result, he and I made decisions jointly and 
shared in the work of  disposing of  everything in the at-
tic, the main floor, the basement, and the garage. Neither 
Warren or Uncle Joe, his father, or Aunt Laurie ever threw 
anything out. We filled one dumpster to overflowing with-
in two weeks. Newspapers from years past, empty orange 
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juice bottles, and junk mail to name just a few of  the things 
that had no value.

The lawyer, Ed, introduced us to a couple who orga-
nized estate sales. After Jack and I decided what we wanted 
to keep, they started pricing the items that were left. The 
only item Jack wanted was a grandfather clock with a par-
ticularly mellow chime; his wife, Lorie, liked two of  Uncle 
Joe’s paintings. She has been enjoying them and the clock 
for decades. 

I had the mahogany dining room set, and a Limoges 
set of  dishes moved to our apartment in New York. I car-
ried a pair of  Steuben glass tear drop candle sticks and 
matching bowl by hand to New York. 

When we have a meal on the dining room table and 
use the Limoges dishes, I think back to the many precious 
meals we had through the decades on the same dishes and 
table in Chicago at 5515 N. St. Louis Avenue. 

The items the estate sale people priced were extremely var-
ied. Patterned silk drapes in the living room. A mahogany 
upholstered couch and lounge chair, a sterling silver tea set, 
ceramic containers for flour, sugar, etc., jars of  nails, can-
ning jars from the thirties, and dozens of  toasters, blenders 
and electric blankets still in their original packaging. 

At one point in the past, savings banks tried to lure 
new depositors by advertising in the papers saying that if  
people deposited $1000.00 in a new account, they would 
receive a new toaster; deposit $5,000 and receive a queen 
size electric blanket. Warren did not need any of  the free 
gifts nor did he use any. But he enjoyed getting things free.
Ed and I spent many hours driving from savings bank to 
savings bank closing Warren’s accounts.

A Passion for Stamps
As we stripped the beds in Uncle Joe and Aunt Laura’s 
bedroom, we discovered boxes under Uncle Joe’s bed that 
contained his stamp collection. Uncle Joe had shown me 
some of  his stamps when I was around 11, but then, some-
how, I forgot about them. I remember Warren saying that 
his father had some stamps. But though he had no interest 
in them, he was afraid that if  he sold them, the stamp deal-
ers would cheat him, since he knew nothing about stamps.

There was a stamp dealer called Stamp King a mile 
from our house in Chicago. I selected one album of  US 
stamps from the mid 19th century and took it there. The 
owner told me what he would pay for each stamp. 

As I started to point to each stamp on each page that 
I wanted to sell, he said, “No two stamps are the same.” I 
asked him to show me what he had meant since different 
versions of  the same stamp looked the same to me. He 
asked me to look at two versions of  the same stamp with 
a magnifying glass. He pointed out that in one version the 
amount of  space on each side of  the stamp between the 
image and the edges were similar while in another the im-
age was close to the edge on the left and far on the right.

I took the money he paid me for the stamps he was 
interested in, thanked him, and said I would be back in a 
few days to sell more. 

When I got home, I looked at the stamps that remained 
and found them very attractive — each a work of  art. 

When I went back, I did not take any stamps. I told the 
dealer that I had decided to keep the collection, and that I 
would like to buy back the stamps he had bought. I refund-
ed the money he had given me, and he gave me the stamps 
that I had sold to him with no charge! 
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I was hooked.
Over the next few weeks, I returned and bought ad-

ditional stamps. Some of  the stamps in Uncle Joe’s col-
lection were just what are called “space fillers” — stamps 
of  poor-quality regarding centering and color that fill the 
space in the album, but are not very attractive.

Many consider stamp collecting a rather crazy hobby, 
but I consider each stamp in my collection a work of  art. 
William Blake wrote a poem with these opening lines: 

To see a World in a Grain of  Sand
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower
Hold Infinity in the palm of  your hand. . .

I grew his collection, but that I used images of  some of  his 
stamps in a book about observation of  videos of  classroom 
interactions.

At Warren’s wake, I met quite a few teaches from Niles West 
where we both had taught, and the principal. Though I 
had left years before there were a number of  teachers who 
I had gotten to know well, so, the wake was almost a family 
affair. I did not of  course know any of  Warren’s students, 
but I was touched by their affection for him.

Since I had invited Jack to be the co-executor, we of  course 
deducted the same amount from the estate for paying us 
for our time. When the estate was settled, I gave Jack a 
check for half  of  the amount we were due. He said that 
we would both have to pay income tax on our income. 
He had figured out the amount we both would have to 
pay and handed me a check for the difference between the 
total amount that I had written on my check to him. Jack 
was unscrupulous in all of  his dealings with everyone. He 
owned a building with three apartments in it and treated 
the tenants with complete fairness, often not raising rents 
even when he was legally able to. 

Jack’s death
Unfortunately, Jack did not have an easy death like Warren 
and my mother. Fatal heart attacks are hard on the survi-
vors but easy on the victim. We all experienced a great deal 
of  anguish and distress as Jack slowly deteriorated. 

I was in Tokyo when Jack died in February of  2007. 
I flew to Chicago immediately, and of  course took a 

taxi to his house, remembering the many times he picked 

As you look at this stamp, see to what extent you think 
Blake’s lines apply.

In one of  my books on teaching, I printed a dozen US 
stamps and had teachers do activities with the stamps to 
highlight the importance of  looking at details of  transcrip-
tions and photographs of  classrooms. 

Which stamps contain water, animals, people with 
hats, etc.? I think Uncle Joe would be thrilled not only that 

This one-dollar black stamp, “Cattle in the storm,” is 
considered the most beautiful US stamp. 
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me up through the years. Lorie and I stayed up all night 
talking about Jack — a series of  magical and memorable 
moments.

At Warren’s wake, Jack had said to many of  those we 
talked to that Warren and I were closer since we were both 
teachers. But at Jack’s funeral, I assured people I met that 
we had been very, very close. 

Lorie has moved to a different house to be closer to 
both of  her daughters. One of  the spare rooms is called 
“John’s room.” She has pictures of  Jack and me and copies 
of  one of  my books in it. 

My uncle Joe used to say that we can choose friends, 
but we are stuck with relatives because of  blood ties. In my 
case, my relatives were as close or closer than any of  my 
chosen friends. Very fortunate. 

John Balbi
Former student 

Adjunct, MA TESOL Program TC 
Elementary School Principal

Michael asked: What was your first impression on meet-
ing John?

❝  John presents himself  as a quirky guy to anyone 
who can only see the quirky. He is a man who val-
ues curiosity for its ability to move and transform 
not only his own understanding, but the under-
standing of  anyone who walks on the same path.

Several of  my classmates at the time only saw 
the quirky. They wanted absolutes. He didn’t take 
much stock in absolutes — he still doesn’t. Rather 
he asked us to see the possibility of  the “methods” 
he discussed. He didn’t proclaim that they would be 
the best way or the most effective/efficient way to 
promote English language use in our students. No, 
John was too humble and secure in his own knowl-
edge to require that kind of  affirmation. Rather he 
asked us to take what we were discussing in class 
and use it in a way that benefits our students. 

Sure the stuff he presented was a mix of  re-
search and practice. But it was the practice that I 
bought into. 

Research is a conversation among peers. Prac-
tice is the universal conversation of  the classroom! 

↔
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And after all, I am a classroom teacher. His gentle 
and deliberate prodding to see beyond the ordinary 
was a clear message to me. Perhaps as a divergent 
thinker I am pre-conditioned to hear that message, 
but it has resonated with me since that day in 1974 
when we first met. ❞ 

Michael: Has your impression changed over time?

❝  That is the thing about John. My impressions about 
him have not really changed. His legacy remains 
vibrant because his views reflect a universal love of  
the acts of  both teaching and learning. 

He is still curious. He is still willing to learn. 
No, he still wants to learn. And he creates an at-
mosphere where the two, teaching and learning 
are convivially chatting as the people in his circle 
weave personal experiences of  taking John’s prod-
ding and giving it life, perhaps new life, to the work 
we do with our students. 

There are numerous examples of  this char-
acteristic in John that I’ve experienced. In 1988 I 
asked John if  he would be willing to be introduced 
by a sign interpreter at the annual NYS TESOL 
conference. He asked who would be narrating the 
signed introduction. I said no one. It would only 
be the sign interpreter. He asked if  I thought ev-
eryone in the audience knew sign and my reply 
was probably not. He looked at me and gave his 
memorable half  grin and with little hesitation he 
agreed. 

The time had arrived and the sign interpreter 
walked to stage left and began to sign. The audi-
ence continued to chat until like a ripple that forms 
when an idea takes hold there was a hushed silence 
and a curious stare. Everyone was looking at the 
sign interpreter attempting to decode this “new 
language.” The silence was so powerful that one 
could almost hear the gentle brush that one hand 
made when it came in contact with the other as 
both hands signed. The person in charge of  hotel 
operations was standing next to me as this unfold-
ed. He asked if  everyone knew sign and I said may-
be one or two folks if  that many. He was amazed at 
the level of  attention that was created. Everyone 
had an experience of  being an English language 
learner. 

John at work again both as teacher and student! 
He was willing to live in a new experience by allow-
ing for the ambiguity of  a sign interpreter to intro-
duce him. The event that was created grew out of  
my understanding of  John’s charge to go beyond 
the expected. 

During the conversation he had with the audi-
ence he held up a length of  string with a challenge 
question; what’s this? An audience member yelled 
out string, too quickly as if  to say so what. Others 
pondered and let out a subdued aha when he asked 
us to imagine it as a snake or something else. I was 
fascinated in 1974 and the fascination continued 
in 1988.

Two summers ago I joined John at his apart-
ment in New York with several other former stu-
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dents as well as the winner of  the Fanselow Award, 
Frank Cordova. It was an evening filled with stories 
and experiences. Remarkably no one seemed to no-
tice the teaching and learning that was happening 
over good food and a glass of  wine or Perrier. At 
one point I joined John in the kitchen as he chatted 
with Frank and another former student. 

He pointed to a print that hung over the kitch-
en table. It was filled with symbols telling a story. 
I believe it was from Japan. It had hung there for 
years. I remembered seeing it the first time I was 
invited to John’s home. 

At one point he turned to me, and related that 
after gazing at the print for such a long time he 
suddenly had a new thought about how to bring 
it into his classroom. He then showed me several 
cards where he re-envisioned the symbols — and 
others he created in a way that would provoke lan-
guage for the English language learners he worked 
with in Japan. 

The three questions I imagine John asked him-
self  are: what am I seeing? Why am I seeing it in 
this way or that? How can I use it to teach? Once 
again I revel in the man I deem a role model.

John is a wonderfully warm, compassionate, 
talented, intelligent, friendly man who has had a 
marvelous openness and I know he is just an e-mail 
away. ❞
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1948 to 1952

The Influence of Sir Robert Baden Powell

Joining the Cub Scouts
When I was ten years old, a friend told me that every Fri-
day night he went to a Cub Scout meeting, and he asked 
me to come with him the next Friday. I asked my parents 
if  I could go, and they said fine. My older sister was a girl 
scout, and the leader of  her troop was a close friend of  my 
mother.

Each of  the other twenty boys at the meeting wore blue 
shirts and yellow neckerchief  around their necks with a 
slide around the neckerchief  to hold the bottom ends close 
to the shirt. There was a patch with a number on the up-
per right sleeve which indicated the number of  the group, 
which was called a pack, as in cub pack.

The meeting started with the cubs holding up their 
right arms with the three middle fingers held up while say-
ing the Cub Scout Oath:

On my honor I will do my best
To do my duty to God and my country
And to obey the Scout Law:
To help other people at all times:

↔
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To keep myself  physically strong,
Mentally awake, and morally straight.

The cubs then recited the Scout Law.

A Scout is trustworthy,
Loyal, helpful, friendly,
Courteous, kind, obedient,
Cheerful, thrifty, brave, clean, and reverent.

At the time these words sounded very serious as they 
were said. They sounded positive, also. But as I read them 
now, I realize that what we were actually supposed to do 
to show that we followed parts of  the oath and law, such as 
“do my duty, keep mentally awake, morally straight, loyal, 
brave, clean and reverent” was a bit murky, if  not in some 
cases completely meaningless.

As I look back, the Pledge of  Allegiance, which I started 
reciting every morning in first grade, when I was seven, 
was pretty meaningless, also. Have a look: “I pledge alle-
giance to the Flag of  the United States of  America, and to 
the Republic for which it stands, one Nation under God, 
indivisible, with liberty and justice for all.” What is a “sol-
emn” promise? What are some synonyms for “allegiance” 
to a seven-year-old? 

We said this standing up, facing a flag which was hang-
ing at the top of  the blackboard. Now that I look at it and 
see that the few words that we might have understood did 
not describe the economic or social reality, I find the idea 
of  reciting it even more absurd. 

As I look back at the scout oath and law, and the Pledge 
of  Allegiance, I realize more clearly how much of  our life is 
a series of  rituals — unconscious habits with no meaning.

I enjoyed chatting with the fellow Cub I had talked with 
walking to and from the church basement where we met. 
But the meetings themselves did not mean much. We 
played spin the bottle. Whoever the bottle stopped at had 
to sing a line of  a song, make a face that expressed a par-
ticular emotion, or whatever we decided.

We also stood in two lines about 12 feet apart with a 
bean bag between us. We took turns blowing a whistle. 
When we heard the whistle, we ran to pick up the bean 
bag. The person who got to the bag first won.

The only good thing about these banal activities was 
that it was impossible for anyone to feel embarrassed. 

The Cub Scouts — John, front row, second from the left
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While working on badges to become an Eagle Scout, 
I applied to be a patrol leader, there was no competition. 
Working together and cooperating was one of  the values 
that we learned.

On holidays, we often joined parades. We also set up 
displays on the grass along the boulevard in front of  the 
church where we met to show some of  our activities to 
those who came to the parade.

A huge bonus of  becoming a Boy Scout, which I did 
not learn about till the end of  my first year as a Scout, was 
the possibility of  going to summer camp. 

During the year, we had an overnight camp in one of  the 
forest preserves on the city line about 10 miles from where 
we lived. We cooked our meals on a wood stove and took 
nature hikes to learn the names and characteristics of  trees, 
shrubs, and flowers. These were exciting breaks from sleep-
ing in our own beds and having meals made for us at home.

The Benefits of Scouting
One of  the main reasons I found scouting worthwhile was 
that I learned a lot and felt gratification from mastering 
new skills, and doing activities with friends very rewarding. 
Wearing the uniform was not all that important. 

As I look back on those years, I realize that others 
in my class who played baseball or basketball or were in 
gangs had similar reasons for doing what they did. The 
sports teams had uniforms as we did and so did the gangs 
— black jackets and pants and huge metal key chains and 
black caps. This was part of  growing up. 

In 1938 John Dewey wrote a book called Education and 
Experience. The founder of  the Boy Scouts, Baden Pow-

Joining the Boy Scouts
When I turned eleven, I was able to join the Boy Scouts, 
which met in the large section of  the same basement. 
There was a stage at the front which made the space seem 
more grown up, but I did not decide to join till I had gone 
to a couple of  meetings.

No banal games, but loads of  activities such as tying 
knots, learning about and practicing giving first aid, sharp-
ening axes and knives, splitting wood, carving, and learn-
ing the Morse Code, to name a few activities that were new 
as well as exciting to me.

There had been only one cub master. But our boy 
scout troupe had a master, two associates, and two assis-
tants. Each had different skills to engage us in groups of  
around four during most of  each meeting.

During the rest of  the meeting, we met with an adult 
or an older scout who knew something about one of  the 
merit badges we had selected to earn. The topics of  the 
merit badges provided something for everyone. Here are 
a few: basketry, bird study, cooking, fingerprinting, leather 
working, photography, pottery, stamp collecting, weather, 
and woodcarving. 

Sometimes a fellow scout and I selected the same top-
ic, so we worked on the badges together. We completed 
the tasks set for each one, wrote a report, and then had a 
review of  what we had done with one of  the scout leaders 
or a senior scout. 

After I earned a few badges, one of  the leaders suggest-
ed that I consider working to be an Eagle Scout, which re-
quired having leadership experience as well as earning a set 
number of  merit badges. I decided to work to  be an Eagle 
Scout with one of  my close friends.
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ell, founded the organization in England 30 years before 
Dewey published his book. Their ideas about learning by 
doing were almost identical. I went to a high school which 
offered wood shop, metal shop, electric shop, automotive 
shop, landscaping, and gardening. These, like my experi-
ence as a Boy Scout, provided some of  my richest learning 
experience.

↔

A note from Brian Bresnihan: 

About repeating the Cub Scout Oath and 
Law and the Pledge of Allegiance 

The importance of  doing such things is not at all 
the ability for children to understand what they are 
saying. The importance is that the children remem-
ber them because they respect, admire, adore the 
adult who is guiding them to do so. In fact, it is ben-
eficial that the children do not understand them. 
That way, as they get older, the words and ideas will 
stay alive and grow within them until the children 
are old enough to understand them. 

And then suddenly one day, they will recall 
them and have an enlivening ‘Aha’ moment. Such 
events help revitalize people’s feelings and think-
ing when they are older. And, such ideas as are 
included in these particular passages are idealistic 
in positive ways and so good for people to have be-
fore them as goals. For the same reasons, it is ad-
vantageous for children to memorize uplifting and 
inspiring poems, verses, and stories. They help to 
form a virtuous, righteous foundation in the chil-
dren’s thinking and feelings. Also, when people are 
of  early elementary school age, they are most able 
to develop their ability to memorize, a crucial, yet 
nowadays often ignored, aspect of  critical thinking.
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1949

Learning to Bake from the TV

When I was in the sixth grade, my parents bought our first 
television set. One of  the programs I saw during the first 
week we had the TV was a cooking program by Antoinette 
and Francois Pope. 

They had a cooking school in Chicago, and they had 
published a cookbook, Antoinette Pope School Cookbook, 
(MacMillan Co., 1948). When TV came along, someone 
said, “Why don’t we try to put this on TV?” It was very 
popular. The husband and wife couple were both chefs. 
He wore a double-breasted suit with a shirt and tie and 
she wore a smart dress. They never wore aprons. If  he was 
beating eggs and a very small bit of  a beaten egg splashed 
onto his lapel, the TV camera would zero in on it and the 
camera man would laugh . . . in a nice way. It was not in 
any critical way.

Anyway, as I said, they had published a cookbook, and 
on the TV program they explained how to order the cook-
book . . . so, I ordered the cookbook. I did some cooking — 
Turkish Pilaf  was my favorite, but mainly I was interested 
in baking because my mother was a very good cook and I 
didn’t have time during the week to cook meals between 

↔
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my paper route, Boy Scouts, swimming lessons, whatever. 
But on the weekend, I had time, so I would bake things. 

At that point in my life, I liked sweet things, as did all of  
my family. I made éclairs and all sorts of  pastries that peo-
ple wouldn’t normally make themselves, they would buy 
these at a bakery shop.

Though my mother had not made éclairs and other 
desserts I made, she had done a lot of  baking as well as 
cooking. So, she was able to give me tips as I baked, which 
I sometimes needed because I saw the demonstrations of  
how to, for example, cream butter on TV, but I only saw 
it once and only for a few seconds since the steps in the 
demonstrations were telescoped. 

To have to watch egg whites be beaten until you could 
turn the bowl up-side-down and they did not fall out takes 
from five to ten minutes, which would have taken up one 
sixth to one third of  the thirty-minute program. Only a few 
steps could have been broadcast if  all the time needed was 
included.

aunts and uncles, for Christmas presents. I started in Oc-
tober because it takes time for the fruitcakes to age so they 
taste better. Some of  them I made with pineapple juice and 
some with rum. Rum was very expensive and pineapple 
juice was cheaper. The recipe said you could use either one. 
I would go downtown with my mother to get dried sugar 
fruits. You couldn’t get them in our neighborhood. There 
were only one or two places in the city at that time that 
carried them. The store we went to was called Stop and 
Shop. We’d take a bus downtown. It was a great adventure 
for me, buying the dried sugar fruits for the fruitcakes.

Though I followed the recipes, I experimented as well. 
I would decrease the amount of  sugar next time when my 
sisters said, “It’s too sweet.” I would increase the amount 
of  fruit juice if  the cakes were too dry. Add more cinna-
mon if  I could not taste it. 

I eventually began tasting the batter as I made it so 
I did not always have to wait to see what others thought 
about the taste or texture.

When I visited my friends’ houses, I usually took some 
éclairs, cream puffs, or slices of  strudel that I had made. 
Their mothers would ask me how I had made them. I not 
only told them, but also on return visits after I had told 
them the ingredients to buy, I would show them how to 
make the various desserts, which they had never made, 
thinking they were too difficult to make themselves.

No Questions from My Parents about What  
I wanted to Do
Looking back, I think my parents were very indulgent. 
My father was very interested in sports. He loved baseball 
games, football games, and boxing. He was an amateur 

Icing tips for cake decorating

When I was in sixth grade, my parents bought me a 
cake decorating set shown above, I was thrilled. My friends, 
who were boys, were thrilled when their parents bought 
them a baseball mitt or bat. However, I liked baking.

I started making fruitcakes in October every year, 
which we would give to our friends and family, and our 
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said, my friends were collecting baseball cards and wanted 
their parents to buy them a baseball mitt while I was asking 
my parents to buy me a cake decorating set and collecting 
recipes. Total acceptance of  whatever I wanted to try.

I say total. But at one point I said to my parents I might 
like to be a chef. My father had no objection to my learning 
to bake. But when I said I was thinking of  being a chef  he 
said, “You know how hot it will be in the kitchen. And you 
have trouble with your feet so standing for 8 to 10 hours a 
day might not be realistic. No judgment, just some reason-
able advice. 

boxer. I had no interest in sports. He never said, “John, 
why are you baking éclairs and crème puffs and not play-
ing baseball?” He never said anything to discourage an 
activity that was unusual for a boy at the time. All he said 
was, “This éclair is very tasty. Wow.”

If  I was interested, they would just say, “Fine.” What-
ever I wanted to do, they never said, “Well, why don’t you 
do this instead of  that?” So I think that helped in my devel-
opment of  being open to possibilities, and I’m very grateful 
to them for that, of  course.

I did not think that doing things that were different was 
in any way strange. In addition, I learned from Mr. and 
Mrs. Pope that no recipe was difficult. I just had to make 
things step by step. The finished product might look as if  
it were difficult to make, but looking at the small steps and 
doing them one by one made it easy.

When I got to high school, I mentioned to some of  my 
friends that I loved to bake. Some of  them said, “That’s for 
girls. You shouldn’t be baking.” However, since most chefs 
were men, including Francois Pope, and I earned a merit 
badge in cooking as a Boy Scout, it was easy to brush aside 
and ignore these comments.

I have continued baking fruitcakes as gifts and sharing 
other desserts with friends throughout my life. These days, 
I have been making banana bread, sour cream coffee cake, 
and blueberry muffins, among other things. Our neigh-
bors, as well as the chef  and baker at the local patisserie 
and boulangerie, and the workers at some nearby restau-
rants enjoy what I bake and share with them.

Back to my parents’ indulgence. Neither my mother nor 
father ever made any judgments about what I did. As I 

↔
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1949

A Homemade Birthday Cake  
for Sister Aurora

The name of  my sixth grade teacher was Sister Aurora. 
Somehow I found out when she would have her birthday, 
and I presented her with a cake decorated with some flow-
ers and her name written using my new decorating kit. 

When I presented the cake to her after school, in pri-
vate, she said: “You’re the first student who has ever given 
me a birthday cake. Where did you buy it?”

“I made it and I decorated it.” 
“You made it? And you decorated it?” 
“Yes.”
She was surprised on two counts!

This was the start of  a tradition of  me making birthday 
cakes for friends and family. For years I made angel food 
cakes from scratch whipping the egg whites until I could 
turn the bowl upside down and the egg whites did not fall 
out. With the unused egg yolks I made a golden cake so we 
if  I gave the angel food cake to a friend we had our own 
cake to enjoy as well.

I did not always decorate my cakes with the name of  the 
person and a message. When I made the angel food cakes 

↔
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I whipped cream to put on each piece as it was served, and 
since there was a hole in the middle of  the cake I put a 
glass in the hole with water and some flowers in the glass.

One year we were invited to a birthday party along with 20 
other people, and I was asked to bring a cake. One angel 
food cake was not enough for so many people, and I did not 
have time to make two angel food cakes from scratch, so I 
made one from scratch and another with a Betty Crocker 
cake mix.

I served some of  the guests one piece of  my cake and 
one of  Betty Crocker’s. I asked them which one they liked 
better. I was dismayed by the results. Everyone preferred 
Betty Crocker’s angel food cake. So from then on I have 
made angel food cakes only with Betty Crocker’s cake mix-
es.

When our daughters were in nursery school the teach-
ers had birthday parties for each child. When our first 
daughter had her birthday, I made cupcakes and wrote the 
names of  each child in the school on the cupcakes. Other 
parents often came for the birthday parties, and when the 
mothers saw the names of  their children on the cupcakes 
they and the teachers all said to our daughter, “Oh your 
mother is so original. This is the first time anyone has writ-
ten the names of  each child on his and her cupcakes.” 

I said that I had in fact made the cupcakes and written 
the names. I did not mention that I had used the same dec-
orating set that I had used for Sister Aurora when I was in 
the sixth grade.

Through the years I have expanded baking birthday 
cakes to baking banana bread, streusel-topped coffee cake, 
various kinds of  cookies, and giving these desserts to peo-

ple as thank-you presents. When I go to my orthopedic 
surgeon in New York for a check up I leave a can of  cook-
ies. Ditto when I have an examination by my GP in a sub-
urb of  Tokyo. When I buy pastries at a pastry shop in our 
neighborhood or a take-out place for supper every couple 
of  weeks, I drop off a dessert I have baked.

I have relished baking ever since I started to learn to 
bake by watching the Pope TV program in 1949. At one 
point I considered being a chef, but my father reminded 
me that being in a hot kitchen for 8 hours was different 
from making and baking a cake in one hour. Then he re-
membered when I started to bake when I was 11, I had 
some pain in the balls of  my feet when I stood too long. My 
father was a very practical man.

↔
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Aya Dorothy Fujimura-Fanselow
John’s daughter

Michael asked: Aya, what is one of  your earliest memories 
of  your father?

❝	It’s hard to say because to some extent I think I 
probably . . . it’s a combination of  memory plus 
photos that I’ve seen . . . but an early memory I 
have is when fixing something or doing something, 
you know building something around the house . . .  
this image of  him . . . rather than explaining some-
thing . . .  like giving me a screwdriver or whatever 
the tool might have been . . .  and just having me 
do it directly. That is a memory that I have that sort 
of  stands out. Kind of  giving me the . . .  assuming 
that I would know how to do it . . . in a good way, 
sort of  like, “You can do this. There’s no need to 
explain it or to show you how to do it. If  you try, 
you’ll be able to do it” sort of  thing. ❞

Michael: In your father’s writing and teaching, he talks a 
lot about alternatives  . . .  trying things the opposite way or 
a different way. Are there alternatives in your professional 
or personal life that you may have tried as a result of  your 
dad’s teaching? Or parenting?

❝	I think it’s probably something that I’ve taken for 
granted because it’s always been there as kind of  a 

given in my life, but some of  the choices I have made 
I’ve been able to make because of  that kind of  con-
stant grounding that his coaching has given me. 

For one of  my jobs I lived in Nepal for about 
two years and I just remember that when I men-
tioned to my father that I was gonna do, there was 
no  . . .  it was like I was going to move to a different 
apartment building or something. Just very accept-
ing and supportive. So I think for bigger choices 
that I’ve had to make like that I have felt risky or 
that I didn’t know what would lead to . . . I just kind 
of  take for granted that I have that permission to 
do something that might be a little bit off the safer 
path maybe. ❞

Michael: The title of  your dad’s first book was Breaking 
Rules. Were there rules in your home growing up? Were 
you encouraged to break them?

❝	It’s funny. I had to answer something recently about 
how each of  my parents reprimanded me and I 
said, “I don’t think it ever came up.” I don’t re-
member ever having rules. Yeah, I don’t know what 
those would have been, but I don’t remember him 
ever saying, “You have to do this” about almost 
anything, and if  he were to say it, it would be like  
. . .  his phrasing would be something like, “You 
might want to try it this way.” Or “Think about 
doing it this other way.” But I don’t remember any-
thing rule-based. ❞
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Michael: I asked you before for one word and an early 
memory. Do you have one lasting visual image of  your 
dad?

❝	I have one of  . . .  because I’ve seen him  . . .  I 
really enjoy watching him teach, so I’ve tried to do 
that on a couple of  occasions. So there is an image 
I have of   . . . it’s almost like a character he takes on 
sometimes when he’s leading a workshop or teach-
ing. I find it very entertaining and very dynamic. 
Even physically, he’s very active and it’s something 
I’ve done an imitation of  that makes my mom and 
my sister laugh quite a bit. 

It’s sort of  this . . . he’s very wrapped up in the 
moment, I think, both expressing the lesson and 
also absorbing what a student might just have ex-
pressed . . .. It’s like a performance, and I find it sort 
of  fun to watch that. 

But it’s interesting because then my mother . . .  
and I imagine, have a kind of  contrast to what is in 
his personal life . . ..  It’s something I always think 
of  . . .. 

I had a knee surgery a couple of  years ago, and 
I remember the first night after my surgery when 
I couldn’t get out of  my bed. Every time I had to 
use the restroom I needed help getting there and so  
. . .  my father was in the next room, but I would 
call him on his cell phone and he would run over. 
And so that kind of  image of  seeing him when he’s 
teaching, kind of  onstage, where he’s very dynam-
ic. and fun and outgoing . . . and then the same 
person has this other side . . . very gentle and nur-

turing and reliable. So, kind of, those two images at 
the same time.❞
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1950

How Does Your Garden Grow?

Catching the Gardening Bug
Our house on Rockwell Street had a front lawn to the left 
and a 4-foot garden to the right of  the walkway that led 
from the house to the front sidewalk, which had a hedge 
along it and a 4-foot wide garden on the street side of  the 
sidewalk. When we moved there in 1946 I was only eight 
years old, and when my father cut the grass and trimmed 
the front hedge and my mother planted and cut off dead 
leaves and flowers in the garden she tended, all I could do 
was put the cuttings in a basket. 

But by the time I was 12, in 1950, I helped plant flow-
ers and cut off dead leaves and flowers with my mother. 
So, when a new TV program started called How Does Your 
Garden Grow? I was thrilled. The host demonstrated tips 
on fertilizing, pruning, planting, controlling insects and 
fungi, starting new plants from cuttings, and drying seeds 
to use the next year, to cite just some tips.

When we visited my Aunt Laura and Uncle Joe they 
would often give us some of  their plants to expand the 
range of  ones we had in our garden. We also started a pink 
tea rose bush from a cutting from their bush.

↔
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When I became a Boy Scout, earning a gardening 
merit badge was easy since I had done most of  the tasks 
required for the merit badge before I joined. 

One limitation of  my gardening was it was confined to 
flowers, no vegetables. During World War II my uncle Joe 
had what was called a “Victory Garden” in a huge, city 
-owned plot of  land across the street from his house. Patch-
es were allotted to people to grown vegetables. I remember 
how luscious the home grown tomatoes and carrots were.

To the south of  our house there was a house with a wide 
lawn that our neighbor, Olive, took care of. It was shaded 
by two very tall trees that shed leaves from the end of  spring 
to the end of  autumn . . . and leaves were not what Olive 
wanted on her lawn. She raked the lawn every Saturday. 
And she did not rake it gently with a lawn rake, but with a 
garden rake, which had very sharp, stiff tines. As a result, 
by the end of  the autumn you could not see any grass.

Olive lived with her two sisters, Winnie and May, and 
her brother, Marshall. Olive and May worked downtown 
in offices. Marshall did odd jobs. Winnie did the cooking 
and housekeeping. 

They owned summer cabins in Wisconsin that Win-
nie and Marshall rented out and looked after from June to 
October. Olive and May took their vacations during the 
month of  September at the cabins. 

Because Olive could not tolerate even thinking of  leaves 
lying on her lawn, she asked me to rake the lawn while she 
was away. I loved doing this. Though some of  the leaves 
from their trees fell on our own lawn, the amount was no-
where close to what fell on their lawn. The leaves crunched 
underneath me and smelled very good, as well. Though 

I would have been happy to rake the leaves for nothing, 
since, as I said, I relished the experience, each year on the 
first of  October, Olive would knock on our front door and 
hand me an envelope that contained a silver dollar.

Gardening in New York
Later in New York City, my family lived in apartments and 
we could not have a garden, though our present apartment 
has a roof  garden, which is a great joy. 

I had to take one lab science class at my university, and 
during my second year I decided to take two: Botany 1 
and Botany 2. Moments from the old TV show How Does 
Your Garden Grow? flashed through my mind during many 
classes.

In 1982 I wrote a chapter for a book on classroom ob-
servation titled “What Kind of  a Flower Is That?” It was 
reprinted in an anthology on classroom observation. I have 
uploaded it on the Columbia University website in a sec-
tion called “Academic Commons.” It is the second most 
popular item according to the number of  downloads . . . 
hundreds. In it I compare communications to flowers re-
minding people of  the obvious, but little noted, fact that 
communications are like flowers . . . they have multiple 
characteristics. 

Flowers have different numbers of  pistils and stamens, 
petals, and sepals, leaves and stems. Some that are radially 
symmetrical. Some have a cup-like. Their leaves are also 
quite various. Of  course, the words in the taxonomy of  
flowers need to be illustrated with examples or they make 
no sense. That was the joy of  my two lab courses in botany. 
Seeing various details under a microscope or a hand held 
magnifying glass were thrilling moments.
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number of  studies showing the psychological ben-
efits of  gardening. Of  course, most feel good walk-
ing in gardens and gardening, but to read about 
studies showing the value was very encouraging.

Communications have at least 5 characteristics: 4 pur-
poses of  each communication, at least 2 sources, many me-
diums — tone of  voice, facial expressions, gestures, objects 
and images we refer to, and different areas of  content — 
subject matter, personal experiences, personal feelings and 
language — English, French, etc. 

A former colleague and dear friend from Teachers College 
has been an advocate of  gardening for decades. She her-
self  cultivates a large vegetable garden in her front yard on 
the banks of  the Hudson. She has published a book on the 
topic Growing , Older (Chelsea Green Publishing, 2010). 
Joan Dye Gussow is her name.

Gardening In Tokyo
In our apartment in a suburb of  Tokyo, we have three ter-
races with a couple of  dozen potted plants on them. So my 
early love of  gardening has continued, though on a much 
smaller scale. There is only room for flowers and herbs in 
our planters — no space for vegetables. 

There are some large plots of  land owned by the city 
were people can apply for small patches, but there is a long 
waiting list. I enjoy walking around the plots and watching 
the people plant, cultivate and harvest vegetables. I settle 
for small planters on our terraces for herbs.

 A note . . . Just as I finished writing this chapter, 
my August 25th, 2020 issue of  The New Yorker ar-
rived, which contained “Nature and Nurture: The 
Rewards of  Cultivating a Garden.” In it author 
Rebecca Mead, former graduate student in the 
Teachers College Tokyo, MA Program, reviews a 

↔
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Noriko Takatsu
Secondary School Teacher, Tokyo

MichAel Asked: Noriko, what was your first impression of  
John?

❝	 I remember that I thought he was very tall and 
looked very serious. He was wearing a well-tailored 
suit and watching us very carefully. He scared me a 
little because he gave us his business card and then 
asked us to tell him about the things written in the 
card without looking at it. Actually, I found that I 
couldn’t remember well although I read the card. It 
was also a little embarrassing. He asked us various 
questions, and all of  them were hard to answer. It 
means he wanted us to think well to answer them. 
I learned the importance of  concentration and 
thinking well. ❞  

MichAel: How has the relationship developed over time?

❝	I took his course, “Integrated Skills Practicum & Class-
room Observation” during the spring of 2014. Al-
though the first impression of him was like the above, 
gradually I became to be fascinated by him. His way 
of teaching was amazing. He advised us how to man-
age English classes in detail. I learned to teach various 
English phrases using pictures. He told us that saying 
“Okay” or “Good” all the time in class is completely 

a waste of time. So we tried not to use those words in 
class. He was patient, listened to us and tried to help 
us. All of us (four students) came to trust him and we 
looked forward to taking his class every Sunday. It was 
great to be able to use the ideas he taught me right af-
ter the class. I enjoyed teaching my students using the 
ideas right from the next day!

 I was so happy to get an email from him after 
the course. He said that he was missing our class 
very much and without seeing us, Sunday was not 
the same. I was so impressed by his words and real-
ly appreciated it. ❞ 

MichAel: How has the relationship influenced you profession-
ally and personally?

❝	He told us all the time that a small change is enough, 
don’t teach students many things during one lesson 
and try to focus the teaching point. I learned that a 
small change leads to a big change. I always tell myself 
that “a small change is enough” and I think it has been 
working very well. ❞ 

MichAel: Is there an alternative in your teaching or in your 
personal life that you have tried as a result of John’s teachings 
or ideas?

❝	I have tried to let my students think as a result of his 
teachings. He didn’t like to “educate” students and al-
ways encouraged them to think and use English. I have 
tried to follow his teachings. ❞
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1951, ’52 and ’53

Glorious Summers Camping

During supper on one of  our weekend camping trips, our 
Scoutmaster, Bernard Switzer, asked us whether we would 
be interested in going to a summer camp. On our week-
end camping trips, we cooked our meals on wood stoves. 
Cooking a few meals was fun, but the thought of  cooking 
three meals a day for two weeks we thought would become 
a chore. Mr. Switzer told us that we would eat in a dining 
hall and all the meals would be prepared. When we went 
on hikes and could not eat in the dining hall, the cooks 
would prepare lunch for us to take with us. With this infor-
mation, we all raised our hands in assent. 

Before the next Friday night meeting, Mr. Switzer 
found out that there were not enough scouts in our troop to 
meet the quota, so he called another scoutmaster to see if  
he was interesting in combining the two troops to meet the 
quota, and he said “yes.” Mr. Switzer then called the Boy 
Scouts office in Chicago which owned a camp that was 
in Owassippi, Michigan, to get information on available 
dates, and fees. The dates that were available were the first 
two weeks of  July. The scouts who had said they wanted to 
go to camp received permission from their parents.

↔
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1951 — Boy Scout Camp,  
Owasippi, Michigan

We Are Going to Camp!
We were allowed to take one suitcase and one knap-
sack. These were more than adequate since we needed 
only hiking clothes: no suit jackets or dress pants! 

When we arrived at the camp, we were assigned to wall 
tents which had two bunk beds in them. Some tossed coins 
to decide who was to sleep in the upper and lower bunks. 
Other pairs decided to alternate, each sleeping one week in 
the upper bunk and the other week in the lower.

After we unpacked and made our beds, we went to the 
dining hall to eat, and be told some of  the rules we were 
to follow such as to walk only on the trails and not to drop 
candy bar wrappers on the ground. We were also given 
schedules for swimming and canoeing lessons, and times 
for scheduled hikes, lessons about plants and trees, singing 
around a campfire, and archery.

Oh, the Things We Did
Canoe lessons consisted of  tipping canoes over on purpose 
to learn how to not drown, learning to paddle in both the 
bow and stern, and sitting still in the middle so we did not 
upset the balance of  the canoe were all very enjoyable and 
fulfilling.

Walking along with a person who knew which plants 
we could eat, and which we could not eat was fascinating, 
and I think contributed to my interest in taking two terms 
of  botany lab in college. 

Singing around a campfire almost every night was very, 
very calming. Most nights were clear, and we could see the 

stars. Before or after our singing, one of  the leaders would 
point out the various constellations. Seeing the constella-
tions in a science textbook and seeing them in the sky were, 
of  course, two totally different experiences.

Fortunately, there was no rain during our two weeks, 
so there were few mosquitoes, and many bright days, and 
initially we forgot to put on sunshine protection and were 
slightly sunburned. We learned from experience!

For most of  us, our time at camp was the first time we 
had been away from home for more than one or two nights. 
We were so excited sleeping in a wall tent in bunk beds, en-
gaging in all the activities, and eating food different from 
that at home was not a problem. We were so engaged we 
did not think about home, and that is one reason we sent 
fewer postcards than our parents had hoped to receive.

1952 — Boy Scout Camp
Our second year was just as exciting as our first. Our swim-
ming classes moved from learning various strokes, just a 
couple of  which we had learned at weekly lessons in the 
pool in the city, to learning life-saving techniques. Swim-
ming in a lake was so, so much more refreshing than in a 
pool, too. Not only was seeing the sky so refreshing, but 
not smelling the pool’s chlorine while swimming was a real 
treat.

The Boy Scout organization consistently raised the ex-
pectations of  what we were supposed to do: We were ex-
pected to sleep alone in the forest at least one night rather 
than in our tents; and we were to work to achieve The 
Order of  the Arrow award. So, those of  us who were there 
our second year were challenged more and more.
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In the photo above, our scoutmaster, Bernard Switzer, is in 
the third row, far right, wearing an Indian headdress. He 
is also wearing his Order of  the Arrow sash, as is the third 
scout from the left in the second row, and a few others. I 
am second from the left in the back row — and am also 
wearing a sash. This sash was what we were awarded when 
we met all the requirements of  the Order of  the Arrow. 

The Scouts’ CV
The sashes we are wearing in the photo above display the 
patches that Scouts earn when they accomplish learning 
about a specific topics in fields like science, crafts, and fu-
ture careers. 

The sashes  and merit badges are like the CV for a Boy 
Scout. When we went to a jamboree or convention and 
met other scouts we could more easily display our accom-
plishments and compare them with other’s. 

Studying indigenous peoples of America
Our scoutmaster and other leaders studied Indian history 
very seriously. They bought feathers that were similar to 
the ones Indians used to create headdresses, and studied 
plants Indians used to dye cloth, and to use to cure vari-
ous illnesses. Condescension towards Indians, or any other 
group, was not part of  the mindset of  the scouting move-
ment. Scouts considered Indians to be among those who 
protect nature as environmentalists.

At camp we all experienced many differences. Scouts 
from different neighborhoods wore their trousers different-

John’s patches on his vest . . .

. . . and merit badges on his sash.
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ly, used slang others among us did not understand, held 
their knife and fork and spoon differently, slept in the nude 
or in shorts rather than pajamas. We found these differenc-
es interesting, sort of  exciting. 

1953 — International Falls, Minnesota
In the spring of  1953, I had a call from my Uncle Dick 
who lived in Minneapolis. 

The previous summer, our family had visited him and 
his family right after my summer camp, and while there he 
drove me to the canning factory where he was vice president, 
and as he was showing me around the factory he introduced 
me to the president of  the company, whose name was Bob. 
Since I had just had a fantastic time at summer camp, I of  
course told them both about my terrific experiences.

Now Uncle Dick was calling me to tell me that Bob and 
his wife were in the midst of  a divorce, and the coming 
September, when the divorce was final, the president’s 
wife would have custody of  their son and daughter, and he 
would usually only be able to see them on weekends. 

He wanted to take them on a camping trip during the 
summer so he could spend more time alone with them, 
and remembered that I knew how to canoe, had a life-sav-
ing merit badge, and liked camping. He asked Uncle Dick 
to ask me if  I could possibly go on a two-week camping trip 
with him and his two children, Mary and Michael, since he 
needed a second person to paddle, and it would be easier 
if  I could be there to set up the pup tents, help with the 
cooking, and maybe teach the children to swim.

Wow. I was excited, but I told my uncle that I had to 
ask Robert Repke, who I worked for at a grocery store, if  I 
could have two weeks off during the summer. Fortunately, 
he said fine. 

So, I called Uncle Dick back, and told him I could go. 
He said that I should buy a plane ticket, and the president 
would of  course reimburse me when we met. I said I would 
prefer the train, which is how we often went to Minneapo-
lis for our summer vacation. 

Bob, told me to buy a seat in a sleeping car. It was a 
memorable experience having a room to myself. He con-
vinced me to fly back, because I had told him that I had 
never been on an airplane.

He drove me and Mary and Michael,  from Minneapo-
lis to International Falls on the border with Canada. 

He rented a canoe, two pup tents, and a Coleman gas 
stove, and bought a lot of  food prepared for campers. In 
most cases, we would only just have to heat the food or 
add water. There were bread mixes, too, so we could make 
bread easily.

The four of  us paddled in rivers that fed into lakes where 
loggers harvested trees. The logs were tied together and 
the current took them downstream to logging mills. The 
loggers slept and ate in logging cabins, some on land and 
some on the lakes. We would stop at these to visit often 
around meal time. The loggers were so happy to talk and 
play with the children, who were 6 and 8. They of  course 
missed their own families whom they would not see for 
months.

The cooks at the cabins prepared the most delicious 
meals. If  they did not, they could not keep their jobs. The 



118 119

cooks insisted that we have our meals with the loggers. I 
had imaged cooking prepared meals on our Coleman gas 
stove. We did this a just a few times, but most days we ate 
like kings and queens with the loggers.

Bob liked fresh fish and asked me to fish for them. I 
enjoyed fishing — sitting and relaxing until I got a bite 
and then hauling the fish out of  the water with the help 
of  a net. But gutting the fish I did not enjoy. Not sure how 
I knew how to gut the fish. I guess you just can see what 
seems to be something to eat and what not to eat.

This was the closest thing to what I later learned was 
called culture shock.

As I look back, I am reminded again how many people 
pushed me along, provided opportunities for me to learn 
and enjoy life.

↔

Bob, Michael and Mary

Ira Bogotch
Professor, Florida Atlantic University  

Boca Raton, Florida  
Department of  Educational Leadership and  

and Research Methodology

❝ I, Ira Bogotch, a former student of  John’s, travel 
around the world going into bookstores and look-
ing for memoirs of  educators. It kills me that every 
year five more biographies of  Abraham Lincoln 
are written, but on the other hand there are buried 
treasures of  memoirs, published and unpublished, 
of  educators who have made a great difference in 
people’s lives that haven’t been written about be-
cause educators have bought into the myth that 
education is not as important as medicine, law, pol-
itics, business, etc. 

So, educators are complicit in demeaning edu-
cation. They devote their entire lives to the profes-
sion. They will say how important it is, and yet they 
don’t do what other people who believe their work 
is important do. 

What you are doing is stepping out from be-
hind the curtain.

I live in Boca Raton, Florida. There are prob-
ably more retired educators within 20 miles of  
me than anyplace in the United States. And I’m 
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talking about superstars — whose stories will die 
with them.

I gave a talk recently at a public library on a 
movie called “The Principal.” The room was filled 
with 150 retired teachers and principals. After 
the movie, when I started asking questions they 
pretended to answer my questions, but what they 
wanted to do was tell me an anecdote from their 
lives.

You realize that what dies with educators is a 
story unknown to the American public and to the 
world. So as someone who chases down memoirs 
— when I just saw the word memoir — I have to 
support the project because this is vitally import-
ant. So, turn the project into reality. 

 A quick anecdote. 
In most of  the methods classes with John at TC, 

we sat behind a one-way mirror and watched our 
classmates teach an adult second language class. 

One of  the teachers who had been assigned to 
teach the class that particular night was absent. So 
John said, “Do I have any volunteers to start the 
class off, and go in and begin the lesson with the 
students?” 

I raised my hand, and the comment I made was 
something like, “I’ll put on a good performance for you.” 

At that point he looked at me and told me to 
sit down. John’s comment to me, and the class, was 
that teaching is not a performance. Teaching is a 
systematic way to interact with the students and if  
I was just going to perform . . .. 

That was a very insightful critique because what 
John already understood was that for others in that 
decade, and subsequently for a couple decades, the 
focus was always on “what is the teacher doing.” 

But John’s system was “what the teacher is do-
ing in relationship to the students and therefore 
what the students are learning.” In fact, it’s the 
learning of  the student that’s more critical than 
whatever the teacher is doing. So if  a teacher is 
charismatic, if  a teacher is performing, if  a teacher 
is doing a TED talk that’s not teaching. That’s per-
forming and John wanted no part of  it. And telling 
me to sit down was his way of  saying to the class, 
“You need to learn the system. You really need to 
understand what teaching is.” And clearly at that 
moment in time, I didn’t. I thought it was all about 
me and that’s the mistake that many of  us make as 
we’re learning education. It’s not all about us. It’s 
all about the students.

His ability to stay focused, to stay true to his 
system, to. . . . now I’m just speculating . . . I don’t 
think John cared whether the students liked him or 
not. I think most did like him and obviously those 
who surrounded him and became part of  an inner 
circle — and I don’t include myself  in that cate-
gory, because I was at Teachers College for a cup 
of  coffee . . . meaning I was there instrumentally. 
“Teach me these skills and let me figure out what 
the next step is.” 

Toward the end of  the program I went and asked 
him, “What do you think if  I stay here at Teachers 
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College and go on for a doctorate?” and he said, 
“Absolutely not.” 

So the first thought I had was, “What do you 
think? I’m not good enough? What? Are you kid-
ding? I’m the best!” I was still young and had that 
cockiness. His follow-up statement was, “No, I just 
taught you the rudiments of  teaching. Now, it’s up 
to you to go out and learn how to teach. So, no, 
you’re not ready for a doctorate, because that’s not 
what a doctorate in ESL means.” 

In his mind, at other universities they do tap 
the top students and say, “Why don’t you continue 
studying for the doctorate?” But that was not John’s 
modus operandi. In his opinion you really had to go 
into the field.

I graduated and took a local ESL job in the 
city Teachers College was a magnet for top peo-
ple to come in and do workshops with the students. 
One woman, Carolyn Graham, had written a book 
called Jazz Chants. She did a workshop and I fell in 
love with it. I like music. 

So in my first job I brought my tape recorder 
with me to the first week of  class, and I put on mu-
sic. And I would get the students to . . . think first, 
showing them the lyrics, teaching them vocabulary, 
going through a whole series of  very basic language 
skills. And then I would play the music, we would 
sing . . . the music we would deconstruct, you know, 
“Why were there pauses at the end of  sentences?” 
She showed us how music was important.

Well, the director of  the school was standing 
outside the door one day listening to my class, heard 

the music, called me outside and said to me, “I pay 
you to teach the students, not to play with them.” 

By the end of  the week I was out of  a job. So 
there I was . . . I’d graduated in December, and by 
mid-January I was out of  a job. 

I began applying for positions for the following 
academic year. 

I went back to Teachers College, and told John 
that I had been fired. He didn’t apologize. He 
didn’t sympathize. He simply said, “Do you want a 
job here at Teachers College?”

He hired me . . . and I’m not even sure where 
he found the money, how he did it . . .. The job was 
to work with advanced students, watch them teach 
and then give them feedback, but in the course of  
giving them feedback teach them the system of  
FOCUS. Teach them how to think systematically 
by pointing out, “You did this, this, and this. A, did 
you know that was? B, here’s how the students re-
sponded. C, why didn’t you change what you were 
doing when the response was not what you want-
ed?” All of  that part of  the system. 

So for six months he gave me a job that allowed 
me to continue living in married student housing at 
Teachers College. It gave me an income until I took 
a job in Guatemala. ❞
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1951to 1953

“No One Pays You for Standing.”

There was a supermarket three doors from our house on 
Rockwell Street in Chicago. I say “supermarket,” but in 
those days, this store near our house had only two cash 
registers. A very small operation. 

One day when I went to buy some food, the owner said, 
“Would you mind coming to my office?” His office was a 
cubicle about two feet square. He said, “I was wondering if  
you would like to work here after school? Stocking shelves, 
folding up cardboard boxes, sweeping the floor.” 

I said, “That’s great!” but of  course I checked with my 
parents, and they said, “Why not?” I would make more 
money than I did delivering newspapers since during the 
summer I would work full-time. Also, the store was air con-
ditioned, so it would be more comfortable to work there 
than walk around pulling my wagon delivering papers in 
the hot summer weather.

My main tasks were to stock the shelves — taking out 
cans and jars and putting them on the shelves and then 
flattening the boxes and putting them out in an area where 
a paper company came to pick them up. I also swept the 
floor at the end of  the day, and when the produce manager, 

↔
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just sitting at my desk twirling a pencil in my hand or read-
ing the newspaper, I walked around the room to see wheth-
er students had any questions, I checked the homework 
they had handed in, I wrote assignments for homework on 
the board. 

Of  course, I learned other lessons, too. The owner of  the 
grocery, Robert Repki, showed me ways to sweep the saw-
dust from the corners of  the aisles and how to break up the 
cardboard boxes in a way that took less time and energy. 
The butcher showed me how to clean the butcher block 
with a wire brush on the days when he was too busy clean-
ing out the meat cases. However, these skills were more 
specific and less applicable to other situations that Art’s 
advice.

When I met groups of  parents and their children 
during recruitment sessions while I was president of  a col-
lege in New Zealand, I walked around the room and chat-
ted with the prospective students and families before the 
sessions started. 

What is needed in a job is often not obvious to a new work-
er. Art and the owner of  the store taught me that. The way 
Art suggested that I should be active was very supportive 
and understanding and not critical. And maybe that is why 
I was receptive to what he told me. But Art’s few words had 
a profound impact on me.

I thought the kind of  advice I got from him, the butch-
er and the owner, the fact that they were paying me and 
I got that kind of  an education was terrific. It was a rich 
experience. And I think it’s unfortunate that today so few 
jobs like this are available. And I think it helps people have 

Art Schafer, took his breaks I stood in for him, weighing 
potatoes and onions and bagging them for the customers. 

One day I was subbing for Art, and when he returned 
from his break he said, “John, no one pays you for stand-
ing.”

I had thought that all I was supposed to do was help 
customers when they asked for help to weigh and bag what 
they had selected. But Art said that after a customer took 
onions that were in pyramids on the shelves, either individ-
ually or in net bags, I should rearrange them again so that 
there was no empty space. 

And when customers took apples or oranges from the 
pyramids, usually leaving the tissue paper that they were 
wrapped in on the pyramids, I should put the tissues in the 
garbage and move the oranges and apples to the front so 
that the pyramid looked perfect again.

“When somebody buys something, you refurbish the 
display. You rearrange the lettuce. Sometimes the vegeta-
bles, when people put them in a bag, or you put them in a 
bag, maybe the top of  the carrot or a bunch of  carrots falls 
down on the floor, pick it up and put it in the garbage.” 
Art’s words as I remember them.

Art did not say these words and tell me that no one 
paid anyone for standing around in a gruff way. Rather, he 
just wanted to point out that customers were pleased when 
all the displays looked fresh as if  no other customers had 
disturbed them, and that standing and doing nothing was 
boring. Being active made the job more engaging.

I am very grateful to Art. His advice has been in the back 
of  my mind for decades while working in all sorts of  jobs. 
When students were taking tests in my classes, rather than 
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self-esteem when they can do something and then they get 
this kind of  feedback. It was not done in a critical way.

Maybe one reason I was able to listen and follow the 
advice I was given was that I somehow had learned the 
importance of  paying attention to what others said to me. 
Why this was so I am not sure I can explain, but I remem-
ber that when my mother or father told me something to 
do or not to do, I took what they said seriously, perhaps 
believing, unconsciously, that they said what they said 
for my own good. At any rate, I am eternally grateful for 
such comments from not only my parents but also those I 
worked for and most of  my teachers. 

↔
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1952 to 1956

Lane Tech High: Un poco de Espanol

There was never any question about where I would go to 
high school. We lived in the district where Lane Tech was 
located. My father had gone to the original Lane Tech.  

It was just a one-and-one-half  mile walk from our 
house on Rockwell to Lane. On stormy days I could catch 
an electric trolley 3 blocks from out house.

The Lane Tech Mural depicting from left to right: a boy 
leaving his mother to go to school; at school learning about 

the arts, receiving wisdom, and learning about music.

↔
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During the freshman year students  were required to take 
English, math and history, one shop course and one me-
chanical drawing course. We could also take electives such 
as art, a second shop course or typing.

I chose a second shop and drawing course and typing. 
Miss O’Toole was our typing teacher. We did not waste 

one minute in her class. She was so, so efficient at first 
saying quietly “a, s, d, f, a, s, d, f ” etc. as we typed on 
typewrites with keys that had no letters on them. Then she 
would point to a poster of  the keyboard, again with no 
letters on the images of  the keys and point to a, s, d, and f  
and ask us to say the letters in unison.

Both my mother and older sister were excellent typists, 
but we did not have a typewriter at home so my sister could 
only practice typing while at school, and my mother and I 
could not practice at all. 

I bought a Royal upright typewriter in my first year of  
college, and I earned money typing papers for other stu-
dents who had not learned to type. I have found touch-typ-
ing invaluable in my professional as well as personal life.

I used it until I left Nigeria in 1963, and I gave it to my 
cook steward who I had taught to type, hoping it would 
help him get a better job. 

It is unfortunate that now-a-days fewer and fewer are 
able to do what some call blind typing with smart phones 
and IPads having keyboards too small to touch type on. I 
have urged friends to buy extension keyboards so they can 
touch type. For non-native speakers of  English, touch-typ-
ing enables them to learn spelling and word patterns with 
their tactile sense and so are able to master the language 
faster.

On my first day at Lane I walked in to the main entrance 
of  a four-story building that filled two square blocks.  I en-
tered the auditorium where new students had been told 
to assemble. Though the auditorium seated more students 
than the few hundred in my elementary school, what over-
whelmed me was not the large number of  seats in the au-
ditorium nor the size of  the auditorium but these murals 
that begin this chapter

At the time I did not understand what they were meant 
to represent, but I was unable to take my eyes off of  them 
during the Principal’s welcome and his directions of  what 
we were supposed to do next. During the next few days I 
saw murals in the library and dining hall. I did not under-
stand what these meant either.

At mass every day at St. John Berchmans, I had been 
captivated by the stained glass windows, and I knew what 
each depicted since they were scenes from verses in the 
New Testament, but over time I read descriptions of  the 
murals, but to this day I do not understand why none of  
my teachers ever discussed the murals or their meanings.

From the auditorium and the Principal’s welcome I went to 
room 318, which was to be my homeroom. Mrs. Howard 
was my homeroom teacher for my freshman year. During 
the 10 minutes in homeroom Mrs. Howard took atten-
dance and made any announcements that pertained to 
freshmen. School wide announcements were made on the 
pubic address system. 

We were allowed to chat during homeroom. I guess 
there would not have been any reason for us to be asked 
to sit quietly for the 8 minutes that we were free after Mrs. 
Howard called the roll and made any announcements.
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nating, stimulating and kept all of  us engaged much more 
than had he talked to us or at us as did my world history 
teacher. 

He did not use a textbook, but told us to find a science 
book we were interested in reading and read it. Rather 
than a assigning a book report, he sat with each of  us indi-
vidually during the movies and asked us questions about a 
particular page in the book we had chosen. Had we read 
the page we could answer the questions. He did not try to 
trick us. He just wanted to know to what extent we under-
stood, and if  we learned something from the book we had 
selected and read.  

I was very much influenced by Mr. Hagely in my pro-
fessional career. Providing opportunities for students to 
learn on their own, and have learners see science in action 
in films were positive influences on my interest in science as 
well as my future life as an educator. 

In my junior year I took Spanish. I liked it so much 
that I took it again in my senior year.  I took an English 
literature course in my junior year taught by a close friend 
of  my Spanish teacher, Miss McBee. Her name was Mrs. 
Wing. She also taught Spanish. Both of  them loved Span-
ish and English and loved us, their students. They had high 
expectations for us.

Personal Relationships and Academic Subjects
I got to know Miss McBee and Mrs. Wing well because I 
was active in the Spanish Club, which they co-sponsored. 
We had meetings both at Lane and at Mrs. Wing’s apart-
ment, which was a high rise on Lake Shore Drive with a 
spectacular view of  Lake Michigan and some of  the sky-
scrapers in the city.

Back to the Academic Subjects
Though I consider learning to type one to be my most sig-
nificant achievement in high school (I received no credit as 
I recall), the academic subjects were valued more. 

I did OK in algebra and geometry in my sophomore 
year, but I never understood what we were doing or why 
we were doing it. I solved the problems with no under-
standing at all. I have never made any use of  math though 
I think that it is important for us to experience a wide range 
of  academic subjects. They can be stimulating even when 
we do not clearly comprehend them.

My world history teacher spoke during the entire peri-
od, and she said the same things that we read in our history 
textbook. A few students fell asleep. My mind wondered 
during most of  the classes. As long as no one acted up she 
just continued talking at us day after day.

In my sophomore year Miss Casey was my English 
teacher. She had had one of  the shop teachers construct 
a traffic signal with a red light on top, yellow in the mid-
dle and amber on the bottom. When we responded to a 
question correctly she switched on the green light. If  the 
answer was partly correct and she wanted us to try again 
she clicked on the yellow light. If  our answer was wrong 
she switched on the red light and that meant that anoth-
er student should try the question. In classes when the 
teacher said “Wrong,” the word was accompanied with 
an emotional tone that suggested we were stupid or did 
not study enough — a negative emotion. But the lights 
were totally neutral, no emotion, so I found that practice 
admirable.

Mr. Hagely, my general science teacher in my second 
year never taught . . . he showed us films, which were fasci-
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way to a tour of  the game parks in Kenya. In Mogadishu 
the American Ambassador invited both of  us for tea to the 
US Residence. 

I suggested to Catherine to contact a Peace Corps staff 
person in Nairobi to see about being invited to have tea 
with the US Ambassador in Nairobi. He invited Catherine 
and a follow Peace Corps staff member working in Kenya 
to tea.

As I reflect on my life, I realize more and more strongly 
the value of  personal relationships. Not personal relation-
ships for some kind of  personal gain, but how personal re-
lationships have enriched me.

Graduation
At my graduation ceremony, we are all given a program 
showing the order of  events. The program also contained 
a list of  the graduates in alphabetical order and in order 
of  grade point average. When I read the list of  graduates 
in grade point average. It said that I was 35th out of  600. 
I literally gasped. 

I wondered for a moment whether a mistake had been 
made. I was never concerned with grades. I loved shop and 
Spanish and English. I had not been recommended by any 
of  my teachers to apply for the Honors Program. Had I 
applied and been accepted I would likely have not been 
35th out of  600 since the standards in the Honors Program 
Classes were I think higher. At any rate. I was gratified to 
learn of  my ranking, which I had not sought.

I reflect fondly on my four years at Lane Tech. 

A note . . . Until now I have failed to notice that 
only 600 students out of  the 1,250 that I started 

They were both divorced. I mention this only because 
they shared the information with us during the club meet-
ings. 

Mrs. Wing had been in the military in World War II 
stationed in the Pacific where she censored letters from sol-
diers written in Spanish. My closest friend at Lane, Guy,  
had joined the Spanish Club, and the two of  us found this 
personal information exciting.

At our meetings, we learned that Mrs. Wing had gone 
to Stanford, and Miss Mcbee had gone to Chicago Teach-
ers College. Though their backgrounds were very different 
they were very close friends.

In retrospect, the meetings with both of  these teachers 
were very significant. They treated us as adults, we saw 
their lifestyle as teachers — they went to concerts together, 
plays, and operas. They went out to eat, though Miss Mc-
Bee lived with her mother and so prepared meals in their 
apartment much of  the time.

Of  course the subjects we took were important, but having 
personal friendships with teachers was very, very gratifying. 
I met Mrs. Wing in Florence on my way back to the US 
from serving in the Peace Corps in Nigeria in 1963. Her 
niece lived there. 

President Kennedy was assassinated while we were 
in Florence. We were staying at a convent that had guest 
rooms. A priest said mass every day for the nuns and any 
guests who wanted to participate. I served as altar boy 
when the priest said mass for the dead president.

We travelled together in Italy and sailed back to NY 
from Naples on the same ship. Mrs. Wing visited me in 
Somalia, where I was working for the Peace Corps, on her 
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Joyce Taniguchi
Her remarks at a retirement event given for John 

and sponsored by the 
Tokyo Teachers College M.A. Graduates

❝ April 2nd 2018 

 Dear John,
Thank you. Everyone I know I know thanks to you. 
For you have influenced not only our professional 
lives, but also our ways of  living and seeing the world. 
We learned to focus, to make small changes, to try 
what we hadn’t been doing, but we also learned to 
see in a broader sense as well. Your acceptance and 
tolerance of  everyone influenced us all as well.

Yes, communication is not an easy target, and 
yet, for we human beings, it is increasingly import-
ant. What is the intended message? Are we predict-
ing that with enough accuracy to have understand-
ing? Those questions have continued to influence 
my teaching throughout the years. 

Now that I’m retired. I still have the same ques-
tions, for outside the classroom, as well as inside, 
real communication is needed.

John, I cannot imagine you retired, for wherev-
er you are, whatever you’re doing, the knowledge 
you would like to share with others will continue 
to communicate itself, whether directly or silently. 
However, it is a good chance to enjoy many things, 

with graduated. So though I reflected fondly on my 
four years I was in the minority. Half  of  the stu-
dents who started with me did not graduate. 

In Japan, where I have lived for decades, there 
is a phenomenon called School Refusal. Though 
the number of  students who refuse to attend school 
is only 1.2% it is considered a problem, and the 
Ministry of  Education has introduced many re-
forms to increase the number of  students who at-
tend school. Many fewer than in the US, but still a 
concern.

↔
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as you seem to be doing by learning Japanese. En-
joy your family. Enjoy this amazing world we live in.

I’m also grateful that you had vision and want-
ed to explore many settings for your ideas. I’m glad 
to have been a small part of  making that a reality 
here in Japan.  

    Thank you!   

P. S. One of  my adult students recently told me that 
I’m not a stereotypical teacher. That pleased me. 
She too was a great student adding thoughtful ideas 
to our discussion. ❞



139

1952 to 1956 

Lane Tech: “A Chess Board?” . . . “Why Not?”

Electric Shop
During the freshman year at Lane Tech High School it 
was required, whether you were in the academic track or 
the non-academic track, that you take one year of  shop. 
During my first semester, I chose Electric Shop. After all, 
my father was an electrician, and I had done quite a lot of  
work with him when he did side jobs . . . and this had been 
exciting for me. 

In the beginning of  Electric Shop, Mr. Klug, the teacher, 
had us all doing the same thing at the same time. We made 
a soldering iron, and a circuit board, and learned how to 
use certain tools . . . most of  which I knew how to use al-
ready because I had learned from my father. I do not know 
how I would have fared in high school if  I had had to sit in 
a chair in a classroom all day. 

One of  the students in the class was from Germany — 
Hans was his name, which is German for John! At many 
secondary schools in Germany, students wore shirts and 
ties, but Mr. Klug told Hans that he had to take his tie off 
because it could get caught in the lathe as he was making 

↔
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form in size and shape, he said, “Why don’t you put a base 
on this with a couple of  drawers in it where you can keep 
the chess pieces?” So, I then added that, and eventually I 
had my chessboard. 

When we’d go into the wood shop, or electric shop, 
we’d put on our aprons and do this stuff. It was so good 
because you could move around, talk to people — in class 
you usually couldn’t talk. The teacher asks questions, you 
answer. But here you talked, the teacher talked to you per-
sonally, walked around the room. Everybody was working 
at their own pace, at their own workbench. Smelling the 
wood, you know, it was very nice, too. 

John’s chess board

Mechanical Drawing Classes
I later took Mechanical Drawing, and then I took Architec-
tural Drawing. I only had to take one of  these, but I took 
both. They were terrific.

his soldering iron, or get caught in the wires as he was mak-
ing his circuit board. 

In the second semester of  my first year, I took Ad-
vanced Electric Shop. This was less hands-on, and more 
dealing with oscilloscopes to see how different voltages pro-
duced different waves on a screen. We did a lot of  math as 
we looked at the different waves produced by different volt-
ages. I never understood what I saw nor what the different 
math figures I manipulated meant. 

Wood Shop
The next year, though I didn’t have to take any more shop, 
but because I had enjoyed my first electric shop class so 
much, I took Wood Shop the first semester. I loved it so 
much that I took Advanced Wood Shop the second semes-
ter. I loved the shop classes. I mean, sitting in a classroom 
doing academic stuff all day long — I don’t think I could 
have done it.

In the first Wood Shop, we each made a nut bowl using 
a lathe. We also made a wooden “egg” to put inside a sock 
when mending it; and a couple of  candlestick holders. We 
all did the same thing at the same time to learn the basic 
skills, but in Advanced Wood Shop, you could do whatever 
you wanted. Josie, the Advanced Wood Shop teacher, who 
was the only teacher I had who told me to call him by his 
first name, said, “What do you want to make?”

I said, “I think I want to make a chessboard.” 
We talked about different kinds of  woods. We talked 

about advantages and disadvantages of  each. Finally, we 
decided on walnut and maple. 

And then when I finished the chessboard, which took 
forever because I had to plane every piece of  wood uni-
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Thinking Ahead — or Not
In those days, there was not the kind of  competition in 
high school that many young people face today. You re-
ceived  grades. You might discuss them with another stu-
dent, but otherwise it wasn’t a big deal.

It wasn’t until the second semester of  my senior year 
that I decided I wanted to go to college, and began think-
ing about what I wanted to do, but I didn’t think a lot about 
college. College and competition and thinking about scores 
and grades — that wasn’t anywhere on my horizon, fortu-
nately. I think I was healthier because of  it.

I was concentrating on what I was doing. I was going 
to school, and after school I was working — at the grocery 
store, then at the drugstore, just doing what I did every 
day. 

I focused on what I was doing in each class each day. 
In the four shop classes that I took and in the mechanical 
drawing and architectural drawing classes there were no 
tests! Each day, each of  us was using a pair of  pliers or 
a plane or a saw or a T-square or a caliper and various 
pencils and pens. Our teachers would point out how to 
put an even amount of  pressure on the plane or how to 
hold the pen so that we would not smudge the ink. One on 
one teaching and learning. Sometimes our teachers would 
point to another student and ask us how what we were do-
ing was different than what he was doing.

I think one of  the reasons I am very interested in learn-
ing by doing is I learned a lot of  things that way — long 
before I ever heard of  John Dewey, an educator whose phi-
losophy was that students learn by doing first. Cooking, 
scouting, shop, architectural drawing, my summer jobs — 
it was all learning by doing. Another drawing from mechanical drawing class

 A drawing from mechanical drawing class
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The only Dewey I knew about in high school was Mel-
vil Dewey, who had developed the Dewey Decimal System 
for cataloging books in libraries. But when I finally did read 
about the other famous Dewey — who had the same first 
name as mine — and who published Education and Expe-
rience the year I was born, 1938, I was of  course thrilled. 
He described what I had experienced both learning from 
my father and in my hands-on classes at Lane Tech.

↔
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1952 to 1956

Lane Tech

Extracurricular Activities

I was not very active in extracurricular activities because I 
had to leave school right after classes to get to work. 

Spanish Club
I was able to be a member of  the Spanish Club for my last 
two years because fortunately it met during the time I had 
study hall. We met only a few times per semester.  One of  
our activities was to have a meal at a restaurant that served 
Puerto Rican food. I was happy to be able to read the menu 
in Spanish and order in Spanish. At that time, there were 
only a few restaurants that served food related to Spain or 
any of  its former colonies in most places in America. 

PE
Technically gym was not an extracurricular activity be-
cause it was required. But I considered it extracurricular 
because it got us out of  the building on many days, and in 
the gym on other days, and I liked it there as it was larger 
than any of  my classrooms or shop rooms.

During my freshman year, I suffered great pain when I 
ran during gym class. I went to a foot doctor who said that 

↔
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ficers. Map-reading helped us understand the positions of  
various military units during historical battles, which gave 
us a different perspective on history than our history classes 
did. We also learned what the military considered qualities 
of  good leaders, and how to polish our brass buttons and 
leather shoes. The officers also told us about the benefits of  
being in the army, both financial and career wise. 

I was appointed master sergeant in my senior year. This 
meant that I called one of  the troops to arms and presented 
the troop to the captain of  the troop. He was also a senior, 
but he had been in the ROTC since his freshman year.

Driving Class
I took a driving class during my junior year. Again, this was 
not strictly an extracurricular activity, but like ROTC and 
gym, most of  the activity was outside of  school. 

We first practiced in a special classroom where we sat 
in a chair with a steering wheel and a gas and brake pedal 
and a clutch and a gear shift. We watched movies of  a road 
and had to shift and engage the brakes in response to the 
movie showing a road with cars in front of  us and coming 
from the opposite direction. 

We then practiced driving in a car outside on a driving 
track with one of  us driving on one side of  the road in the 
beginning. The track had real traffic signals that indicated 
when we were to stop and go. After we became more effi-
cient, we drove with one of  us on one side of  the road and 
another student on the other side. Sometimes the driving 
instructor would turn on sprinklers so we could practice 
driving in the rain.

 There were also classes in which we discussed the 
rules of  the road and prepared for the driving license pa-

I needed to have foot pads made to cushion the balls of  my 
feet. He also said that even with the pads, I would suffer 
pain when I ran, and he wrote a letter to the PE teacher 
saying I should be excused from gym. 

Had I not been excused from PE, I would have had a 
hard time, as I was not an athletic. Before high school, I 
had never even touched a basketball. Almost all the other 
boys in my gym class had dribbled and shot basketballs 
since the time they were in primary school.

It turns out that I was not the only student who had foot 
problems. The PE department had set up what was called 
special gym during the time that the regular gym class was 
scheduled, and I was expected to attend it. In special gym, 
some of  us played chess, some, other board games or table 
tennis. These were just like the chess, board games    , and 
table tennis clubs, except the clubs were voluntary.

Playing chess in special gym was a waste of  time be-
cause there was no one to advise us and we were all very 
poor players, and we found it difficult to improve our game 
by reading a chess book. Other board games bored me to 
death. When I played table tennis, I spent the bulk of  my 
time picking up balls.

ROTC
I was aware of  the fact that there was an ROTC program 
at the school — Reserve Officers’ Training Corps. This 
could be taken as an alternative to gym. I visited ROTC 
classes and found them more engaging than special gym, 
so I joined, though I had no interest in becoming a soldier. 
Marching taught us discipline, and learning how to clean a 
rifle and shoot it towards a target were challenging.

Some ROTC classes were taught by regular Army of-



148 149

Anis Taufik Bin Ismail Taufid
Graduate of  International Pacific College 

Palmerston North, New Zealand from Malaysia

Michael asked: How has the relationship with John influ-
enced you professionally and personally?

❝ To begin with, John’s the reason I’m able to touch 
type as an adult. He’d dropped in one of  my classes 
when I was a student and inquired how many of  
us could touch type (answer: none). He was pretty 
shocked and emphasized that we’d benefit greatly 
from learning how to touch type. 

One image that lasted from that day is this: 
John standing in the middle of  the classroom, say-
ing, “When you can touch type, you won’t pause 
in your writing — you’ll be able to write out your 
thoughts as they come.” This struck a chord with 
me as I knew even back then that I wanted to be a 
writer. 

John also demonstrated a couple of  touch typ-
ing moves to us by raising both hands in the air, as 
if  he were typing against a large, invisible keyboard 
and going, “A – S – D – F” with his left hand, and 
“J – K – L – Semi colon” with his right hand. 

My curiosity piqued, I made an effort to check 
out the touch typing program on the campus com-
puters, and began practicing on my own each night. 
It was initially tough using all my fingers instead of  ↔

per-and-pencil test. We took that test while we were still 
taking driving lessons. 

After I completed the driving class, I applied for a learn-
er’s permit. I then drove our car with my father patiently sit-
ting beside me,  giving me tips. After a few dozen days of  this 
real driving, I went for my live driving license test and passed 
it. Because I had taken driver training classes at school, I 
received a small reduction in my car insurance policy.

Typing
Typing was another activity I would call extracurricular. 
Typing was voluntary. We did not get credit for it, and 
there was no grade given. We kept track of  our progress by 
recording our speed and number of  errors in set periods of  
time every couple of  weeks.  

Extra or Essential
So, in spite of  the fact that I was technically not very active 
in extracurricular activities, except for the Spanish Club, 
through special gym, ROTC, and driving and typing les-
sons, I was involved in things other than regular school work. 

The word “activities” in extracurricular activities 
highlights that when we do these, we learn by doing. In 
my memory of  being a Boy Scout, as well as learning to 
cook, delivering newspapers, working in a grocery store 
and drug store, and cleaning boilers and doing electrical 
work, I learned by doing — through activities. So, let’s try 
to move out of  the mindset that learning to drive, clean 
guns, or type are something extra rather than something 
essential.
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title of  one of  his books) of  what I’d usually do. I 
realized that I always get the same results if  I oper-
ate in a way that I normally do, so doing something 
I generally don’t do has yielded different results. 
I’m of  the opinion that we’re creatures of  habits, 
and actual change and growth only comes when we 
start to recognize our own patterns and behaviors. 

Another one is how when we’re learning, it’s 
important not to get too fixated on a single thing 
that we might not understand (e.g. reading an un-
familiar word in a foreign language). 

An example John’s given a couple of  times is 
the following math equation: 12 + x = 16. The 
only way we can figure out the value of  “x” is by 
looking at the figures that come before (12) and 
after it (16). Focusing on x alone won’t help solve 
the problem. 

What it’s made me realize in my current career 
is that in order to understand a dilemma or issue, 
it’s vital for me to sometimes take a step back and 
look at the whole, bigger picture. Hence, I find that 
I have a better grasp over a topic if  I understand 
the events or circumstances that led up to it, fol-
lowed by the aftermath. 

For example, obesity is currently a major health 
problem in Malaysia, where close to 48% of  Ma-
laysians are overweight. One of  the factors that 
contribute to this problem is the fact that there’s an 
abundance of  good food easily available in Malay-
sia thanks to our multicultural roots (the origins). 
What this means for the future is the simple fact 
that there’ll be an increase in non-communicable 

hacking the keyboard with just two fingers, but I 
kept at it and picked up in time. Full disclosure: I 
actually went to the Computer Lab every night for 
a month during summer break and practiced touch 
typing for an hour. Inspired by John, I even started 
repeating “A – S – D – F” and “J – K – L – Semi 
colon” while gesturing with my fingers on my own 
so I’d make the connection between the letters of  
the alphabet and my fingers.

Professionally, I’d say that the biggest impact John 
left on me was to always think outside the box when 
coming up with teaching materials and lesson 
plans, and to focus on the message that I wanted to 
deliver to students. I’m no longer a teacher, but my 
time with John’s definitely left a lasting imprint on 
how I am professionally. 

As a writer, I always have the reader in mind 
and regardless of  what I’m writing about, be it in-
terview profiles or, new workout techniques or fi-
nance related investigative pieces, I’m always seek-
ing ways of  explaining the topic as if  it’s something 
completely fresh that they don’t know anything 
about – similar to how you’d introduce something 
completely new to students.❞

Michael: Is there an alternative in your teaching or in 
your personal life that you have tried as a result of  John’s 
teachings or ideas?

❝ The key lesson I took away from John’s teachings 
and ideas is this: to always do the opposite (also the 
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diseases like heart attacks and cancers, not to men-
tion a severe toll on health care costs.

In my personal life, the biggest lesson I learned 
from John was simply that learning never stops.

Michael: If  you can isolate one, what would be your last-
ing visual image of  John?

 I remember waiting for John with my friend Peter 
Merrigan (another student from IPC and colleague 
in IPC Tokyo, too) at one of  the stations near Yo-
kohama once. We weren’t sure where John would 
be appearing from, and he’d crept up close to Peter 
from the back and then said, “It’s always import-
ant to keep your eyes on everything that’s going 
on around you,” before chuckling. We had such a 
good laugh over that. 

Another image that always springs to mind 
when I think of  John is this: Meeting John at Naruse 
Station, wearing his beret and warm, large winter 
jacket (I think the jacket could be dark brown, but I 
might be mistaken).❞
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1953 to 2008 

A Friend from Age 15

Lane Tech: 1953–1955 
I first met Guy Riddle Griffin in algebra class in our soph-
omore year at Lane Tech. We first spoke outside of  the 
classroom about an incident during class. 

On the first day the teacher demonstrated how we were 
to write equations on the board. She said we had to write 
from left to right: 

 3 X = 24, first the 3, then the X, then the = sign 
and then 24. Not backward. 

She gave no reason for this rule. Later, she asked Guy to 
write a formula on the board that she dictated to him, “4X 
= 48,” he started by writing an 8. 

She immediately shouted out, “You’re doing it wrong!” 
Guy was left handed, and he told her that he could 

write from left to left rather than right to right more neatly 
and quickly.

After class I said something to Guy like, “I thought the 
teacher over reacted” to Guy, and from then on we spoke 
now and then before or after class. 
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At Northern: 1956–1957
After graduating in 1956, Guy and I decided  to go to North-
ern Illinois State Teachers College. It was only 60 miles from 
Chicago and the tuition was low. I went because it was a 
teachers college and I wanted to be a kindergarten teacher. 
Guy wanted to be a chemist and Northern had a chemistry 
department since they prepared chemistry teachers.

We took a Greyhound bus to the campus to take the 
entrance exam, see the campus and apply for rooms in the 
dorms. We put on our applications our preference to room 
together.

We applied to work at the switchboard in the dormito-
ry and were both accepted. There were only six phones in 
the dorm so we could study most of  the time we were on 
duty. On Saturdays we had to sort the mail, but we did this 
together so it did not take long and again we had time to 
study as we were on duty.

To earn extra income Guy and I put an ad in the 
DeKalb Chronicle saying we were available to do odd jobs 
like raking leaves, cleaning garages, making repairs.

1958–2008
It was fifty years between rooming with each other at 
Northern and Guy’s death in 2008, yet we saw each other 
only four times. 

In 1963 Guy and his wife, Carol, visited me in New 
York after I returned from Nigeria. We visited the Cloisters 
together.

Before that Guy had spent 1960–61 on active duty 
with the Marines.

After another visit we had in1966, he graduated from 
Northwestern University with a major in chemistry.

In our junior and senior years we were in the same 
Spanish classes, and when the Spanish teacher, Miss Mc-
Bee asked us to join the Spanish club we did. 

The co-sponsor of  the club was Catherine Wing whose 
English class I was in. Both of  the teachers invited us to 

Catherine’s apartment on Lake Shore Drive, that had a 
spectacular view of  Lake Michigan, to produce the news-
letter for the club.

In our senior year, we were in the same chemistry class. 
We had to have a partner in the class for doing experiments 
and Guy and I were partners. We loved the class with Mr. 
Weiner. Guy decided to become a chemist inspired by Mr. 
Weiner. 

John with his favorite teachers Catherine Wing,  
and Miss McBee



156 157

into town from campus to buy fudge sundaes with choco-
late chip ice cream, doing odd jobs, sorting the mail and 
manning the switchboard. We recalled when for a while we 
answered the phone with a greeting that we thought was 
cute at the time, but weird as we looked back. After “good 
morning, afternoon or evening,” we said, “Who in the hall 
do you want?” One time the Dean of  Men was the person 
calling, but he showed no reaction to the unusual greeting.

The last time I saw Guy was in 2007 on another stop I 
made in San Francisco. During our walk this time he men-
tioned something about his work for the first time. He told 
me that he had said to his manager that the quality control 
he was doing could be done more easily without a full time 
person. This is the Guy I remember: the straight arrow. Al-
ways direct, honest, and factual. He was this way in chem-
istry class and in all of  his conversations in all settings. 

During our last walk Guy took me to the port where 
the cruise ships were berthed. He wanted me to see close-
up the ships that he had taken many times. After he retired 
he loved to take cruises. Earlier that year he had taken  a 
cruise with his son, Michael. That was his last cruise. One 
year later he died.

2014
After Guy died, I contacted Carol. She brought me up 
to date on the years between the times Guy and I saw 
each other, and she was able to clear up some questions I 
had about comments Guy had made to me the last time I 
saw him about his health, in particular an apparent slight 
heart attack he had had on a BART, the commuter train 
he took from the city to the suburb where they lived — 
Pleasant Hill.

In 1983, Guy came to the East on a business trip to 
New Jersey. He visited Kumi’s and my apartment in New 
York and played with our daughters Aya, 6, and Misa, 5.

The next time we met was after Guy and Carol moved 
to California in 1987. In the meantime they had lived in 
Morris, Illinois from 1962 to 1967, Stroudsburg, Pennsyl-
vania, Minnesota, Arkansas and Idaho. During these years 
Guy became involved in environmental issues — water 
and air pollution for the paper mills he worked for. This 
work brought him to work with EPA regulations in San 
Francisco.

We did not meet again until 2001. After Guy retired 
I stopped in San Francisco on my way to Japan so that I 
could see him. We walked around the city all day as if  we 
had just been roommates in DeKalb the day before. 

Briefly he mentioned that he had had a heart attack. 
Otherwise we talked about our life in DeKalb — walking 

Guy, John, Misa on John’s shoulders and Aya next to him — 1983
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anything that others might think was not true. At any rate, 
he was always straight with me.

↔

Carol told me that it was neither slight or only appar-
ent. She told me that it was often the case that Guy became 
a bit cranky when he had pain. 

One time he had stronger pain than usual on the train, 
and she was able to pick him up at a BART stop close to 
a hospital, having made arrangements with him via their 
wireless phones. 

He was sweating when he got in their car, but because 
he did not have chest pains he needed some convincing 
before he agreed to let Carol take him to the emergency 
room. 

While he was still being set up for a procedure he kept 
telling them it was his back pain — which he had had most 
of  his life, as I recalled. And they kept telling him his heart 
was making his back hurt

A curious? strange? friendship.

It is hard to find a word that captures the nature of  our 
long friendship from our sophomore year at Lane Tech to 
Guy’s death in 2008: a 45 year relationship!

Amazing in a way that after a break of  so many years 
after NIU that he and I kept in touch if  only like a few 
times in 40ish years. The fact that I learned of  his join-
ing the Marines and graduating from Northwestern Uni-
versity only years after the fact from his wife is strange. 
He never mentioned these facts even though we had been 
roommates at NIU, and did everything together the last 
two years in high school.

It is impossible to interpret what others or we say or 
do or do not say or do or not do. 

Guy once mentioned to me that he thought his father 
had been a con artist. Maybe Guy did not want to say 
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Yasushi — 

❝ He didn’t seem to have any babysitters … he would 
bring his kids to conferences. ❞ 

Ida — 

❝ His children grew up in that world he was in in New 
York, and sometimes, I remember in Georgetown, 
John was teaching at the Summer Institute. Yasushi 
was a student and I just went along for the fun of  it. 

I was walking along down the street and there 
was Kumiko pushing the stroller with the little one 
in there and older one was walking along side.

So, the life of  teaching and family life some-
times overlapped. This was life in New York. They 
didn’t own a car. The little girls were introduced to 
lots of  people and sometimes they were brought to 
parties at school (TC). I don’t know how it was for 
them, but we got to see them and thought, “Oh, 
they’re so cute!” And they really were beautiful lit-
tle girls. 

I just remember the second one playing with his 
ear. You see how human your teachers are. Some-
times we just know a person as a teacher. That’s 
a role they play. That’s a role they have. That’s a 
small part of  the elephant. This is what you do 
from this time to this time. Then you are a regular 
person who goes home and does regular things like 
laundry and cooking.

And so to see him . . . and you have to remem-
ber at that time there was no Internet. We didn’t 
have social media. We didn’t have our teachers’ 

Ida and Yasushi Sekiya
Former students of  John at Teachers College

Michael asked: What was John like?

Ida —

❝ We’re very lucky to know John Fanselow. We really 
are.

I remember he was fond of  this bakery near 
TC called The Hungarian Pastry Shop. We all 
were crazy about that place because it was very bo-
hemian and they had these tremendously delicious 
Hungarian pastries. You’d order and give you name 
and sit down at a little table. You could spend lots 
of  hours there studying and drinking coffee. They 
would call your name and bring your pastry. 

We’d sometimes bump into him there. I think 
that was the first time I saw him carrying Misa as a 
two year-old. He was just carrying her. She looked 
so happy on his shoulder. He was so calm.

I saw them again at his house that Thanksgiving 
and she was playing with his ear. And he was just 
chilling in the chair. His students were all around 
and he just looked so happy, so blissful. Family, stu-
dents, food, holiday. It was just this peaceful mo-
ment. ❞



phone numbers. There was no email. We just 
knew this person in the classroom. We had to con-
struct an image of  them. We had to assign them a 
persona outside the classroom. We had to imagine 
what kind of  life they had. We were not involved 
with our teachers in any way.

So to see them outside the classroom as real 
people eating a pastry for me was a great thing. ❞

Yasushi — 

❝ He didn’t mind showing us that. ❞

Ida —

❝ He just was ‘ John.’ I was like, “What? I can call you 
John, Professor Fanselow?” [laughter] I never did 
call him Professor Fanselow, but that was just the 
way it was. He’s just a humble person in that sense. 
He was open. He was happy to show you who he 
was. Of  course, he probably was private, but he 
showed us a very human, warm person. He opened 
his house and his family to us. ❞
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1954 to 1956

 Moving to Neenah Avenue 

Thanks to the I-20

In 1954, our family received a letter from the Interstate 
Highway Agency saying that the Federal Government was 
now ready to add a link to the Interstate Highway that 
would be built on land that included the lot our house on 
Rockwell was situated on. The plan would also include 
demolishing the supermarket where I was working three 
doors from our house.

We had loved living on Rockwell. We had many friends 
in the neighborhood and my fellow graduates of  St. John 
Berchmans all lived close by. The thought of  moving was 
quite distressing for the family, but when the federal gov-
ernment condemns land for public use there are no options 
except to sell the house and land to the federal government.

My mother went to the Interstate Highway office 
downtown to discuss the sale. She thought that the amount 
that the government offered us for the property was inad-
equate. She said she and my father would not sell at the 
price being offered and asked to schedule another appoint-
ment. 

She then discussed the price with my father, and they 
agreed on what they considered a fair price. She returned 

↔
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When the sale was complete, we drove to see the house,  
and to take some small items — lamps, small tables, chairs, 
dishes, clothes, blankets and sheets — that we could load in 
the car to start moving in. 

Our dining room set was too large for the new dining 
room so we sold it, and what was left, because we had taken 
over so many small loads, my father and some co-workers 
were able to load everything else into a small rented truck.

The night before we moved, I cried going to sleep. I 
had had so, so many magical moments in our house on 
Rockwell. 

We moved on a Saturday. 
I left Rockwell that morning for the last time to go to 

work at the grocery store, and I had my first meal on Neen-
ah that evening.

Our Georgian house at 5308 North Neenah Avenue

the next week and the government negotiators agreed. 
They had offered $2,500.00, which was more than we had 
paid for the house, but not much more. She demanded 
$5,000.00. They agreed. 

We were then able to buy what my mother considered 
our dream house for $15,000.00 because of  the price she 
was able to negotiate for the Rockwell house.

Our next task was to go house hunting. The Rockwell 
house was on the northwest side, and the family decided 
that we would like to continue to live in that area, especial-
ly as the new highway would run through that same area. 

My mother liked the style of  Georgian houses that had 
two stories rather than one story houses as was  the one on 
Rockwell. 

We found a neighborhood that had been developed 
with many rows of  Georgian houses. There was house for 
sale on a side street that was just one block away from two 
bus routes. Being close to public buses was important since 
my older sister needed a bus to get to work, I needed bus 
routes to get to school, and my mother needed bus routes 
to get downtown, and to visit her friends in what we began 
to call “the old neighborhood.”

When we took Uncle Joe to visit the house we planned 
to buy, he said that a two story house was not a good idea 
because when we got old walking up and down steps would 
be dangerous. In the event, when my father got older my 
cousin Jack and I installed a second hand rail so my father 
could hold on to hand rails with both hands and he never 
had a problem. Ironically, he fell down in the living room 
just standing; his hip had simply disintegrated.
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it was very congested. On Neenah, the houses were wide 
apart, the side streets were wider, and there were even 
some empty lots.

During the first week we were living on Neenah, my moth-
er heard a rumbling sound from the basement. She called 
the fire department. A fire truck came. It parked in front of  
the house next to an oil delivery truck. 

It turns out that the company that provided oil for the 
home boiler automatically delivered oil at set times, and 
when the cap on the pipe leading from the surface to the 
basement was removed a loud sound was made.  

My mother had felt rather stupid, but the lead fireman 
told her it was always better to call than not to call.

When we lived on Rockwell, my mother had to go outside, 
and down the back stairs to get to the basement to do the 
laundry. On Neenah, the washer and driver were also in 
the basement, but she could reach by just walking down 
the indoor steps. A great help for her.

We had a much larger lawn on Rockwell, and the fam-
ily  enjoyed sitting on the front porch in the summer with 
bamboo shades shielding us from the sun. The rooms were 
much larger, and the grocery store where I worked was 
three buildings away. We could walk to St. John Berchmans 
for mass in 10 minutes. But when we moved to Neenah the 
supermarket was a twenty minute walk each way, and we 
had to drive to Saint Monica’s for mass., but the open spac-
es and new homes were refreshing. And I could walk to the 
place where I had gotten a job in fifteen minutes.

Growing flowers was just as easy as on Rockwell, but 
we could grow some closer to the house.

Lots of Pluses 
We had only two bedrooms in the new house — we had 
three bedrooms on Rockwell. My sisters slept n one and my 
parents slept in the other one. From these rooms it was a 
pleasure to wakeup in the morning, raise the shades and be 
able to look down at the garden  and at the houses across 
the street. We could see much more than we could from 
looking out the windows on the first floor of  the old house.

At first I slept in a folding bed in the dining room that we 
moved behind the door between the kitchen and dining 
room during the day. 

Then we realized that half  of  the basement was not be-
ing used and decided to make the empty half  into a room 
for me. So we put in a wooden floor above the cement 
floor, put knotty pine wood on the walls,  and plaster board 
on the ceiling with crown molding to top it off. 

We bought a hide-a-bed couch and an arm chair, so 
that I was able to have a room to sleep in as well as space 
to do homework. Later, when I was teaching high school 
for a year I marked papers and did lesson planning there. 

I could have just put a bed in the basement but I always 
liked projects. Building the room was very rewarding.

It turns out that what at first seemed bad news — having 
to move from Rockwell — turned out to be good news. 
The neighborhood around Rockwell had started to deteri-
orate — we had not noticed this when we lived there. More 
crime and people with lower incomes moving in who did 
not take care of  the apartments and houses they lived in. 

On Rockwell, the side streets were narrow, and there 
was a mix of  apartment buildings and houses and stores so 
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Another reason that we enjoyed the new house was 
that our neighbors were especially friendly. My mother of-
ten had coffee and a snack with two sisters who lived right 
next door. 

So overall, there were more advantages than disadvan-
tages. When we drove from the new neighborhood to the 
old one we used the new interstate and when we drove 
over the place where our house had stood we always said 
we wished we could have put a plaque on the highway in-
dicated the place where our house on Rockwell had stood. 

We all have sad memories of  5308 N. Neenah, too, be-
cause my mother died in my parents’ bedroom of  a heart 
attack. She had a tooth pulled one day, did a load of  wash, 
and went to bed. The next morning my father left for work 
thinking she was extra tired since she was, he thought, still 
sleeping. 

That day my younger sister had a date with our mother 
to go shopping and have lunch together. She went into the 
house and heard nothing. She went upstairs and found my 
mother dead.

My father found it hard to stay home alone after that, and 
a week after my mother died, he went to the same ballroom 
where they had met. For a while, he dated many different 
women, and for a few years one of  them lived with him. 
She loved the house and repainted some rooms to freshen 
them up. She put stars that glowed in the dark on the ceil-
ing of  my father’s bedroom. During these years, he began 
to enjoy the house again.

↔
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1954 to 1956

Selling Bufferin, Lavoris, and . . . Sheiks 

The grocery store where I had worked on Rockwell was 
condemned to make space for an Interstate Highway, just 
like our house that was next door. 

A few weeks before the grocery store closed, one of  
my high school classmates, Bob Cole, told me that he had 
been working at a drugstore, but he was about to get an-
other job closer to where he lived, and he had told the 
owner-pharamist John Menarcini, that he would try to 
find a replacement. He of  course knew that my job was 
about to end.

Bob set up a time when he could introduce me to John. 
I told him about my experience at the grocery, and I 

told him when I would be available to come to work. He 
hired me, and  we agreed I would start in a week so that I 
could be broken in by Bob before he left.

For the first few weeks I took the bus from school to the 
pharmacy which required a couple of  hours a day, but I 
did homework on the bus. Later when I bought a car, I was 
able to drive to school, and drive to work, and drive home. 

↔
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Remembering Art Schaefer at the  grocery store who 
said, “No one pays you for standing,” I dusted the mer-
chandise on the counters, rearranged them in the racks, 
and swept the floor a couple of  times every night. 

I also helped out at the soda fountain which was owned 
by a woman who ran it in the drug store. Sometimes she 
had quite a few customers so I’d walk over and say, “Do 
you want me to help with the dishes?” I’d move back and 
forth between the fountain and the register when custom-
ers wanted something from the drug store. 

I was astonished at the number of  products we sold 
and the range of  brands of  cough drops, gum, cigarettes, 
mouth washes, shampoos, toothpastes, etc. But these days 
there are probably three times as many. Ditto for over the 
counter drugs.

In those days, most men were embarrassed when buy-
ing condoms. Now if  you want to buy a condom it’s right 
next to the gum and the throat lozenges. You just pull them 
off the hook, but in those days it was a very, very discreet 
operation to buy condoms. If  there was another customer 
near the register waiting to order something, a man would 
wait for that person to buy the item and leave. Then he  
would whisper “A dozen Sheiks,” or whatever brand he 
preferred. The condoms — that most called rubbers then 
— were in a drawer just below the register. I would take 
a package out of  the drawer, put it in a paper bag unbe-
knownst to anybody, and pass the paper bag to the custom-
er. The man would then rather sheepishly put the bag in 
his pocket. So it was, I thought, kind of  unfortunate. But 
anyway, things have changed fortunately. We’re more open 
about these things than we used to be.

It took about a week of  orientation for Bob to show me 
where most of  the products were, and the John gave me 
some tips on dealing with customers during this first week. 

It took me a few weeks to give people change efficiently. 
In arithmetic class, I had been able to do sums easily, but 
I had a pencil and paper to do the subtraction in class. 
Doing it in my head at the register took me a few weeks to 
be quick. 

As I keep saying throughout my memories, “We learn 
by doing.”

There was very little self  service in those days at the drug 
store, and even when there was, someone still had to check 
out the customers at the cash register. John covered the 
register from 9 in the morning until 4 pm when I took over 
and worked until 10 p.m. And when I left he kept the store 
open for two more hours most days.

With such long hours, he had to sleep when I went 
on duty. He would sit on a stool and put his head on the  
bench where he prepared prescriptions. Sometimes I for-
got where something was or did not understand what the 
customer was asking for and I had to wake him up to find 
out. This wasn’t too pleasant for him, and he often woke 
up in a grumpy mood. Understandable. But anyway, I re-
membered more when he was annoyed, I suppose, than 
when he wasn’t annoyed.

John usually put the prescriptions on a shelf  behind 
the register for me to pass to the customer. For very regular 
customers who he knew, he came out to greet and chat 
with them and give them the prescription. Because he had 
been sleeping his hair was often disheveled, and he did not 
look at all refreshed.



172 173

In the summer before our senior year, Bob’ parents in-
vited me to join them on their annual summer vacation at 
a cabin they rented every summer on a lake where Bob’s 
father fished, his mother sun bathed and Bob swam. 

They invited me to join them hoping that I would be 
able to convince Bob to go to college, as I planned to go to 
college.

Bob had hated school, and my wanting to go to college 
was not a reason for him to want to do the same. I was 
planning to go to college because my Spanish and English 
teachers, who were good friends, encouraged me. Bob had 
no teachers who were good friends. So, the money his par-
ents spent on the two week summer vacation was wasted. 

How to get people to go to college or a vocational school 
or a community college is to this day a huge challenge.

↔

In the grocery store many customers came to shop sev-
eral times a week so I got to recognize many and some I 
would greet by name, but in the drug store I only rarely 
saw the same customer more than once. The smokers were 
the most regular customers, followed by those who bought 
cough drops in the winter and sun screen in the summer. 
But I do not remember one person ever being short or im-
polite. 

I am writing this memory in the midst of  the corona 
virus pandemic so I am terrified of  being close to anyone, 
but I never thought about the fact that it would have been 
easy to pick up some illness working in a drug store.

Looking back, working at the drugstore was a relaxing job 
that required much less exertion than the grocery store. I 
had little exercise as I did not have to lift heavy boxes of  
cans to shelf, and did not have to take any heavy bags of  
garbage to the alley to be picked up.

At the time I did not think about job satisfaction of  
those I worked for  . . . but today, sixty years later I do. 
I wonder what John thought about his job? After college 
he went to pharmaceutical school which must have been 
taxing. He probably had to take an examination to start 
dispensing prescriptions. Yet he had very little interaction 
with any other people. He worked seven days a week and 
most of  each day. What satisfaction did he get?

Maybe he liked being alone.

I often went to supper at Bob’s — my friend who had rec-
ommended me to John so I got to know his parents. His fa-
ther owned a barber shop on the ground floor of  a two-sto-
ry building on a commercial street with buses. 
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1956 to 1960

Summer  Job . . . Cleaning Boilers  
The Importance of  Connections and Mentors

In late spring of  my last year in high school, I realized that 
the income from my part-time job at the drug store, where 
I had been working for two years, would not be enough to 
cover my college expenses. I also knew that the owner had 
no need for a person to work more hours than I had been 
working.

I called my Boy Scout master, who had become a close 
personal and family friend, and asked whether he could 
help me find a full-time job during the summer. He said 
that he was on the Parish Council at the church where we 
had our scout meetings and stored our equipment. He said 
that after the next meeting was over he would tell his fellow 
members that he had an Eagle Scout who needed a full-
time job in the summer to earn money to pay his college 
expenses. 

He told them that my father was an electrician and 
I had helped him on odd jobs. He told them I had taken 
electric shop and advanced electric shop and wood shop 
and advanced wood shop at Lane Tech, and that I was 
very handy.

↔
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owned a building with six apartments a few miles from our 
homes. On days when he did not need me he drove me to 
his brick apartment to paint the woodwork. I painted the 
fascia underneath the roof, the window frames, and the 
doors. 

 I was never keen on heights. When I climbed up the 
ladder to the roof  above the third floor, I held onto the 
sides of  the metal ladder for dear life and took each step 
very, very slowly. But after I had set up and climbed up 
the ladder day after day I felt more and more secure and 
climbed up less gingerly. Sometimes, when we have no 
options we can overcome our fears. The fact that Clyde 
dropped me off at his six flat meant he thought I would be 
able to climb up the ladder and do the painting. Though 
I had painted part of  our house, I had done so without a 
ladder. So, painting I was used to, but climbing up a ladder 
was new. I was being paid to do many things I was used to 
doing, but developed confidence as a bonus.

It took me two summers to finish the painting partly 
because there were only a few days when Clyde did not 
need me, partly because there were a lot of  windows and 
partly because on the days I painted I also cut the grass and 
raked up the cut grass.

The next two summers I painted the same parts on 
his house that I had painted on his apartment building, 
but painting his house was so much more pleasant. The 
house was on a side street which was rarely used during 
the day so it was very quiet. The apartment building was 
on a commercial street that was very noisy and had a lot 
of  fumes from all the cars and trucks. And there were no 
trees. His house was shaded with trees, and there were no 
high heights.

One of  the other members of  the Parish Council 
owned a company called Logan Heating and Electric. The 
company consisted of  him. He needed someone to work in 
the summer, because one of  the jobs was to clean a lot of  
boilers, which, of  course, you can’t do in the winter.

When I called the owner, Clyde Kuhles, to arrange an 
interview, I learned that he lived one mile from our house, 
so it was easy to walk to his house to visit him. During my 
interview, which was more of  a conversation than an in-
terview, I learned that my electric shop teacher, Mr. Klug, 
was the same electric shop teacher he had as a student at 
Lane Tech. 

After he said he would like me to work with him, he 
asked whether I had any questions. My mother had told 
me to ask whether he had liability insurance. So, I asked, 
“If  I am injured, am I covered?” He answered, “Yes, but 
you’re the first person I’ve ever hired who has asked, and 
it’s a very important question.” 

When I told my closest friend in high school about the 
interview, he asked me whether I had asked about the sala-
ry. He was incredulous when I said, “No.” His father was a 
life insurance salesman and was used to asking people how 
much they made and had taught his son, Guy, to always, 
always ask about the salary. I never learned this lesson. 
Through the years, not only did I not ask about salaries 
but also not about raises.

In addition to cleaning boilers, Clyde installed hot water 
tanks, did electric work, and sometimes cement work, like 
cementing a driveway. There were a few days when he did 
not have enough work for both of  us. But rather than not 
have me help him, he created other work for me to do. He 
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Another bit of  personal information he shared with me 
was that he and his wife had tried to have children for many 
years but could not. So, they adopted two girls. Then, a few 
years later, they had a daughter of  their own. And a couple 
of  years later, they had twin boys. 

When I started working with Clyde, he and his wife, 
Helen, had five children. Their home was huge with four 
bedrooms. The twins shared one, the adopted ones an-
other and their own daughter 
shared a bedroom with Clyde’s 
mother. Clyde and Helen shared 
the fourth bedroom. 

Clyde and his wife Helen 
were a handsome couple devoted 
to each other and to their family 
and their church. 

I took this photograph of  
them many years after I worked 
for Clyde as we kept in touch un-
til he died.

How Clyde Built His Business
After the war, Clyde no longer had a job. When he moved 
back home to Chicago from Virginia, where he had be sta-
tioned, he went to a few offices seeing what types of  jobs 
they had available. He realized that he had no office skills, 
but during his visits to the offices, he noticed that they all 
had ceiling fans — this was before wide spread air condi-
tioning. He also noticed that most of  the fans were dirty. 

So, he had some leaflets printed saying that if  office 
managers wanted their fans cleaned, he would be happy to 
clean them. Cleaning large ceiling fans was tedious, time 

Clyde’s house was a 15 minute walk from ours, and as 
it was cool in the mornings it was very pleasant going to 
work. I was always early and jointed Clyde and his family 
as they were finishing breakfast. I usually had a glass of  
orange juice and chatted with his children and his mother 
who lived with them. And of  course I talked with Helen 
and Clyde as well. I felt like I was part of  the family. 

After breakfast, Clyde and I put the 
tools and vacuum cleaner that we used 
to clean the boilers in the trunk of  his 
car as he did not have a van, and we 
were off for the day.

We had lunch together, usually in a 
park. My mother made me two salami-
on-German-rye-bread sandwiches every 
day and filled my thermos with milk. 

During our lunches, Clyde shared 
a lot of  personal information. He told me that, after high 
school, he had become an electrician just as World War II 
started. The military was desperate for electricians to wire 
the ships that they needed, therefore he was drafted not to 
join the army but to join the civilian part of  the military 
that was responsible for constructing destroyers and other 
ships.

He thought that he was fortunate because he did not 
have to fight, but ironically, years later he developed asbesto-
sis, a lung disease that is caused by inhaling asbestos. While 
he was wiring the ships, he was inhaling asbestos every day 
because it was sprayed on the metal structures of  the ships to 
make them less susceptible to burning. While I worked with 
Clyde, he did not know that he would die of  asbestosis, it 
was only decades later that I learned that he had the disease.

The Vac
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to put the new one in. He had them feel the dust and soot 
in the ducks that we vacuumed. He had them touch the on 
and off switch, the emergency switch. He put their hands 
on the valve that opened and closed the oil tank. He had 
them point to the copper tube that carried the oil from the 
tank to the burner.

After we finished the work in the basement, we went 
upstairs and he and I showed the customers how to adjust 
the thermostat. Sometimes we taped a piece of  paper next 
to the thermostat with a sketch of  the on and off buttons 
and the arrows to raise and lower the temperature. The 
size of  the symbols or words on these was very, very small, 
and many could not see them without our sketches.

We were never in a rush. As a result, the customers, 
both men and women, felt comfortable asking us questions 
about their furnaces or boilers or hot water tanks.

Today in these days of  entrepreneurship, I think back 
on Clyde and consider him a guru. Sometimes entrepre-
neurship is considered money making, and so can have a 
negative connotation. But Clyde was first and foremost a 
person. His customers stuck with him and recommended 
him to their friends and neighbors because of  the warm, 
personal attention he provided.

Though I had not started my methods courses at 
college, I was of  course interested in teaching methods. 
Clyde’s teaching had a very positive influence on me. Un-
fortunately, I did not realize this until much later and so 
could not thank him before he died.

Conversations During Lunch
As I said, we chatted during our lunch break, often in a 
park. Clyde subscribed to The Wall Street Journal, which 

consuming and dirty work. But Clyde did not mind. He 
just wanted income. He soon had more than enough re-
quests to keep him busy, and therefore was able to earn 
sufficient income. But of  course, he could clean fans only 
in the autumn, winter, and early spring, so he needed to 
figure out what to do during the summer.

 Well, just as the ceiling fans had to be cleaned in the 
autumn, winter, and early spring, so boilers and furnaces 
could only be cleaned in the summer. Therefore, he had 
leaflets printed advertising that if  people wanted their boil-
ers cleaned in the summer, he would be happy to oblige. 
Just as cleaning ceiling fans was tedious, time consuming, 
and dirty work, so was cleaning boilers. But this was anoth-
er need that he fulfilled. 

The businesses with ceiling fans were all downtown 
where it was hard to find a parking place, and it was very 
hectic. On the other hand, boilers were in quiet neighbor-
hoods where parking was easy, and the customers we visit-
ed were friendly. We had many personal conversations with 
those whose boilers we cleaned, and they often insisted we 
share a piece of  cake and cup of  tea or coffee with them. 

Many of  Clyde’s customers were widows, and their 
husbands had taken care of  the boilers, furnaces, hot water 
tanks, and electrical appliances. As a result, the wives knew 
nothing about them. 

Clyde invited the women to their basements to show 
them what we were doing as well as how the items worked 
and how to stop them in an emergency. He was not only 
patient, but had a way of  illustrating what was going on 
that they understood. He showed them the nozzle in the 
burner that we replaced. He had them handle the nozzle 
and sometimes take the old one off after he or I loosened it 
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shovel-fulls in a wheelbarrow over and over again, and at 
the end of  the day, it would all be in the basement . . . not 
one shovel-full left in front of  the house. 

If  you do a little at a time, eventually the task gets done. 
It’s the same with cooking. You do step one, step two, step 
three. It’s not a problem. 

 A note . . . As I was finishing this memory in De-
cember, 2020, I read an article in The New Yorker 
about those who work at fast food chains. Their sal-
aries have been the same for a decade —  half  the 
Minimum Wage. Many work 50 hours a week to 
earn enough to pay their rent and buy food.

  I do not remember what I earned. But I know that 
I earned enough to pay for part of  my college edu-
cation. The fact that fifty years later young people 
cannot earn enough to enroll in a vocational pro-
gram or community college is a tragedy. If  people 
enroll in a vocational program which they have to 
pay for, they have just a few hours a week to learn. 
I had 40 hours a week with Clyde.

 So trying to connect young men and women with 
small businesses on a personal level might be more 
useful. Obviously the issue is complex, but making 
use of  owners of  small businesses might help lift a 
lot of  young people out of  poverty more effectively 
than institutions alone.

↔

was a newspaper I had seen at one of  my uncle’s apart-
ments. But from when I skimmed it, I remembered there 
only being articles about stocks and bonds. But when I read 
the paper that Clyde brought, and we read and discussed it 
together during lunch, I realized that the WSJ had articles 
about everything — as you probably know. He loved to talk 
about what was going on in the world. 

He loved to connect feature articles in the paper to 
what I was reading and writing about at college. If  he was 
particularly interested in a book that I had read during the 
year, he would get it from the library, and read it and we 
would talk about it. 

These conversations were terrific intellectual experi-
ences for both of  us. He would have relished going to col-
lege, but he did not have the chance because of  his time as 
an electrician for the navy, followed by marriage and sup-
porting their five children, did not allow him this oppor-
tunity. However, he never expressed any regrets. He made 
use of  his mind on his own initiative.

In my summer job, I not only earned enough to pay my 
college costs, but I learned loads about dealing with peo-
ple, honed my skills using various tools, and learned about 
oil and gas furnaces and boilers and hot water tanks, with 
a bit of  electricity and cement work thrown in.

Persistence
I haven’t mention another of  the lessons I learned from 
working with Clyde was persistence. Sometimes we did ce-
ment work in addition to electrical work. We’d arrive at 
a house, and there’d be half  a truckload of  sand in a pile 
in a front of  the house, which we had to carry into the 
basement. I mean, it looked so huge. But, you’d put a few 
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1956 to 1960

Intensity and Exuberance  
at Northern Illinois University

Selecting A College
During my last year in high school I decided that I wanted 
to be a kindergarten teacher. As a Boy Scout, I enjoyed 
teaching the scouts one year younger than I was, and also 
my younger sister, Karen, was born when I was eleven years 
old, and I liked playing with her, and taking her for walks. I 
also remembered my elementary school years fondly.

I applied to Northern Illinois State Teachers College 
at DeKalb, Illinois, sixty miles west of  Chicago, and The 
National College of  Education in Evanston, a one-hour 
drive from our home.

I was admitted to both, but The National College of  
Education was a private college. Without a scholarship I 
could not afford to attend. So, I applied for a scholarship. 
There were 400 female students and 5 male students, so I 
thought I would have a good chance of  getting a scholar-
ship, but no, I was not offered a scholarship. So, Northern 
was my only option.

I did not know anything about rankings of  colleges at 
that time and was thinking mainly of  a place close to our 
home with low tuition and room and board.

↔
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U.S. history was a lecture course. Around 200 of  us sat 
in an auditorium. The professor sat at a desk in the mid-
dle of  the stage and captivated us for ninety minutes. We 
learned that so much of  what we had read in high school 
history books turned out to be half-truths. The professor 
did not modulate his voice much, used hardly any gestures 
and never wrote anything on the board, but his mind was 
so sharp, his knowledge so deep, that, as I said, we were 
captivated.

Not receiving a scholarship from The National College 
of  Education, which for a short time was a disappointment, 
turned out to be a blessing. Had I gone to The National 
College of  Education, I would not only have missed out on 
campus life, but would, as Professor Ober said, have had a 
very narrow range of  teaching positions that I could have 
obtained. Also, since the institution was so small, the range 
of  professors that I would have been exposed to would 
have been very narrow.

Final Three years at Northern
After freshman year, the years flew by with one stimulating 
course after another. 

I started Spanish in my sophomore year, and had the 
same professor for three years. She was from Quebec and 
taught French as well. After my sophomore year, there were 
only a dozen of  us in the class, so we had many chances 
to speak and get personal attention. The professor’s name 
was Lillian J. Cobb. She spoke the most distinct English I 
had ever heard. She had excellent penmanship and was 
very kind. never spoke a harsh word even if  we forgot our 
notebook or were late.

Freshman Year at Northern
During my first year, my English professor, Warren Ulysses 
Ober, with whom I met once a week to discuss my weekly 
writing, said that I seemed to like to write and enjoyed lit-
erature. He suggested that, if  I majored in English, I could 
teach elementary school, junior high school, or secondary 
school. If  I graduated with a major in early childhood ed-
ucation, I would be limited to kindergarten or the first few 
years of  elementary school.

He also noticed that I had taken two years of  Spanish 
in high school, so he suggested I major in Spanish as well as 
English. With a double major, I would have twice as many 
employment options. So, I did. 

In addition to giving me advice, he encouraged me a 
lot. Sometimes he scheduled extra office time with me if  
he sensed I wanted to discuss either my writing or what we 
were reading.

English was required both semesters for all freshmen 
and was considered a flunk out course — not everyone was 
able to write acceptable essays every week. 

Speech and math were also required. I particularly en-
joyed speech class. Though we had to make a presentation 
of  some kind every week — oral interpretation, directions 
for making something, an argument to support or attack 
a political position, story telling — the teacher focused on 
how we could improve our presentations. She sometimes 
had us do a presentation a second time — incorporating 
her suggestions — a pro personal development course. 

Math was another course that was used as a filter to 
eliminate students from continuing their studies. I made it 
through the course — just — but did not understand most 
of  what I did.
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Edward Herbert, who became a close friend, wowed all 
of  us by the fact that he said lines from plays, poems, and 
short stories from memory. He never looked at the text as 
he shared lines; he looked at us. 

A course I took in my junior year was Victorian poetry. 
I forget who taught it and what we read, except for Gerard 
Manly Hopkins. His poems were so riveting, his prosody so 
unique, that his poems are all I remember. 

All of  the professors were generous with their time. 
When we saw them during office hours, they never were 
in a rush. They were patient and attentive to our concerns.

A note . . . Faculty salaries were quite low at the 
time, so, Dr. Burtness, for example, delivered mail 
during the summer to supplement his income. This 
bit of  information tells me he and his colleagues 
taught out of  love for literature and students. 

Music
As I was reading the college catalog my sophomore year, I 
noticed that the music department gave piano lessons for 
one half  a credit. I visited one of  the piano teachers, and 
told him I had taken piano lessons in primary school and 
enjoyed them. But when my younger sister was born, we 
had to use the room where the piano was for her bedroom 
and so we had to get rid of  the piano.

He said that the purpose of  giving piano lessons was to 
give joy, not to produce professional level players. I decided 
to register for a course with him.

His name was Reynolds Whitney. He wore button 
down shirts without a tie and tailor made suits. He was 
trim and intense. 

She walked with a limp and when it snowed or there 
was ice or water on the sidewalk she used a cane. One of  
my classmates, Jack, was very slight, no taller than the pro-
fessor and weighed much less than she did. One stormy 
day we met Dr. Cobb on the sidewalk as she was walking 
to class and he asked, “Dr. Cobb, may I help you.” She 
replied, “Oh, Senor Palowski, how kind of  you to ask. But 
what could you do?” She said this with sincerity and no 
intention to put him down. But in the event it would have 
been more likely that Jack would take a tumble than Dr. 
Cobb.

Lit
Most of  the literature classes I took had only a dozen or 
so students, so we received a lot of  personal attention and 
more than ample time for discussions. All of  the professors 
I had were passionate about their areas as well as literature 
in general. Dr. Paul Burtness taught Chaucer and Milton. 
He read the opening lines of  The Canterbury Tales with 
such passion and gusto that the pencil cases on the desks 
seemed to vibrate. The same for the opening lines of  Para-
dise Lost. His whole body vibrated with exuberance. What 
an inspiration! 

Donald Murray was a fan of  U.S. literature. He read 
a poem or a scene from a. novel or short story with quiet 
intensity that was just as engaging as Dr. Burtness’s exuber-
ance. Dr. Willian Seat III taught in a rather pompous way,  
but his attitude was not at all offensive. It was his way of  
showing how serious the material — in this case Victorian 
Prose — was.

Leonard Fox read lines from poems slowly and delib-
erately, letting the words themselves convey the emotion. 
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I felt freer about writing for this class than any other 
time in my life. It was a most liberating experience.

. . . and Other Subjects
As I said, I majored in Spanish and English, but to obtain 
a teaching license, I had to take courses in education. One 
was in observation. We visited schools and then back at 
NIU we discussed what we had seen. I initially did not see 
the point, but as the professor asked us questions about 
what we had seen, I realized that we had noticed only su-
perficial things, like how the students dressed. 

We read some books on educational psychology, and 
these informed our observations as well. Little did I know 
that I would devote my professional life to observation. A 
course I initially missed the value of  became the center of  
my professional life.

I applied to do my practice teaching at the university 
demonstration school. I was accepted and taught one peri-
od of  English and one period of  Spanish five days a week. I 
say taught, but most days the regular teachers and I taught 
much of  the class together. I found this extremely useful 
because I could try to do what they were doing right after 
they did it rather than the next day.

Had I gotten a job in Chicago right after finishing my de-
gree, I probably would not have fared well because disci-
pline was a big concern in many schools there. My practice 
teaching experience didn’t include how to handle rowdy 
students, but to learn effective techniques for teaching 
well-behaved students, it was almost ideal. I could concen-
trate on teaching rather than controlling.

At first, he selected the pieces for me to learn, but from 
the second semester on, we selected pieces together. The 
lessons were one hour long. After the lesson, we chatted for 
another hour. He was an intellectual, interested in every-
thing, including, of  course, literature. So he would ask me 
what I was reading, and we would discuss it. He also asked 
me about the professors, a couple of  whom were close 
friends of  his. He did not ask for any judgments, just how 
they taught. I said they were like him, passionate about 
their teaching and student oriented.

I relished both the lessons and our conversations, which 
we had for three years. Who would have thought that pi-
ano lessons would lead to stimulating conversations about 
literature and current events?

Creative Writing 
In my junior year, I took an elective course in creative writ-
ing. I had written editorials, reviews and feature articles for 
the university weekly newspaper, The Northern Star. These 
were of  course different from the essays we wrote weekly 
for most of  our lit courses. 

Our instructor had published stories and poems. We 
learned this not because he listed the publications on his 
CV, but rather because, as we discussed what we wrote, he 
shared what he had written.

In the first class, he said that it was a pass fail course 
and everyone would pass. He also said there were no re-
quirements except that we write something. If  we wrote 
one poem, fine. If  we wrote one short story, fine. He en-
couraged us during our discussions of  our writing to re-
write and re-write rather than write more and more differ-
ent items.
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I said earlier that Dr. Cobb had spoken with very clear 
articulation in both Spanish and English, but as it turned 
out, the way she spoke was not the way many native-speak-
ers of  Spanish spoke. My experience with the professor 
from Venezuela convinced me that I had to live in a Span-
ish speaking country if  I wanted to be a successful teacher 
of  Spanish. This need led me to apply to be a Peace Corps 
Volunteer with hopes of  being assigned to a Latin Ameri-
can country. 

Alas, in the end there were no openings for me in Latin 
America, and I was sent to Nigeria.

None-the-less, during the time I subsequently lived in 
New York, my weak Spanish came in handy and still does. 
I can make myself  understood with Spanish speakers who 
abound in New York, and I can understand a lot. So, my 
years of  studying Spanish were not wasted by any means.

A Memorable Course 
The most memorable course I took in my M.A. program 
was modern theater. Reading Waiting for Godot, The Glass 
Menagerie, The Cherry Orchard. The Importance of Being 
Earnest, Hedda Gabler, The Death of a Salesman — Wow! 
How incomplete my English major would have been with-
out this course? It was the only course in the English De-
partment I took with a female professor. At the time, I did 
not think much of  the fact that there were only two female 
professors, but now, I think it was a bit ironic, since most of  
the English majors were women.

In writing my MA thesis, I compared Don Quijote and 
Tom Jones, two picaresque novels, focusing on Tom Jones 
and Benjamin Partridge and Don Quixote and Sancho 
Panza. 

When I was finishing up my requirements for my B.A., 
Donald Murray, my U.S. literature professor, received 
a grant to write about letters that Nathaniel Hawthorne 
had written. They were on microfilm, and were not easy 
to access while one was writing an article at home or in 
the office, so the grant provided money to pay a person to 
transcribe the microfilm of  the letters. Professor Murray 
asked me to do the transcribing. I happily accepted be-
cause it meant that I could start my M.A. studies using that 
income. 

Transcribing the letters was fascinating. Even though 
the letters were on microfilm rather than on stationery, I 
could experience what he wrote in a more realistic way 
than had I just read typed copies. I felt closer to Hawthorne 
seeing his penmanship, and his edits and additions.

My M.A. Studies
I had been a dorm assistant in my last two years of  college, 
which provided me with free room and board. When I 
told the head of  housing that I was going to start my M.A. 
program, he appointed me assistant dorm director in the 
dorm where I had been an assistant. This position provid-
ed me not only with free room and board, but a one-bed-
room apartment in the dorm, and a stipend. I would be 
able to complete my M.A. degree with no debt. As I result, 
I had more time to devote to my studies.

During my M.A. studies, I continued taking courses in 
English literature  and Spanish. 

A professor from Venezuela had been hired in the 
Spanish department because the enrollment in Spanish 
had increased, and during the first few weeks of  the course, 
I did not understand anything he said. 
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During my Peace Corps Training Program at Harvard, 
Paul Bohanan, a distinguished professor at Northwestern 
University in Evanston, Illinois taught us, as well as these 
Harvard professors: E. E. Ession Udom, of  the Center for 
International Affairs; Dr. Dena Farnsworth of  the Univer-
sity Medical Services; Martin Kilson of  the Department of  
Government; Paul E. Sigmund, Jr. of  the Department of  
Government; and Theodore Sizer, instructor in Education.

They were all engaging, knowledgeable, stimulating 
and personable. Martin Kilson, for one, was very well 
known and quoted in the newspapers in Boston frequently. 
But the quality of  my professors at Northern was the same. 
One reason that Professor Kilson was quoted was that he 
lived in Boston. Another was his area of  studies — politics. 
Dr. Seat at Northern taught Victorian Prose, not all that 
popular even among English majors. 

↔

During my junior year, I had read Don Quijote in Span-
ish for class, and in English so I could better understand 
the original. Professor Cobb was, like most people, exuber-
ant about the novel. 

I wrote my thesis after the spring term ended, and 
I was living at home. As a result, I had no advice from 
my advisor. At any rate, what I wrote was pedestrian at 
best. I received a B, the lowest acceptable grade. I enjoyed 
re-reading and writing about the two picaresque novels, 
but my MA thesis was nothing to write home about — no 
pun intended.

The Quality of Education at NIU
Years later, when my appointment to the faculty at Teach-
ers College was finalized, the dean invited me to his office 
to congratulate me. He had earned his B.A., M.A. and 
Ph.D. at Columbia. At the beginning of  our conversation, 
he said, “John, congratulations. I cannot believe that I have 
approved an appointment to our faculty for a person who 
graduated from an unknown and undistinguished former 
teachers college in DeKalb, Illinois. The hybrid corn from 
DeKalb is better known both in the US and around that 
world than NIU.”

His intention was to point out that basing judgments 
about the quality of  our education on stereotypes can be 
dangerous. He was impressed with the quality of  educa-
tion that I had received. I had been, too. I remember fond-
ly that, sometimes after class, my hands would be shaking I 
was so moved, stimulated and awed by what we read, how 
we were taught to read and react to literature, and by the 
deep insights my professors shared.
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he would meet teachers in the most unusual envi-
ronments — on a train ride for example, or a flight 
— and he’d get into an interesting conversation and 
learn everything about that person and invite him 
to work at the college by the end of  the journey.

In my case, John’s very first question was, “So 
tell me about Mario Lanza.” He had noticed on 
my CV that I had worked on a book about the 
American operatic tenor. And I wasn’t expecting 
any question about that, but he wanted to know 
all about that book. He just went straight into it. 
He had recordings he could play over the phone, 
and he — it was a wonderful interview really — he 
had me talking about Lanza very enthusiastically 
for twenty minutes before I realized I was actually 
having a job interview . . . and it was a conference 
interview. There were other people in the room 
at IPC. I was just immediately captivated by this 
man. He was so entertaining and asked such in-
teresting questions — nothing run-of-the-mill. He 
was trying to find my personality, my enthusiasm. 
He wasn’t asking formal questions about teaching. 
He wanted to get a feel for my character, I assume. 
It was the most interesting interview I’ve ever had. 
I immediately wanted to work for him.

So, I had the job. 
The whole process took a few months, and I 

had to move back to New Zealand, but I found out 
about a month after the phone call that I had the 
job.

The first day I met John, he was wearing a fish-
erman’s cap. I recognized him from photos I had 

 Derek McGovern
Pukyong National University, Busan, South Korea

Former Senior Lecturer and colleague, IPC 

Dong-A University, Busan, South Korea 
Assistant Professor, Deptartment of  English Language  

and Literature

❝ I, Derek McGovern, who had met John when he 
was president of  IPC and who was hired by him, 
had studied English literature. I started out doing 
a double-major in Italian and English literature, 
but the university had to get rid of  the Italian ma-
jor because of  staff  cuts. So, I had to just go for 
a straight English literature degree. I continued to 
study Italian, though. The ridiculous thing was I 
could continue to take as many credits as I was tak-
ing before in Italian, but it wouldn’t be regarded 
as a major. I love Italy. I spent a lot of  time there 
in my twenties. So, I just finished the English lit-
erature degree in what we call “an honors year” 
post-graduate, which gives you the option of  going 
for the master’s.

I probably first talked to John on the telephone 
in October or November of  2005. It wasn’t until 
April of  2006 that we met face-to-face. But it was 
the phone call that sold me on John because it was 
the most unusual interview I’ve ever had. And it’s 
so typically John when I think about it now because 
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very useful. The value of  transcriptions. I still re-
cord myself  teaching, and it’s quite useful.

Vocabulary tests and vocabulary teaching have 
had a huge influence on the way I teach literature. 
But also “try it differently … try something else.” 
He would always encourage us to think outside 
the box. That is his “breaking rules” strategy. He 
would question everything, and it reminded me of  
when I was studying for my Ph.D. I learned that 
the original meaning of  doctor was “to teach.” 
So many people write a dissertation, but it doesn’t 
mean they can teach. I want my focus to be on 
teaching. Everybody’s afraid of  the academic thing 
“to publish or perish,” but I think I’ve been able to 
maintain a passion for teaching, and that’s where 
John has helped me a lot. He really did have a sort 
of  magical influence on the classroom. He would 
never observe the classroom in any obtrusive way. 
He would go unobtrusively around the classroom 
and have little things that he would do to kind of  
make the students very much at ease. He’s such a 
wonderfully quirky individual.

When you asked about an image of  John, I im-
mediately pictured him with that fisherman’s cap 
on his head, and clogs on his feet. The benevolent 
smile.

I was thinking that if  John hadn’t been a teach-
er, I could see him as sort of  a 19th century story-
teller. I can see him in a storytelling role. Almost 
as a street performer. Someone that you go to who 
would spin these most amazing tales, who would 
enchant an audience . . . completely unscripted. I 

seen. He was sitting in the main office when I went 
in. He was looking at me, but he didn’t know that 
I knew who he was, and he was just sort of  waiting 
for me to finish my registration and then he greeted 
me and gave me a very entertaining walk around 
the campus. I felt like I’d known him for years. It 
was the first of  many of  what I call “fat-burning 
walks.” We’d take these long walks and have very 
interesting discussions, often about quite serious is-
sues like crime, or how to motivate students — just 
fascinating stuff — and he’d invite me over to his 
place for dinner.

John would ask me questions about Lanza . . . 
he was looking for people with passion, with some 
sort of  interest, and I think it was a very clever way 
to find out what made me tick . . . to see if  I’d be 
enthusiastic in the classroom. At IPC, I got the op-
portunity to do things like teach a whole musical 
course. I taught a couple of  students the production 
of  “West Side Story.” He gave us so much freedom 
to pursue these sorts of  things. It’s exactly the kind 
of  approach that John would encourage us to take.

Ever since then, and now that I teach literature, 
which is quite demanding, I impress upon my stu-
dents that nothing will kill your interest in reading 
literature in a foreign language more than having 
to stop the flow and get a dictionary out every 
time. The whole thing is imagination and language 
learning. If  you can turbocharge your imagination, 
you’re halfway there. Use your imagination. Be 
creative. You cannot learn every word, so you need 
context guessing skills. That’s where John was very, 
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❝ One word for John? One word would be selling 
him short. Quirky in the most positive sense of  the 
word. Not eccentric. Quirky and off-beat. When 
he’s giving a speech he’s quirky in the most delight-
ful way possible. Inspiring, obviously. Motivational. 
Overwhelmingly positive in his outlook. He’d be 
the perfect person to tell you that you have a serious 
disease — he’d put such a positive spin on it! He’d 
make it almost an adventure if  he were a doctor

He has an endearing way of  seeing the world. 
You could never feel gloomy or pessimistic in his 
presence during those long chats that we’d have..❞  

MichAel: What quality in John most fascinated you?

❝ John would walk onto the stage and I am positive 
that he decided in that moment what he was going 
to talk about. And it always worked. I wondered, 
“What direction is this going in?” And he would 
bring it around and the theme would become ob-
vious. It would dawn on the audience. He was very 
creative. He could just keep the audience spell-
bound because they didn’t know which direction 
the speech was going.

He could have done any number of  things. I 
could have seen him producing musicals and di-
recting them. I can see him doing all sorts of  things. 
He could have been a stand-up comedian.

But nothing scripted. I can’t imagine him doing 
any kind of  scripted role, doing the same thing on 
stage night after night. I cannot imagine him put-
ting up with the tedium of  a script any more than 

never saw him read from anything in a speech. I 
saw him do at least a dozen speeches, and these 
would be things like commencement ceremonies. 
And when the local newspaper would interview 
him and ask him what he was going to talk about in 
that night’s graduation ceremony, he’d say, “I have 
no idea. I’m sure something will come to me later.”

He would walk onto the stage and I am posi-
tive that he decided in that moment what he was 
going to talk about. And it always worked. I would 
wonder, “What direction is this going in?” And he 
would bring it around, and the theme would be-
come obvious. It would dawn on the audience. He 
was very creative. He could just keep the audience 
spellbound because they didn’t know which direc-
tion the speech was going.

He could have done any number of  things. I 
could have seen him producing musicals and di-
recting them. I can see him doing all sorts of  things. 
He could have been a stand-up comedian.

But nothing scripted. I can’t imagine him doing 
any kind of  scripted role, doing the same thing on 
stage night after night. I cannot imagine him put-
ting up with the tedium of  a script any more than 
I can imagine him working with some sort of  for-
mal textbook in the classroom. He was very much 
against the set grammar exercises and such.❞ 

MichAel Asked: Derek, if  you were to think of  one 
word to describe John, what would that word be? 
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I can imagine him working with some sort of  for-
mal textbook in the classroom. He was very much 
against the set grammar exercises and such.❞
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1956 – 1961

NIU 
The Best Things in Life Were Almost Free 

Fraternities 
Two friends of  mine were members of  Phi Kappa Theta, 
a Catholic fraternity. Many of  those who joined fraterni-
ties did so for the prestige. They could afford to live in frat 
houses that were nicer and more expensive than the dor-
mitories. In the frat houses the members were able to have 
parties and serve alcohol. Some in fraternities thought that 
their social standing would be higher if  people saw their 
fraternity pins on their shirts or lapels. 

None of  this made sense to me, but my two friends 
insisted that I would enjoy life more in their fraternity. So 
I applied reluctantly. I was interviewed, asked my views on 
fraternities, and a week or so later got a rejection notice. 
My friends were mortified since they thought it showed 
they had no influence on their fellow members. I was dis-
appointed not that I would not be a member but that I had 
been rejected — no reasons given.

A couple of  close friends who knew about the rejec-
tion were members of  a service fraternity called Alpha 
Phi Omega. There were two requirements to apply. One, 
you had to have been a Boy Scout, and two, you had to 

↔
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Our walks would end when we were in our junior year. 
There had been a two story frame house on a street be-
tween the old and new campus that the Diocese had bought 
with personal money from the pastor of  St. Marly’s, and a 
loan from his mother to act as collateral for the mortgage. 
The pastor had the building on campus renovated, and a 
chapel constructed on the first floor. As a result, we could 
go to mass on campus rather than walk into town to attend 
the parish church. Mass attendance increased not only on 
Sundays, but especially on weekdays where a noon mass 
was offered. 

The building was named The Newman Center after 
Henry Cardinal Newman, a Victorian member of  the 
Church of  England who converted to Catholicism. My 
cousin had given me a book in which Newman describes 
his conversion called Apologia pro vita sua. On campus-
es all over the United States, Newman clubs were formed 
and Newman centers were established. His motto when 
he became cardinal was cor ad cor louqium: heart to heart 
speaketh. I found these words very moving.

A few years later, the diocese and St. Mary’s, the local 
parish, raised money to build a building with a Chapel, 
social center plus an auditorium for Catholic students to 
attend mass, take classes and socialize. 

When the new Newman Center was completed I 
served  at mass as an altar boy two days a week at the noon 
mass. It was a short walk from my dorm and I ate lunch 
after mass at the center.

Some who read various parts of  my memories notice 
that I mention the Catholic church now and then. A few 
wonder to what extent my faith influenced my decision to 
volunteer for the Peace Corps. As I say in my memories of  

have interest in service. APO raised money for charities, 
cleaned the local Boy Scout camp two times a year, and 
volunteered when the city council needed people to clean 
up after parades or storms. There was no fraternity house, 
and high fees. If  APO had parties, they were usually dry.

I applied and was accepted. Being a member widened 
my circle of  friends. Before APO almost all of  my friends 
were English or Spanish majors. In APO as one might ex-
pect the range of  majors ran the gamut.

Another value of  being a member of  a fraternity, or 
any club, was that we learned parliamentary procedure. So 
there were hardly ever arguments about which charity to 
raise money for, or which event we would select to serve, or 
clean up after. 

The Newman Center
For the first two years at Northern, I walked to mass at St. 
Mary’s, the local parish church in town. 

At the end of  mass during the first week of  college I 
saw a student who lived in my dorm, Gilbert Hall. He was 
blind. At the end of  mass as we walked out together. I asked 
him how he had gotten to St. Mary’s. He said he took a 
taxi. I said that if  he would like to walk back we could do 
so together. He said fine. And for the next two years we 
walked to mass and back to campus together. It was such a 
pleasure to chat with him on those Sunday mornings. He 
noticed the sounds of  chirping birds, whispering wind and 
cars passing that before I had not noticed. So he opened 
new worlds to me. On campus the main sounds I had no-
ticed were students talking, and calling out to each other to 
meet at this place or that place.
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I also earned pocket money by typing up assignments 
for students. I also did slight editing of  the papers if  stu-
dents wanted this service. Of  course, I charged more if  I 
typed and edited. I charged by the page. Sometimes my 
editing decreased the number of  pages so the editing was 
essentially free. But I enjoyed typing since the papers were 
on a very wide range of  topics outside of  literature.

Social Life
Neither I nor my close friends drank so I never went to 
any of  the bars in DeKalb. Instead we went to a couple 
of  snack shops late at night after we finished studying and 
writing our assignments. We had malted milks sometimes 
and other times just coffee and a piece of  pie.

I played tennis . . . doubles, and went for walks in the 
campus arboretum. Since my Boy Scout days I enjoyed 
identifying plants and trees and shrubs. 

When I took botany during my second year we went to 
the arboretum as part of  class. It was so restful, as well as 
informative, to walk there that I did it a lot, mostly alone.

Robert Kloss, the Alpha Phi Omega advisor, often in-
vited a dozen or so of  us to his home for cookies and milk 
and bridge games. 

I had learned how to play bridge from my cousin War-
ren and his parents. When I was in Chicago, I went to their 
house on Saturday nights to play. Both with my relatives 
and with my APO brothers we talked a lot about life, what 
we were worried about and what we were happy about as 
we played.

Sometimes the Dean of  Women would invite me and 
Ed Herbert, a professor I was closest to, who was a close 
friend if  hers, to play bridge at her house with her mother. 

1961 when I share the telegrams that invited me to Har-
vard to participate in a training program for Nigeria, I ap-
plied to the Peace Corps to improve my Spanish. 

I had no goal like that of  helping people or doing the 
type of  missionary work that I heard about in elementary 
school when we raised money for The Propagation of  the 
Faith to support missionaries around the world

Jobs
My income from working with Clyde Kuhles at Logan 
Heating and Electric paid for my room and board and 
tuition, but I still needed money for living expenses. My 
roommate and I both applied to work in the office in Gil-
bert Hall, our dormitory. We were both given the job. Our 
responsibilities in the evenings were to man the switch-
board. There were only six extensions to the switchboard 
so we had very little to do, so we could study for most of  
the time.

On Saturdays, we had to sort the mail in the morning 
and put it in the students’ mailboxes, but there was not all 
that much mail. And the switchboard was even less used 
than during the week. So calling what we did a job was a 
bit of  an exaggeration. We were able to study with a sti-
pend!

My roommate, Guy, who was a friend from high school, 
decided to try to supplement our income by putting an ad 
in the local newspaper saying we were available to do odd 
jobs — cleaning basements, raking leaves, cutting grass, 
washing window etc. We were amazed at how many peo-
ple called. It was good exercise, which the switchboard was 
not, and brought in more income than our hours on the 
switchboard, being paid while we studied.
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Ann C. Wintergerst, Ed.D.
Professor, St. John’s University

Michael asked: Ann, when and where did you first meet 
John?

❝ I  first met Dr. Fanselow in 1976 when I started my 
Master of  Arts degree at Teachers College, Colum-
bia University, and John was one of  my professors. ❞ 

Michael: What was your first impression of  him?

❝ When I first met John, he had long hair, as did I. 
I categorized him as a free spirit and a successful 
“hippie” to be teaching at such a renowned Ivy 
League college as Columbia University. His ideas 
were individualistic, different, and somewhat rev-
olutionary, but not in the fighting sense. His Peace 
Corps work greatly influenced his teaching style. ❞

Michael: How has that impression and/or the relation-
ship developed over time?

❝ In the early years and thereafter, John continued 
to be seen as a unique character in the field of  
TESOL, largely due to his ideas and his teaching 
approach. It was also a time when few TESOL 
doctoral programs existed in the U.S. ❞ 

The four of  us had a lot of  laughs together.
During one of  our get-togethers the Dean said that the 

light switch in her bedroom did not work. I asked if  I could 
look at it. It turns out that she needed a new switch. I said 
I would buy it and install it the next time we had a bridge 
night. After that she pointed out this and that problem, a 
leaky faucet, a picture that was not hanging straight, etc., 
all of  which I was happy to repair. They all marveled at my 
ability to do odd jobs. I told them about my summer job 
and work with my father and they understood why I could 
do what they thought was so marvelous.

I did not date during college. When I moved to a dorm 
that had coed dining I just as often ate with women as men, 
but did not date any of  them.

Overall, living in dorms on campus was a very, very 
pleasant experience.

 a note . . . Though my parents visited me only a 
few times each year, their visits at Homecoming, on 
glorious autumn weekends, and to drive me back 
for the holidays enriched my college life. They met 
the Dean of  Women and two of  the professors who 
were closest to me, Bob Kloss, a Chemistry profes-
sor who was an advisor to APO and Edward Her-
bert, an English Professor who was a great inspira-
tion to me. So my family was part of  my college life 
at NIU even though their time spent on campus 
was short.

↔
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at St. John’s University were often on the agenda. 
Our conversations encompassed many aspects of  
life and work, and John had that special talent to 
listen well. When I left him, I always felt better. ❞ 

Michael asked: If  you can isolate one, what would be your 
lasting visual image of  John?

❝ My lasting visual image of  John is a photo that 
he had sent me when he was wearing large black-
rimmed glasses at a graduation exercise at the In-
ternational Pacific College in New Zealand where 
he served as president. John has been noted for 
“doing the opposite” of  what is expected, some-
thing his students can attest to without a doubt. ❞  

Our relationship of  teacher-student evolved 
as I continued in the TESOL doctoral program 
under his mentorship. At first, his teaching style, 
his work style, and his expectations were at odds 
with mine, being the organized and perfectionist 
German that I am, since these were quite different 
from what I had expected to find at the graduate 
level. However, I slowly adapted to him, realizing 
that teaching comes in different styles and different 
ways of  manifestation. 

After I was graduated with my doctorate in 
TESOL in 1991, I continued to nurture our pro-
fessional connection that now has developed into 
one of  colleague-friend for over 24 years. 

I proudly followed his challenges in New Zea-
land and in Japan, and his new publications. When-
ever John found himself  in NYC, we would try to 
meet for a bite to eat and to catch up with our life 
and our memories. ❞ 

Michael: How has the relationship influenced you profes-
sionally and personally?

❝  John’s professional influence on me has been large-
ly through his philosophy that “a small change” 
in whatever one does can lead to an unexpected 
outcome. I have found this to be true both in the 
classroom and in my personal life. 

Over the years, I have shared my professional 
experiences with John.We were both past presidents 
of  NYS TESOL, active in different leadership roles 
in TESOL, and his familiarity with my challenges 
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1957 to 1961

A Gadfly on the NIU Campus 
and My Introduction to Journalism 

A friend of  mine from high school worked for the NIU 
radio station. His office was in the same space as those who 
wrote for the NIU newspaper: The Northern Star. He sug-
gested I write some feature articles for the editor. 

I did so during the first semester of  my sophomore 
year, and the editor published them. Not very weighty 
things. Reports of  the winners of  tug of  wars between dif-
ferent fraternities, new plantings in the NIU arboretum, 
the curious fact that the Dean of  Men and the Dean of  
Women both had surnames that were the names of  fish: 
Dean Haddock and Dean Pike.

Before I wrote my first published articles, I had only written 
to individuals. Friends and family I wrote letters to made 
up one audience. The other was my teachers, mainly En-
glish teachers. Nothing special.

Yet it was invaluable once I began meeting with my 
college English professors as I learned ways to make my 
writing more engaging and clearer, and communicate with 
a wider range of  emotions. All the hours of  writing to au-
diences of  one would never have enabled me to write any-

↔
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I have juxtaposed my image for “The Gadfly” with a 
photo for “The Reviewing,” the next 
column I wrote.

In my first “Gadfly” column, I re-
minded readers of  the origin of  the 
word “gadfly” and what the role of  a 
gadfly* is. Socrates was called a gadfly 
because he questioned the status quo 
asking unsettling questions, usually 
of  authorities. Socrates did not limit 
his criticism to others. His belief  was 
that the unexamined life is not worth living. He questioned 
himself  as well as others.
____
* an annoying person, especially one who provokes others into action 

by criticism. 

“The Reviewing Stand”
Each year the editors of  The Northern Star staff selected a 
senior to write the regular column “The Reviewing Stand.” 
Because the editors thought “The Gadfly” had been suc-
cessful, they selected me. 

Authors of  “The Reviewing Stand” could write about 
whatever they wanted, but they were also responsible for 
writing reviews of  plays, concerts and other performances 
done on campus. 

I was quite a nuisance to those who sat next to me at 
performances because I took notes during all of  the per-
formances. The auditoriums were dark, of  course, so when 
I later read my notes,  it took me a long time to decipher 
them.

thing worth reading to the wider audience of  readers of  
The Northern Star.

Writing 350 to 400 words every week for The Star pro-
vided an invaluable experience for me, not only for writ-
ing better papers during college, but throughout my life. 
I could never have become a professor had I not had this 
journalistic experience.

“Just Jest”
In the second semester of  my sophomore year Omar Tolly, 
a fellow member of  Alpha Phi Omega, who wrote a col-
umn called “Just Jest” for the The Northern Star died of  
leukemia. The editor of  the paper asked me to continue 
his column. I agreed, but felt uncomfortable both because 
I was not half  as witty as Omar, and that he had originated 
the column so I felt like an interloper.

“The Gadfly”
I told the editor that I would like to write a column, but that 
I would prefer writing my own. I suggested the title “The 
Gadfly” which was in the tradition of  “Just Jest,” which 
poked fun at our foibles, but in a 
much less humorous way. 

A fellow student who was an 
art major said that he thought 
a sketch of  me rather than a 
photo would be more original. I 
agreed, but though it was more 
original I did not find it particu-
larly flattering. 
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umnist to devote more time to his graduate studies. 
“The Reviewing Stand” will continue under a new 
author.

 AS I MAKE MY LAST STAND, I wish to clari-
fy a little of  what my purpose has been in writing 
this column. This column has never been written 
with the intention of  cutting or panning anybody 
or anything. Rather, it has always been written to 
prod, to sting. Everyone, all kinds and groups of  
people, including columnists, who are simply re-
porters interviewing themselves, needs to be prod-
ded or stung into action now and then. If  one is 
not prodded or stung, one tends to become content 
— apathy sets in. Indeed, without criticism I feel 
progress is impossible.

Thus, this column I hope has served in a small 
way as a sort of  gadfly, to borrow a figure of  speech 
from Socrates. It has stung and prodded and strug-
gled in an effort to bring to mind problems which 
we can never responsibly ignore, and to search for 
some partial answers to some unanswerable ques-
tions.

And just as this column has served, I hope, to 
goad and prod people into action or awareness, its 
readers have goaded me. I wish to thank all those 
who disagreed, either by comment or letter.

This adverse criticism, this goading, is all that 
a columnist has to remind him of  his errors and 
excesses; it is all he has to remind him that he is 
fallible — even when sitting behind a typewriter 
knocking out columns.

Here are the titles of  some of  my columns:
“Reviewer Differentiates College, High School”
“Reviewer Lectures on Conformism”
“Writer Finds ‘School’ Means ‘Leisure’”
“Writer Discusses Holmes [NIU President] 

Policies”
“Writer Knocks P.E. Suggests Changes”
“Columnist Dislikes Speech Censorship” 
“Writer Notes Two Reasons for Apathy”
“Columnist’s Weekend Proves Educational” 
 [Review of  Homecoming weekend] 
“Columnist Pushes Bond Vote Support” 
“Out of  Platitudes — Fanselow Criticizes” 
“People Love Criticism Decides Columnist”
“Fanselow Raps Students Who Knock Books”
“Field House Lacks Functional Equipment”

Though the usual term for a senior to write “The Review-
ing Stand” was one year, I wrote it for 18 months. I started 
my MA at NIU after I graduated, and the editors had no 
other strong replacement for the position, so they asked me 
to continue while I worked on my degree.

Here is my final column for “The Reviewing Stand”: 

Writer Takes ‘Last Stand’ . . . Explains It 
by John Fanselow 

Star Staff Columnist, February 10, 1961

 Editor’s note: This is John Fanselow’s Final “Re-
viewing Stand” column. John who has been writing 
“The Reviewing Stand” since the fall of  1959, has 
decided to discontinue his work as “Star” staff  col-
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Christopher Winters 
Former student

Principal, Greenwich High School

Michael asked: Could you tell me a little bit about your 
background as a teacher before you met John? 

❝ Well, I barely was a teacher before I met John. I 
went into the Peace Corps right after college and 
you might say I did a little bit of  teaching there . . . 
and then I went into the Peace Corps Fellows Pro-
gram at Teachers College. I started teaching right 
away in the South Bronx and getting my masters in 
TESOL at TC and that’s where I met John. ❞  

Michael: Do you recall your first impression of  John? 

 ❝ Um, yeah, he had a reputation before ever taking 
a class of  being somewhat eccentric, doing kind of  
funny things. People would tell stories of  what he 
did in the class. I recall it was the largest class and 
I gravitated towards him right away. I found it to 
be engaging. It was the kind of  challenge I wanted. 
Nothing was assumed. There was no promotion of  
the status quo. It was much more turning things on 
its head and I really enjoyed that. ❞ 

In my thanks though, I do not wish to ignore 
the favorable criticism and agreement that was 
reached with many readers. Thanks too, to those 
who have defended attitudes or ideas expressed in 
this column. It is gratifying to know that now and 
then another person, who you have never formally 
met, feels the same way you do on a certain point.

Writing, one soon learns, is a two way process; 
a writer must know that he is communicating with 
someone.

Without your criticism, both for and against, 
without your patience and time, I could not have 
accomplished anything—with it perhaps a little has 
been accomplished.

Thank you all once again and , until we meet 
again, goodbye.

↔
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sage which is, “If  you’re doing something one way, 
we need to consider some alternatives to that and 
then see what happens. It’s not to say that the way 
you are doing it is any better or worse than any 
alternatives that you come up with, but if  you don’t 
have at least a couple of  ways you don’t have any-
thing to contrast.” 

And I always believed that and I think that that 
was something that made a lot of  sense to me and 
it didn’t always with others because there’s this el-
ement of  judging, this element of  what’s the best, 
what’s good? And it took me a while as well to un-
derstand what John was saying, but once I under-
stood that ... that he wasn’t judging and saying that 
this one is better than that one -- it’s by having the 
contrast we learn in different ways. We were able 
to reach students in different ways and to change 
our practice, so I found that very powerful and it 
kind of  creeps into what you learn about life be-
cause it’s very similar. It’s kind of  a non-judgmental 
view of  what’s happening in your life and if  you’re 
always doing things one way that may be fine, but 
try the opposite or try something different just to 
have contrast. Just to be a little bit more awake and 
alive and absorbing of  what’s going on in life and 
in yourself. ❞ 

Michael: How has your relationship with John developed 
over time?

❝ I think if  I looked back to my early years where he 
was strictly a professor, ah, I knew he was brilliant 

Michael: What was your reaction to John’s teaching ini-
tially?

 ❝ It took me a while to understand what John was 
saying, but once I understood that . . . that he wasn’t 
judging and saying that this one is better than that 
one — it’s by having the contrast we learn in differ-
ent ways. We were able to reach students in differ-
ent ways and to change our practice, so I found that 
very powerful and it kind of  creeps into what you 
learn about life because it’s very similar. It’s  kind 
of  a non-judgmental view of  what’s happening 
in your life and if  you’re always doing things one 
way that may be fine, but try the opposite or try 
something different just to have contrast. Just to be 
a little bit more awake and alive and absorbing of  
what’s going on in life and in yourself. ❞ 

 Michael: How has he affected you as a teacher? 

❝ Well, I just wrote to him the other day and I told 
him he has probably affected me more than any 
other person I have studied with. I know your next 
question is going to be about the personal connec-
tion and the two are almost intertwined for me. As 
a young teacher in the South Bronx struggling and 
trying to find out what I was doing ... I certainly 
had the passion, but I was thrown into situations 
where I was drawing on the vast resources of  what 
I already knew ... which pretty much includes 
the way I had been taught to the way I thought I 
should teach. John always had a very simple mes-
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and had lots of  great ways to get me thinking about 
my own teaching and reflecting on it, ah, I don’t 
think I appreciated how compassionate a person he 
is. On a very personal level I think he takes a very 
genuine interest in the students that he teaches not 
just so that they can become better teachers, but so 
that they can develop stronger relationships ... be 
better people. I think he benefits himself  because 
he likes relationships with people and I certainly 
benefit from it. He becomes more than just a pro-
fessional mentor in that sense. ❞
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1961

The Most Pivotal Moments of My Life
Two Life-Transforming Telegrams 

In the spring of  1961, as soon as the Peace Corps was es-
tablished, I wrote for an application. 

I returned the application along with transcripts from 
Northern Illinois University and letters from my placement 
file. There was a question on the application for “choice 
of  country.” Because the main reason I wanted to be a 
Peace Corps Volunteer was to have a chance to improve 
my Spanish, and learn something about cultures in Latin 
America, I wrote “Peru.”

Shortly thereafter I received an acknowledgment that 
my application had been received by the Peace Corps, and 
I was instructed to go to Navy Pier in Chicago, a large 
convention site on the shores of  Lake Michigan, to take a 
General Aptitude test and a Language Aptitude test. 

The only question on the tests that I recall was one 
about curry. I remember it because, at the time, I had nev-
er seen the word much less eaten any dishes with curry in 
them. For me this was a reminder of  how ignorant I was 
about other cultures — and all the more reason for the 
importance of  the Peace Corps — to enable Volunteers to 
learn more about the world.

↔
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18 july 1961 6 pm
John f. Fanselow

Congratulations on your successful completion of the 
initial requirements for the peace corps. You are now 
invited to appear on july 23 or july 24 at harvard university 
for physical examination and training for possible 
assignment to nigeria, contingent upon formal agreements 
now under discussion, or to another west african country. 
Travel instructions and additional information being sent 
air mail today. Sorry for delay in sending you final word. 
Best wishes.

robert sargent shriver, jr director peace corps

Before I cabled my response, I called the Peace Corps 
Office to inquire about my interest in Latin America in 
general and Peru in particular. I was told that, given my 
credentials, there were no places in Latin America where 
I could be placed. However, there was a need for English 
majors in West Africa in general and Nigeria in particular. 
And that is why I was being invited to a training program 
for Nigeria.

So, bye-bye Spanish. By this time, I had gotten excit-
ed about living in another country and immediately sent 
a telegram accepting the invitation. The country was no 
longer important. This was the first and only time that I 
have received or sent a telegram.

My parents were less excited than I was about my in-
vitation to participate in a training program to go to Nige-
ria. Though neither I nor they knew exactly where Nigeria 
was, we knew it was in the tropics. And the tropics brought 
to mind malaria and yellow fever. 

I was also told that I had to have my fingerprints taken 
at my local police station, and have them sent to Peace 
Corps Headquarters.

A few weeks later, on July 18th, I received these two tele-
grams . . .

18 july 1961 1 pm
John f. Fanselow

Negotiations under way for training peace corps volunteers 
at harvard university for secondary school teaching in west 
african country. You have been selected to participate in 
training program and will be furnished details and official 
invitation within ten days, pending successful conclusion 
of negotiations. Training to run from july 24 to september 
7 folllowed by leave and then continued training in host 
country prior to teaching assignment. Please wire collect 
immediately peace corps division volunteer servics your 
availability to report at harvard july 24. In replying, please 
state also (1) have you ever been arrested, charged or 
held by federal law, state law, county or municipal law, 
regulation or ordinance? If so, please state details. (2) are 
you a u.s. citizen by birth or by naturalization?

Nicholas hobbs director of selection

and . . .



226 227

priest from Boston. He was interested in the Peace Corps 
and asked a lot of  questions, only a few of  which I could 
answer since I had as yet no introduction to the Peace 
Corps procedures, such as living allowances, insurance, 
medical care, etc. 

At the end of  the flight the priest said that his parish 
was close to Harvard and that he would like me to go along 
with him in his taxi. So, for the first time in my life when a 
taxi fare was going to be paid by the U.S. Government, I 
had no fare to pay.

These days, around the 60th anniversary of  the Peace 
Corps, I rarely see priests in clerical dress, so I would not 
know if  I were sitting next to one. Nor, if  I mentioned that 
I was off to a Peace Corps training program to a fellow pas-
senger, would I know if  the person might not in his mind 
ask, “So what?” But in 1961, right after President Kennedy 
had established the organization, it was much in the news 
and people were curious about what was a very new idea. 

Back to Sending the Telegram Accepting  
the Invitation 
At that time, I had not been told that being invited to a 
training program did not mean I would necessarily become 
a Peace Corps Volunteer.  Part way through the training 
program at Harvard, each of  us was interviewed by a psy-
chiatrist who, as soon as we sat down, said, “As you can see, 
I have a tape recorder in front of  us. I will determine as a 
result of  what you say in response to my questions whether 
I think you are psychologically fit to continue the training 
program and then be sent to Nigeria.”

These were not his exact words, but they capture the 
essence of  his point. When I subsequently was an instruc-

My parents were also concerned about how two years 
of  teaching outside of  the US would affect my teaching 
career in Chicago. 

I conveyed these concerns to my English Professor with 
whom I was very close. He had met my parents many times 
in DeKalb. He often visited his uncle, a doctor, who lived 
close to us in Chicago. He said that on his next visit to his 
uncle he would visit us. He said he would come along with 
an organic chemistry professor who had been the sponsor 
of  a service fraternity I belonged to and was a close friend 
of  my English professor. They both had earned their Ph.D. 
at the University of  Wisconsin.

When they came to our house my English Professor, 
Ed Herbert, said that he had been a Fulbright Scholar in 
Holland. The year he was there had enhanced his profes-
sional career and so he thought that two years in Nigeria 
would do the same for my career.

Though the organic chemistry professor had no spe-
cial knowledge about malaria or yellow fever, he had spent 
time as a tourist in Latin America and said that he took a 
suggested medicine that decreased the negative effects.

Both of  them said that they were sure that the Peace 
Corps would take all precautions to protect the health of  
volunteers.

The reassurances made both me and my family more 
comfortable. So, I sent my acceptance with fewer concerns 
than what I had before our conversations with my profes-
sors.

Right after I sent my acceptance to the Peace Corps, I 
reserved a seat on a plane from Chicago to Boston. On 
the flight, my seat was next to one occupied by a Catholic 
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the group and I went to Pennsylvania where he had 
grown up, and where his funeral was being held. 

I had met Jim’s parents when they came to New 
York for his graduation, and I had joined them for 
a picnic in Riverside Park. 

 There was another man named James Lydon who 
died about the same time, was a former NYS-
TESOL president, and was also a former student 
— who died, and the New York State TESOL es-
tablished the “James A. Lydon Distinguished Ser-
vice Award” at the conference.

 So, you see, you meet people and you connect with 
people in so many different ways.  You know the 
Peace Corps experience in Togo. And then work-
ing together on committees or the board of  New 
York State TESOL and student projects. So any 
way, it’s very enriching but very sad that these two 
men were quite young when they died. And for the 
parents, of  course, it was quite devastating. And 
Jim Weaver was the only person in the family who 
had gone to college and gone on to get his MA.

For both Jims the Peace Corps was as life chang-
ing as it was for me. They received letters rather 
than telegrams, but the consequences were equally 
profound.

tor in training programs at Teachers College, I learned a 
great deal about the selection processes, which over time 
became much more multifaceted than the selection process 
had been at Harvard.

Why the most Pivotal Moments? 
Well my acceptance to the Peace Corps led to an assign-
ment to teach in Uyo, Nigeria at the Government Teacher 
Training College, which in turn led me to being invited to 
Teachers College Columbia where I spent my career and 
where I met my wife. 

Michael asked John 
Tell me about White Plains NYSTESOL (New York State 
Teachers English to Speakers of  Other Language) confer-
ence of  1991 and how it is related to your Peace Corps 
experience that the two telegrams in this memory initiated.

	 Well, that was kind of  a bittersweet conference be-
cause after the conference a number of  us went to 
the funeral of  James Weaver, a former president of  
New York State TESOL, who had coincidentally 
been a Peace Corps Volunteer in Togo. 

After Jim had come back from Togo, where 
I had met him doing some Peace Corps training 
there, he earned his MA at Teachers College. He 
was interested in testing, and was very clever with 
numbers.

Sadly, Jim had become ill and died. 
After the White Plains TESOL conference, 

where the New York State TESOL organization es-
tablished the “James E. Weaver Memorial Award,” 
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John’s books are all of  my shelf  right over here, 
so he’s alway been kind of  close. He’s a guy I turn 
to a lot in his work to think about what I was doing 
in my own.

So I’d just given a presentation at the JALT 
conference and, as people do, they come up as 
you’re trying to get all you stuff together to get out 
of  the room so the next presenter can come in. And 
one of  the people [was John]. He thanked me for 
what I did. He said it really resonated with him. I 
was in kind of  a hurry to get out of  the room and 
I said   “really?” . . . to try to end the conversation 
so I could pack up my equipment. “Do you have a 
card?” 

He had already told me his name was John. 
And I said, “John, do you have a card?” He hand-
ed it to me and I said, “You’re John Fanselow!” 
[laughter] So that was the moment.

We went out after that and had a conversation.
I was just starting to put together the Interna-

tional Teacher Development Institute then and we 
made a plan to get together and meet in Tokyo. 

So we sat in a coffee shop in Tokyo Station and 
I took notes of  everything John had to say! [laugh-
ter] So that was the beginning of  our relationship, 
really. 

John has become a very central part of  the In-
ternational Teacher Development Institute since 
then and we’ve met a lot and talked, both in person 
and online.

He’s always been somebody . . . from the mo-
ment I heard him speak . . . and I don’t use the 

Chuck Sandy  
Founder and Director of  iTDi,  

the International Teacher Development Institute
co-author with Jack Richards  

of  Passages, Connect and Active

Michael asked: Chuck, when did you first meet John ?

❝	“Meet” is a funny word, because it’s actually “en-
countered. It was at a TESOL conference and I 
don’t know when it was exactly. A long time ago. 
I think Breaking Rules had just come out. I wrote 
about this somewhere, but I remember feeling very 
dissatisfied with the presentations that I was going 
to give at TESOL International … and then I went 
to hear John. It was like the voice of  a prophet. It 
just woke me right up.

 I think I spoke to him . . . and said a little bit 
about how I felt about the presentation, and he 
thanked me. 

So that was my first encounter with him, and 
then I bought a copy of  his book.

I went home and I read his book and it changed 
a lot of  things for me. 

 But it wasn’t until  . . . at least fifteen years later that 
I actually met him. And I met him in the strangest 
way. I was giving a presentation at the JALT con-
ference in Nagoya, Japan. 
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was never about teaching language — I mean, 
that’s the work he did and does — but he’s really 
about how we approach education. I don’t know 
if  he’s ever thought of  himself  that way, but he’s a 
“liberation educator.” 

One of  the things I’ve come to later in life . . . 
to understand about John’s work . . . is that it’s ap-
plicable everywhere. It’s not just applicable in the 
classroom, but I’ve just recently started using it in 
more transformational ways outside of  class. In 
terms of  communication, in terms of  trying to fig-
ure out what’s going on in my own life. If  things ar-
en’t working out that well, there are small changes 
that can be made. Always. ❞

word ‘prophet’ lightly. I just heard him like a voice 
in that academic wilderness. He was the only per-
son I heard at that TESOL conference that I had 
heard in years that spoke the truth . . . what I took 
as the truth.

 To say a little bit more about myself  at that point, 
I had written a couple of  books for Cambridge 
University Press and was working with Jack Rich-
ards and people like that . . . and not feeling all 
that good. I mean, feeling really good about having 
done that, but not feeling really good about my role 
in going around at that moment, and the history of  
ELT, and trying to convince people that I had, or 
was privy at least, to some kind of  answer to how 
people should be teaching. The unspoken mission 
at that time . . . I would go to Brazil, for example, 
and give a plenary somewhere and tell people ba-
sically, “Look, you’re wrong. All that audio lingual 
stuff  you’ve been doing — put that away because 
we’re not gonna do that anymore. Because we’ve 
got these books.” [laughter] 

That was a revolution wasn’t it, from the au-
dio-lingualism to the communicative approach, but 
I wasn’t feeling really good going in about telling 
people how to do it. So there’s John at TESOL and 
his workshop . . . it wasn’t a plenary . . . but it was 
maybe a featured presentation and a lot of  people 
were there. It was a voice in the wilderness that I 
needed to hear at that time.

If  I had to put John in “a camp,” I’d put him 
with the sort of  people like Paulo Freire. Now John 
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1961

A Failed Training at Harvard . . . 
and A Successful Training at UCI

Settling in
On Sunday, July 24th, 1961, 44 other Peace Corps trainees 
and I arrived at a dormitory at the training site of  the Har-
vard University Business School. We arrived at different 
times that day as we had flown in from all over the country. 

We were met by Peace Corps staff, who gave us meal 
tickets, keys to our rooms, and a packet of  materials which 
included the description of  the courses we would be taking, 
and our schedule for the seven-week training program. 

A note on the last page of  the schedule informed us 
that we would be leaving the dorm on the 7th of  Septem-
ber, and then meet again at Idlewild International Airport 
in New York for our flight to Nigeria on the 25th of  Sep-
tember.

When we got to our rooms we found a one-page de-
scription of  our four-month training program in Nigeria 
that we would be having before we would start teaching in 
January of  1962. It included practice teaching in the sec-
ondary schools around Ibadan, where University College/
Ibadan (UCI), the university we would be housed in, was 
located. 

↔
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insects that could lay eggs in our skin that would turn into 
worms, and of  course the absolute necessity — take our 
antimalarial drugs every week. 

Perhaps I spent too much energy getting to know my 
fellow trainees as I did not remember anything about inter-
national affairs or Nigerian problems or American institu-
tions. A few facts about the Nigerian educational system I 
did remember. I do recall that Paul Bohannan gave riveting 
narratives about his life among the Tiv, a tribe in Nigeria 
and neighboring countries, but, they did not stick with me.

We played soccer a couple of  times each week, and 
were expected to understand the rules. Soccer was very 
popular in Nigeria, as it is in most countries except for the 
United States. I did not understand the rules of  soccer as 
well as I did U.S. favorites of  baseball, basketball or foot-
ball.

Jared Dornburg, one of  my closest friends from train-
ing, was a first class athlete. After our so-called “soccer” 
games, he nicknamed me “Twinkle Toes” since I was so 
inept. Not in a critical way, but in a fun way.

 A note . . . When Jared and I returned to the US, 
we both lived in New York City. He was working 
for Citibank, and I was teaching and studying at 
Teachers College. We met for dinner many times. 
At one of  our meals, he said he was dating a Japa-
nese woman. I told him what a mistake that was. I 
said that marriage, even between two people from 
the same background, was difficult. As it turned 
out, he married the Japanese woman, and two 
years later, I married a Japanese woman!

We were to later learn that University College, Ibadan 
was the premiere university in Nigeria.

After taking our suitcases to our rooms and unpacking, we 
returned to the lounge — a lovely paneled room with easy 
chairs, couches and small tables to put drinks and snacks 
on. Yes, we were served soft drinks as well as wine and spir-
its.

We had brought along our materials describing the 
training with us to discuss. As we fingered through the pag-
es, we learned that the training would include topics such 
as “culture shock,” problems of  international affairs, Nige-
rian problems and American institutions, and the Nigerian 
educational system. I was relieved to see the words “culture 
shock” in quotes since I had no idea what it meant.

The members of  the faculty included Paul Bohan-
nan, of  the Department of  Anthropology at Northwestern 
University; E. E. Ession Udom, of  the Center for Interna-
tional Affairs at Harvard; Dr. Dena Farnsworth and the   
staff of  the Harvard University Medical Services; Martin 
Kilson, of  the Department of  Government at Harvard; 
Paul E. Sigmund, Jr. of  the Department of  Government 
at the University; Theodore Sizer, instructor of  Educa-
tion at Harvard, and a University College/Ibaden facul-
ty member to teach the Nigerian educational system. We 
later learned that all of  these people, unknown to us, were 
prominent in their fields.

We also had classes in first aid and a couple of  sessions 
on health precautions by a specialist in tropical medicine. 
The rules: always boil water before drinking it, do not eat 
fresh vegetables unless they have been washed with bleach 
and water, iron all clothing after having been washed to kill 
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Then, on the 25th of  September, at Idlewild Airport, 
I remembered the words, not exactly, but their sense, be-
cause when we stood in line to board, many of  my fellow 
trainees were not present. Which ones decided not to con-
tinue on their own, and which ones failed some aspect of  
the training, I do not know to this day. 

The Ubiquitous Meeting with the “Psych”
At some point, either on the flight or during the first few 
days in Nigeria, I remembered an interview I had had, 
which had escaped my mind. I had an appointment about 
half  way through the training program with a psychiatrist 
on the main campus. I entered his office and sat down in 
front of  his desk across from him. As soon as I sat down, 
and before any greeting much less an introduction, he 
pushed the record button on a tape recorder. He then said 
something to the effect that what I said in the interview 
would determine whether I would be allowed to continue 
the training program.

I do not know what effect he thought such an statement 
would have. It was so out of  the blue that, at the time, it did 
not fully register. He then proceeded to ask me to tell him 
some of  my dreams, to ask me if  I had slept with any wom-
en, and how frequently I masturbated and what I thought 
about as I did. I pointed out that I was Catholic, and at that 
time of  my life, I was a very observant Catholic. 

Clearly, this interview was conducted based on Freud’s 
ideas, which were very influential at the time. Minus the 
questions about my dreams, the other questions were like 
an “examination of  conscience” before Confession for me.

I did not receive even an abbreviated copy of  his re-
port. Not one word. He must have thought I was accept-

Until the second week of  training, there were only three 
of  us in my “can group,” the name for each cluster of  four 
people, named for the fact that we shared the same can — 
toilets and shower stalls. Then, a Nigerian student attend-
ing Harvard joined our can group. We learned a great deal 
from him while we shared meals, and went on walks to-
gether. He was a relative of  the Nigerian foreign minister. 

He gave us a talk on Africa in general and Nigeria in par-
ticular. In a very dramatic presentation, he highlighted the 
long history of  the continent. His comments were the most 
memorable for me during those seven weeks of  training.

An Unfilled Expectation and a Surprise
The following note, which was a prospectus released by 
Harvard, UCI and the Peace Corps, appeared in italics, 
and at the end was a list of  faculty: 

Students will be expected to educate themselves and 
each other,” “Evaluation of candidates will be through 
continuous examination and observation. Officials ex-
pect that 75 per cent of the applicants will survive the 
Harvard phase of the training.

The unspoken expectation was that we would educate 
ourselves. To me, the main result of  our time at Harvard 
was developing friendships through conversations at meals 
in Boston, at places like the Boston Tea Room and some-
times at taverns in Harvard Square, and the content of  our 
chats had nothing to do with Nigeria. 

When I first read that 75 per cent of  the applicants 
would survive the Harvard phase of  the training, I for one 
took no notice of  the words.
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geography, English, math or science that the students we 
would be teaching used until we got to UCI. Reading a 
high school level history textbook would have given us the 
kind of  information that would be useful when talking with 
the Nigerians we would be working with — both students 
and fellow teachers — we were not going to be chatting 
with Ph.D.s in Nigerian History.

No novels, either! When we got to Nigeria, we discovered 
Wole Soyenka, who in 1986 won the Nobel Prize in Lit-
erature, Amos Tutuola, who published The Palm-Wine 
Drinkard in 1952, and Chinua Achebe, who published 
Things Fall Apart in 1958. There was a restaurant/club 
in Ibadan called Mbari. When we went there for meals, 
we saw many Nigerian novels in the bookstore and heard 
some Nigerian songs in English. 

There was even a catechism in pidgin English in the 
bookshop. 

1. I be God your Master. No get other God. Only me.
2. Keep Sunday.
3. Hear for your father and your mother.
4. No kill.
5. No make bad.
6. No thief.
7. No lie.
8. No want other man he woman.
9. No want other man he thing.

10.  No talk God name for nothing.

What gusto! What intensity! What persuasive language.
From newspapers and magazines we might have 

able since I was given the flight information to go to Nige-
ria.

Training versus Preparation for an Academic Career
While I relished my time on the campus of  the Harvard 
Business School because, as I said, I was able to have so 
many conversations with people from all over the country 
who were going to teach subjects I was eager to learn a bit 
about, I felt that the training program was of  hardly any 
use. We listened to top scholars talking about their research 
on various academic topics. But these taught us nothing 
about day-to-day life in Nigeria. I do not think those who 
planned the training program had any experience in train-
ing people. Their careers had been spent preparing people 
to become professors, to succeed in academia. So, when 
Harvard was provided with money to support the training, 
they did what they knew how to do — they hired well-re-
spected people in various fields connected, at least in some 
small way with Nigeria, to lecture us about what they knew.

However, we were going to Nigeria, not to have conver-
sations with scholars about academic topics. We were go-
ing to Nigeria to teach and live there with other “teachers.” 
I think that had those who organized our “training” — I 
put training in quotes because it was not really a training 
program — brought in a dozen or so Nigerians studying at 
various universities in Boston to eat meals with us and have 
conversations, we would have learned more about Nigeria 
than we did from the famous professors.

No Pertinent Reading Materials
Also, we never read a Nigerian newspaper or any Nigerian 
magazines. We never saw any of  the textbooks in history, 
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We boarded and settled in, then, as the plane taxied to 
the runway, the captain made an announcement that the 
radar was malfunctioning, and we had to return to the ter-
minal to have it repaired. At first we thought we could stay 
on the plane, but it turned out that the repair was going 
to take longer than expected, so we had to return to the 
lounge. 

We re-boarded after several hours, and learned that on 
charter flights, there was an open bar. I did not drink at 
that time, so this was not important to me, but many en-
joyed having as many drinks as they wanted.

There were also some compartments where we could 
sleep if  we wanted to. I preferred talking to sleeping, and 
so did not take advantage of  this perk, either. 

After twelve hours we stopped in the Azores to refuel. 
We landed in Lagos, capital of  Nigeria 23 hours after 

we had left New York. This was obviously pre-jet travel.

First Days in Nigeria
We stayed in Lagos for a week at a first-class hotel. We 
did not travel to Ibadan, where we would stay for three 
months for more training because the American Ambas-
sador wanted us to be in Lagos for the October 1st cele-
bration of  the first year of  Nigerian independence. This 
also gave the Nigeria Peace Corps Staff the opportunity to 
meet us and discuss our preferences for where we wanted 
to be posted.

The site of  the U.S. Embassy celebration was in the 
garden of  the Ambassador’s residence. Drinks were served, 
and though, as I said I was not drinking at that time, I had 
seen movies where gin and tonics were served, so I decided 
to try one. I liked the taste very much. Some years later, 

learned the answers to questions such as these: What mov-
ies did Nigerians of  various ages watch? What sports did 
they enjoy most? What did they do in their spare time? 
What did they think of  independence? What did they do 
in their spare time? 

I read that 75 per cent of  the applicants would survive the 
Harvard phase of  the training. Later I realized that much 
of  our training was a total waste of  time, and that we did 
not learn a lot that would be useful. The famous postcard 
incident, which I describe later, I think provides some evi-
dence that the people who planned our program were not 
in touch with the needs of  volunteers.

September 25th — The Pam American Flight 
As we waited in the lounge for boarding time, those from 

the New York area hugged and kissed their family mem-
bers “goodbye,” we noticed that we were the only passen-
gers! It turned out that we were going to fly on a charter 
flight. 

Boarding the plane for Nigeria
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thought about Nigeria. We were also eager to hear where 
they were from and what they thought about us and the 
U.S. One of  the richest parts of  our training was chatting 
with Nigerian students.

We met in classrooms on campus for classes on Nigeri-
an education and methods classes in the teaching of  histo-
ry, math, the various sciences and English. These were very 
practical, and prepared us well for the practice teaching we 
would be doing later in secondary schools in Ibadan. There 
was great focus on exam preparation because national ex-
ams were a central component of  the school system.

Teachers who taught methods courses invited us to their 
schools, and gave us suggestions for making our teaching 
more engaging. Other teachers sat in on these conferences 
and offered their perspectives. This part of  our training 
was the richest.

When we started teaching at our sites, these methods 
teachers often visited us, which was an invaluable part of  
the training since each site was different. 

I had been assigned to a teacher training college, which 
required some different teaching activities than teaching at 
a secondary school. Fortunately, Ian Espie, who had been 
teaching methods of  history, and his wife Catherine, who 
taught us methods of  teaching English at UCI, visited me 
at my site. 

Their visit was not only helpful to introduce me to 
some alternative methods, but also was to have a pivotal 
effect on my future career, because after they finished their 
tour in Nigeria they studied at Teachers College, Colum-
bia, where I also ended up.

I saw a bottle of  tonic in Uyo and bought it. It was then 
that I learned that the taste in a gin and tonic was from the 
tonic water, not the gin.  

University College, Ibadan (UCI)
When we arrived on the campus, the thirty-nine of  us were 
assigned to different dorms so that we would have more 
opportunities to meet Nigerian students. Had we all been 
housed in the same dorm, we would have more likely eaten 
with each other in the dining halls, but with just half  a doz-
en in each dorm we were spread out. (Five from our origi-
nal training group did not make it to Nigeria. But whether 
by choice or by a decision by the staff we never knew.)

I was assigned to Independence Hall, the newest dorm, 
constructed in time for the independence celebration. 

Each dorm had its own dining hall. 
Students joined us at our tables during meals. They 

were eager to hear where we were from and what we 

Library on the campus of  University College Ibadan 
where we had our in-service training
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postcard, together with all of  our Peace Corps group, sud-
denly realized two things. First, her boyfriend wouldn’t get 
the postcard she had tried to send. Second, there was a 
distinct possibility that none of  us would be in Nigeria long 
enough to send anyone any more postcards. 

Because Time magazine and many other international 
publications soon published the lines, the author’s fear that 
the message would not reach the addressee was ill-found-
ed. But the personal nature of  the communication was, of  
course, lost forever. 

The message on the postcard, which given even the 
distance of  30 minutes, much less 35 years, seems partic-
ularly innocuous to me, but seemed extremely provocative 
to many then, went something like this: 

 The people cook in the streets.
 The people eat in the streets.
 The people do everything in the streets.
 They even go to the bathroom in the streets. 
 Nothing in training could have prepared us for  
 this! 

The part of  the incident that has had the most powerful 
impact on me is not the that one should make sure to keep 
one’s eyes on the item to be posted as it goes into the post-
box, nor the fact that we should be sensitive to differences 
when we are guests or visitors, as far as that goes. No, we 
had been told over and over that we should be sensitive to 
differences between what we were used to and what would 
likely be activities we would not be used to.

The one lesson that keeps coming back to me is the last 
line: “Nothing in training could have prepared us for this!” 

THE Postcard 
On the Monday of  our third week on campus, when we 
went through the line to be served our food, the staff did 
not greet us as they normally did. When we went to the 
table we usually sat at and met those we usually ate with, 
they moved to another table. Total silence. 

All of  a sudden, the Nigerian students, who had pre-
viously been symbols of  gregariousness, openness and 
friendliness, stopped talking to us. In fact, they were de-
manding that the Nigerian Government expel all of  us 
from the country!

We quickly discovered that the instantaneous reversal 
in attitude was caused in large part by the duplication of  a 
few lines one of  our group had written on a postcard. Our 
fellow volunteer, Marjorie Michlemore, had inadvertently 
dropped the postcard on the ground in front of  a postbox 
rather than depositing it in the slot. 

A passing student picked up the postcard and read the 
message, rather than posting the card. He shared the post-
card with a few other students. 

Before the day was out, someone had typed on a stencil all 
of  the lines from the postcard, along with a demand that 
the Nigerian government expel insensitive foreigners from 
the country. (Stencils were waxed sheets used in mimeo-
graph machines (the way we used to make copies before 
Xeroxing). In a matter of  minutes, hundreds of  copies had 
not only been mimeographed, but distributed to students 
all over the campus. 

On seeing her previously-thought private message to 
her boyfriend on a leaflet, now not only being read, but 
being blown about the campus as well, the author of  the 
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One of  the members of  our group, Aubury Brown, 
who had done a lot of  conflict resolution in the civil rights 
movements, met with the leaders of  the students who 
wanted us to be thrown out of  the country. As a result of  
his skills, the leaders dropped their demands. Of  course, 
Murray Frank, the director of  the Peace Corps/Nigeria, 
was in on the negotiations. He was a social worker with 
some of  the same skills that Aubury had. But having one 
of  us involved, who was at the same level as the students, 
was crucial. After a few days, the students were as friendly 
and jovial as ever.

Had Marjorie not dropped the postcard, some other 
incident might have eventually come up, because there was 
a small group of  Nigerian students who resented the idea 
of  the Peace Corps. 

There were many Nigerian graduates capable of  
teaching in secondary schools, and of  course many did. It 
was not like it was a crisis situation. But over time as we 
discussed our presence with the students, some admit-
ted that many Nigerian graduates would not have been 
willing to take jobs in the isolated villages that many of  
us taught in.

The Ugly American
In 1958, Eugene Burdick and William Lederer wrote a po-
litical novel titled The Ugly American. They depicted the 
insensitivity of  Americans doing foreign aid work. 

Though it is impossible to show that their book had 
some influence on policy makers who developed the idea 
of  the Peace Corps, the book encouraged many Ameri-
cans to apply to the Peace Corps when it was established. 
During training, many of  us discussed the book.

We had all written nearly identical messages to the messag-
es on the dropped postcard. Similar statements were print-
ed in Nigerian newspapers every day. I wondered whether 
had we spent a few days in the poor sections of  New York 
City rather than spending the entire time of  our training 
on the campus of  Harvard University, the postcard inci-
dent would not have happened. 

People in parts of  NYC urinate in the streets as well as 
eat in the streets. So, how different was Ibadan compared 
to New York City? 

Sixty years later, there are still no public toilets in NYC, 
like most American cities. There still are no public toilets 
in the subways. Since Starbucks has come to New York, it 
is now possible to find one. Other cafes reserve their rest 
rooms for patrons only, not for people off the street.

The lack of  public toilets leads to many charges of  uri-
nating in public. This act can be a misdemeanor, which 
means that one has a criminal record. And the offense is 
subject to one year in jail, a fine of  up to $500, or both. For 
the richest country in the world not to provide free public 
toilets and to issue a summons for those who urinate in 
public seems outrageous to me. I wonder why this seems 
not to be an issue.

In our training, learning about the Tiv people from Paul 
Bohannan, led us to admire him for living among the group 
for many months with no running water or toilets. But the 
focus on knowledge in his course and in those of  the oth-
er presenters seemed to have been based on a model, as 
I said, for educating graduate students to be successful in 
academia rather than to provide a sense of  what living in 
Nigeria would be like. 
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Ibadan Revisited
At the end of  our tour in Nigeria the staff scheduled a 
“completion of  service” conference in Ibadan to discuss 
our experiences. In-country staff, as well as one or two staff 
members from Washington, met with the group, and then 
in small groups by region. I have to admit that I do not 
remember anything I said about my time in Uyo or what I 
heard about the experiences of  others in their posts. 

This does not mean that the completion of  service 
conference was a waste of  time. Staff from Nigeria and 
Washington took notes and probably gained some insights. 
I subsequently participated in completion of  service con-
ferences in Francophone countries where I had trained 
volunteers and learned many lessons, which I wrote in my 
reports of  the completion of  service conferences.

During the couple of  days of  reflecting on our expe-
riences as well as on the relationship between our train-
ing and our experiences, I received a cable inviting me to 
Teaches College, Columbia University in New York City 
to participate in a training program for a group of  PCVs 
bound for Nigeria. I responded by saying that I planned to 
travel through Europe on my way home, I did not like to 
live in big cities like NY, and I wanted to teach English and 
Spanish in a Chicago high school.

The reason I received the cable was that the Director of  
Peace Corps training at Teachers College, Carl Graham, 
had separately asked Ian and Catherine Espie from UCI 
who they would recommend to help train a new group of  
volunteers. They both said, “John Fanselow.” 

Carl then asked John Rogers, who had been in charge 
of  English language teaching for the British Council in 

The three goals that the Peace Corps urges volun-
teers to work towards are: 

1. To help the people of  interested countries in meeting 
their need for trained men and women;

2. To help promote a better understanding of  Ameri-
cans on the part of  the peoples served; 

3. To help promote a better understanding of  other peo-
ples on the part of  Americans.

Number 2 was one of  the themes of  the of  The Ugly 
American.

Marjorie and others of  us who wrote about our initial re-
actions would probably have written similar things had 
we visited poor neighborhoods in any American city. Ex-
periencing what we did, we worked towards meeting the 
third goal, helping us understand other people. And our 
conversations with students at University College, Ibadan 
helped us meet the second goal. Had we lived in walled off 
compounds, as many aid workers did and continue to do, 
we could not have learned about others and others could 
not have learned about us.

The Peace Corps took these goals very, very seriously. 
Not one Peace Corps staff person made any negative com-
ments about Marjorie, not did any of  her fellow trainees. 
The Peace Corps invited Marjorie to speak to trainees in 
training programs in the Virgin Islands. Later, when we 
started to have reunions of  Nigeria 1, Marjorie was no 
less welcome than anyone else, though initially she asked 
a couple of  us who were her closest friends if  it would be 
OK for her to attend.
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ence talking with him. And the food was so, so good. The 
crew expected good food, and they got it, and we relished 
it, too.

My experience travelling by sea convinced me that I want-
ed to take a ship from Naples, where I would wind up my 
land travel in Europe, to New York. 

As it turned out, I met my high school English teacher 
Catherine Wing in Florence, where she was visiting her 
niece, and we took the same ship from Naples to New York.

↔

eastern Nigeria, who had visited me in Uyo many times, 
did demonstration lessons, and gave me books which be-
came the foundation of  my teaching career. He too an-
swered, “John Fanselow.”

Finally, Carl asked John Cairns, who was with the Ca-
nadian Foreign Aid agency in charge of  English language 
teaching, to recommend a volunteer to participate in the 
training program. He said, “John Fanselow.” 

Well three people with the name John — Ian is Gaelic 
for John — would of  course say John in response to the 
question Carl had asked!

We did not visit the campus of  University College 
while we were back in Ibaden. Our time was filled with 
meetings and in most cases planning our trips back to the 
U.S. 

Leaving Nigeria
In my case, I had decided to take a freighter from Port 
Harcourt, about 125 km from Uyo, and where I had gone 
earlier to buy dishes, and other household furnishings for 
my home. 

My ultimate destination by boat was to be Liverpool, 
UK. For some reason, I had become nervous about fly-
ing. The freighter I was going to take would stop in Lagos, 
Accra, Monrovia, Freetown and the Canary Islands on its 
way to Liverpool.

There were just a few passengers on the boat. One was 
a man from the UK who had been an engineer in the Brit-
ish Civil Service. Hearing his stories of  roads and bridges 
he planned and supervised the construction of  was very 
interesting. He spoke of  the Nigerians he worked with and 
supervised with total respect. It was a very positive experi-
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1961 and Later

Acceptance and Rejection

Admission to College
When I was admitted to college I knew that admission was 
not a guarantee that I would graduate. I knew that I had 
to pass my courses. But whether I graduated or not was up 
to me. Others could not stop me if  I met the requirements. 

Admission to Peace Corps
In the telegram I received in 1961 inviting me to partic-
ipate in the Peace Corps training program for Nigeria at 
Harvard University, the telegram said that I had met the 
initial requirement for the Peace Corps. I interpreted this 
the same way I had interpreted my admission letter from 
Northern Illinois State Teachers College. I would have to 
meet a certain standard during the training program.

In any event, my interpretation was wrong.  Half  way 
through the training program each of  the trainees in my 
group was invited to an individual interview with a psy-
chiatrist. At the beginning of  the interview the psychiatrist 
said that as a result of  the interview he would determine 
whether I would be able to continue the training program 
and go to Nigeria. 

↔
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psychologists and psychiatrists won over the opinions of  
the trainers who disagreed who had spent hours with the 
trainees.

The “deselection” process was particularly tense in the lat-
er sixties because many males who were deselected would 
ultimately be drafted, though very few of  them volunteered 
for the Peace Corps to avoid the draft. They were antiwar 
for sure, but not draft dodgers. Because many of  them had 
teaching certificates they were exempt from the draft. But 
still there was fear among a few.

I suppose one of  the reasons the psychiatric interviews 
of  the early ’60s were discontinued was that a number of  
volunteers resigned, and so the ability to predict how vol-
unteers would act on the basis of  a one hour interview was 
shown to be unreliable.

Selection by Sexual Orientation
Another topic totally unrelated to ones teaching ability or 
emotional maturity, was the question of  sexual orientation. 
In the sixties, being what we now call gay was a no-no. 
The Peace Corps was keen to ensure that Peace Corps 
Volunteers were not gay, both because of  the social and 
political climate around this issue in the United States, and 
the attitudes in many countries where we served in which 
homosexuality was a crime.

One of  the volunteers who went to Somalia resigned 
after he had already begun his work in the country because 
he realized he could not avoid engaging with men and 
thought it would harm the Peace Corps. Another volun-
teer in another group in that country was entrapped by the 
police in Mogadishu, and videotaped in an encounter with 

He then switched on a tape recorder and we chatted.
What I said or what he was interested in learning about 

me in a one hour interview I will never know. But whatever 
he wanted to learn he apparently did. I was able to contin-
ue the training and was able to be a volunteer in Nigeria.

The PC Selection Process in 1966 and 1967
Part of  the selection process during Peace Corps training 
programs in the sixties required psychologists to interview 
prospective volunteers to evaluate their emotional matu-
rity, and to decide to what extent their personalities were 
suited to teaching. This was much different than the psych 
interview I had in 1961.   

Following my completion of  service in Nigeria, I was 
hired to be on the staff of  several Peace Corps training 
programs. When we reviewed the trainees about three 
quarters of  the way through the training program, the psy-
chologists and psychiatrists told us what to observe in some 
trainees who they had questions about. Some they thought 
were quick to anger. Some they thought were very talented 
but could find it hard to adjust. They called these types of  
volunteer “high risk/high gain.” 

One of  the trainees who was judged to be high risk was 
deselected, and I remember sitting with him on a bench 
separating the north and south branches of  Broadway in 
front of  the Jewish Theological Seminary saying what a 
tragic mistake the selection committee had made. Later I 
learned that he went on to become a beloved principal of   
the high school he had attended. 

No one wanted to select someone who might have ex-
cessive trouble or would cause problems for the program; 
however, in every case that a trainee was deselected, the 



258 259

Lessons for Me
My later years teaching at TC Columbia led me to focus 
on observing potential staff chat with students at meals, 
have coffee with other teachers, and observe them teach. 
I found that interviews were less and less useful in predict-
ing whether a person would enrich those that the person 
would be teaching.

A note . . . The last night my training group 
was in Cambridge at the end of  our training we 
all went to Harvard Square to celebrate. On the 
walk back to the Business School where we were 
housed and had our classes, as we started to walk 
over the Charles River Bridge, one of  the trainees, 
who had been a swimmer in college, jumped into 
the Charles. He swam across faster than we were 
able to walk across. We met on the other side and 
walked back to the dorms together.

When we met in Idlewild Airport in New York to board 
our Pam Am Flight to Lagos, the trainee who had swum 
across the Charles was not there. None of  us asked a staff 
member what had happened. So we never learned wheth-
er he had been told not to come or whether he decided 
that he did not want to be a teacher in Nigeria. I regret 
that I did not ask about him. I also regret that I did not 
write to him since we had a list of  all the trainees and their 
addresses.

↔

a Somali man. Fortunately, the American Ambassador was 
able to negotiate his release from custody, and facilitated 
his leaving Somalia.

One of  my central themes in all of  my writing and teaching 
is to try to analyze rather than judge. I had not developed 
this theme very much until some years after these training 
programs. However, the selection process contributed to 
my thinking about the issue of  judging. 

So, although I experienced a great deal of  anguish as 
I saw some volunteers, who I had seen teach and interact 
with a range of  students, staff, and colleagues in construc-
tive ways, and then be told they were not fit to go to So-
malia, in the long run, I learned a lot from the selection 
process.

Later
In the early seventies the interviews with psychiatrists were 
discontinued. Training staff were told to focus on discuss-
ing with the volunteers whether they really wanted to be-
come a volunteer. “Self-selection” was the new mantra. I 
thought this was a wise decision. 

During my two years in Somalia a few volunteers re-
signed each year. They decided that they were not suited 
for teaching or living in an isolated place or homesick. 

There was no penalty for resigning. I told all those who 
resigned the same thing I told all those who completed 
their tour . . . I would be happy to write a letter of  recom-
mendation for them. Those who resigned were not in any 
way less able than those who stayed. They simply found the 
emotional stress too great to make a contribution.



260 261

two or three times a week in Riverside Park and 
talking along the way. So that’s basically how my 
relationship with John developed. Eventually, we 
got talking about cross cultural marriages, mul-
ticultural children, living in a bilingual if  not a 
multi-lingual environment and raising kids in that 
kind of  an environment. 

My wife and I have one daughter, and even-
tually we raised her . . . she went to a . . . my wife 
has always spoken French with her, and I’ve always 
spoken English with her . . . just as she has now 
my granddaughter, a 2 year old, and we’re doing 
the same thing with her. So it was all those friends 
of  people who connected me, and we’ve stayed in 
touch. It hasn’t always been frequent communica-
tion over the years, but it’s one of  those friendships 
. . . and I’m sure you’ve had that kind of  relation-
ship with people . . .  usually, in my experience only 
happens two or three or four times in life. 

But, ah, you have a relationship with some-
body whether it be a man or a woman, but you 
can go away for 10 years and when you get back 
it was just like it was yesterday. It’s that kind of  
relationship. 

The other thing that I’ve discovered over time 
with John, and I discovered it just a few weeks ago 
when I reconnected with him through an email be-
cause we had agreed a year or two ago when we 
had our first Skype conversation that we were go-
ing to try and do that more frequently, but then for 
whatever reason that sort of  fell apart. And I wrote 

Robert Walbridge
Student of  John’s in the TC  MA TESOL program; 

Peace Corps volunteer, Ivory Coast 1971-76;  
Headmaster at the American School the Ivory Coast

MichAel Asked: Rob, what do you remember about John?

❝ I remember when I sat down in some of  his classes 
and he started to describe FOCUS to me and I very 
quickly became a real head over heels disciple of  
FOCUS because the work that I had already done 
in the previous two years training teachers here in 
the Ivory Coast. He was describing an operation-
ally defined, nonjudgmental system of  giving feed-
back to teachers that made absolute sense to me. 

We just grew close together in that way and he 
very quickly asked me to join him in editing the 
book that he was writing. I worked with him on that 
for a year or so. That was Breaing Rules. And again, 
the breaking rules concept was what really grabbed 
me because, I mean, obviously, and this is probably 
true of  your life, too — we’ve all broken rules — to 
see what would happen. And hopefully to do that 
in a non-judgmental way, but  . . . I’m a very analyt-
ical type person. And I think John is, too. 

So anyway all of  that is what led us together 
and then from there we discovered that we both 
liked to run long distances. So we started jogging 
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if  you were to ask John or I were to ask John that 
question, he would probably say, “Yes, we have 
learned it together and we have had this effect on 
one another.” But we never talked about that and 
I never had the courage to ask him. It’s very clear 
to me that he has been one of  the most, if  not the 
most significant . . . he’s had the biggest effect on 
my life as an educator, but also as a human being, 
having chosen to live the life that I live in  . . .  I 
don’t like to think of  it as a foreign culture. I think 
of  it more as a global village and I’m very pleased 
to see now 40 years later that so many people are 
doing what we took a certain level of  risk to do 40 
years ago. 

Perhaps me more so than him, because I decid-
ed to marry a black woman with all of  the innuen-
dos, all of  the baggage in our culture — as a white 
American and it’s really kind of  interesting now. 

I just listened this morning to Obama’s eulogy 
yesterday [for The Reverend Clementa Pickney] 
and I had tears in my eyes because finally people 
are talking about a lot of  this stuff that we need 
to get out because it’s all deeply embedded in our 
collective American soul. And it’s led to all sorts 
of  problems. I’ve done psychotherapy in my time 
and I know how important it is to talk things out, 
but not everybody does understand that and cer-
tainly not at a collective level of  our culture. But I 
think that my experiences with John and my con-
versations with him over a period of  40 years have 
certainly help me to grow in my understanding of  
that dynamic. And so that’s what I’ve tried to pass 

him a long letter email, and he responded with a 
long letter and I told him, you know, “You are one 
of  the few people I’ve met in my life who really 
knows how to and apparently enjoys writing letters. 
I appreciate it.” 

So we had another nice, hour-long Skype con-
versation a few weeks ago and we decided . . . he 
suggested, “Well let’s try and do this every couple 
of  weeks.” And I said, “Well, I know you’re a busy 
guy . . . but once a month would be fine with me. 
But, yeah, let’s do it more frequently than once ev-
ery other year. ❞

MichAel: It sounds to me, although there is a 10-year age 
difference, that the two of  you grew together as educators 
. . . and husbands, fathers. A question I’ve been asking oth-
ers is how has John influenced you as a teacher and a per-
son. I think you’ve already spoken to that. Are there are 
ways that you think you’ve influenced John?

❝ Well, I’ve often thought about that, but we’ve never 
talked about it. And I would love to know. I don’t 
know the answer to that question. I suspect . . . I see 
you’re a third person observing our relationship, 
presumably looking through a plan something like 
FOCUS. And you’re trying to describe things in 
some kind of  a non-judgmental way. And I think 
the question you just asked is one of  the questions 
that FOCUS tried to ask of  teachers. You know  
. . . let’s formulate some questions together and this 
lens may help you to gain some answers. 

Coming back to your question, I suspect that 
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FOCUS, and I tried to get them to understand that 
FOCUS it’s not the same as the Standard Oral Les-
son, but it can help you to understand what goes on 
in the Standard Oral Lesson in a different way. 

So this guy went out and did it lock, stock, and 
barrel. In fact, the day that he had to go for his 
examination, and did what they call an inspection 
where two or three master teachers come in and 
evaluate you, he did what I thought was an incred-
ibly creative lesson, but it wasn’t a Standard Oral 
Lesson so they failed him. 

I went back to him and the other trainees af-
ter the inspection and I said, “I’m sorry this has 
happened. Something hadn’t gotten across in the 
message I was trying to communicate to you all. 
I never said on your inspection boards not to do 
the Standard Oral Lesson. What I was trying to 
help you realize was the Standard Oral Lesson was 
not the end all. And that once you become your 
own teacher in your own classroom . . . yes, you 
will do the Standard Oral Lesson and yes, you will 
especially do that when the inspector comes to look 
at you. But on the other days you can do some of  
these other things. And you can stop and evaluate 
what effect it has for yourself; not because I said to 
do it but because you decided to try it and you saw 
what the effect was. And then maybe you changed 
it again and saw what the next effect would be.” 

And all of  that came from Fanselow. ❞

MichAel: If  not an educator, what other profession do 
imagine John might also have found joy and success in?

along, as best I could, to . . . especially to some of  
the teachers I’ve worked with. It’s not always as 
easy to do with language per se.

I’m thinking of  . . . let me give you an example. 
I had a student early on, an Ivorian student who 
had suffered some horrible childhood malady that 
left him with . . . his nose was just a crater in his 
face. I don’t know what caused it, but he obviously 
had not been able to get treatment, and whatever 
attacked him had taken his nose. So he wasn’t the 
most attractive guy to look at, but he was one of  
the best teachers in training that I had ever worked 
with because he understood almost instinctively, 
as I had, when I worked with John, what FOCUS 
was trying to get at and he tried to apply it in his 
day to day teaching in the classroom as a trainee. I 
thought, as a result of  that, I saw him growing more 
as a teacher than most of  the other people who had 
really been conditioned by a system of  education 
here that’s largely based on rote learning. And they 
were given a model that was called the Standard 
Oral Lesson, the lesson I alluded to earlier. 

The Peace Corps had trained us “this is what 
the government says you have to do,” you know, 
“teach vocabulary, then teach grammar, then do 
a reading passage, and ask questions blah, blah, 
blah.” 

That was the way they wanted us to train teach-
ers so when I became coordinator of  a junior high 
level training program . . . you know, I recognized 
the politics of  it . . .. I taught the Standard Oral 
Lesson to my trainees, but on the side I did some 
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❝ I think he would have made a very, very good ther-
apist. He’s one of  the most patient people that I’ve 
ever met. But he’s also one of  the most observant. 
And yet he’s not judgmental, and he’s able to ob-
serve and make notes — mental or otherwise — 
using a system that gives consistency to his obser-
vations. And then he’s able to translate those notes 
back into observations . . . but nonjudgmental ob-
servations . . . which is what therapy is all about. A 
good therapist does that. So I think he would have 
found as much satisfaction in that profession, as he 
obviously has found in education.

That said . . .  I don’t think he would . . . you 
know, part of  what has energized John in his life 
— and it has me and probably you — is living in 
different cultures. Given that, if  he had wanted to 
be a therapist and also be able to go to all of  these 
different places in this global village that he’s been 
to and worked in that might have been a problem 
because he might not have necessarily been able to 
do the therapy in that other language. ❞
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1962 to 1963

Uyo — the Center of My Universe

On the 18th of  January, 1962, just six months after I re-
ceived my invitation to go to Harvard to participate in a 
Peace Corps training program for teaching in Nigeria, I 
arrived at my post. 

My group of  trainees had six weeks of  training at 
Harvard University, two weeks leave at home, four more 
months of  training at University College Ibadan (UCI) 
and a two-week trip to see northern Nigeria.

My Posting
During our training at UCI, we were asked to indicate the 
type of  posting we would like: small village, big city, in the 
north, east, west, south, on a campus or in the community. 
The only criterion I listed was that I wanted to be able to 
attend mass.

Fortunately, I had practice-taught during my college 
years, and I hoped to be assigned to one of  the Govern-
ment Teacher Training Colleges (GTTC), all of  which re-
quired that their students be capable of  supervising prac-
tice teachers for four weeks per term.

↔
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Arriving at the Compound
The taxi driver removed my suitcase from the trunk, set it 
next to the entrance of  the compound, and drove off. 

Just then, as I was about to pick up my suitcase, a light 
-green Volkswagen pulled up next to me. In the seat next 
to the driver, I saw a white woman in a nun’s habit. She 
said, “Welcome to Uyo. I am the principal of  the Catholic 
girl’s college, Cornelia Connelly College (CCC) across the 
ravine from this college.” She said that there were three 
Catholic women teaching there as members of  a Catholic 
volunteer teaching organization. I later learned that this 
organization preceded the Peace Corps by many years.

I asked her whether mass was offered there. She said 
that it was. Because of  my question she assumed I was 
Catholic, and she said she would ask the priest, who usual-
ly said mass, to pick me up on the following Sunday.

I walked from the main gate to the largest building on 
the campus. It turned out to house the Assembly Hall, the 
principal’s office, and the college clerk’s office. The princi-
pal was expecting me, and asked the clerk to walk me to my 
house that was about one hundred steps away.

Assembly Hall with principal’s office on the right

I was posted to the GTTC in Uyo, located in south central 
Nigeria, a town that had a Catholic church.

Perfect!

Getting to Uyo
Uyo was about four hundred 
and ten miles southeast of  
Ibadan. The first leg of  the 
trip was two hundred sev-
enty miles from Ibadan to 
Onitsha, where the River Ni-
ger divided the south of  the 
country. 

I took a bus from Ibadan 
to Onitsha where we crossed 
the Niger. 

Because the bus made 
many stops and the road was 
crowded, it took about eight 
hours. I was tired when I arrived there, so I decided to take 
a taxi for the next one hundred and forty miles. 

Arriving at Uyo and GTTC
The agreement between the Ministries of  Education and 
the Peace Corps was that the living costs for PCVs would 
be covered by the US Government and that the Nigerian 
government would provide housing.

My request for a post where I could attend mass had 
been fulfilled, though I was amazed that I would learn 
where I would attend mass before I had set foot in the com-
pound where I would spend the next eighteen months of  
my life in Uyo. 

Bus driving onto a ferry to cross the 
River Niger
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able to sleep in the bed I would sleep in for the next eigh-
teen months my first night at GTTC.

There was no food or drink available that first eve-
ning, so the principal invited me to supper. It was the first 
and only time that I had a meal in a staff members home. 
There were six other members of  the senior staff, which 
meant they had degrees. They never had meals with each 
other either, so I was not offended.

Okon did not know how to cook many things, but any-
thing I showed him once, he did perfectly every time. Ditto 
with how he ironed my clothes after washing them by hand 
and hanging them to dry in the air, because some insects 
laid eggs in the clothes that turned into worms. This was a 
tedious task because he had to use a charcoal iron. 

Mass on Sunday
When the priest who said mass at CCC did not have time 
to pick me up, I walked to the church that was at a round-
about about half  a mile from my compound. 

Later, when I was assigned a car by the Peace Corps, 
my principal asked me if  I could drive the practice teach-
ers to their schools each day, so I was able to do that as well 
as drive to CCC for mass and breakfast. 

I was touched by the parishioner’s piety as they sang 
and said parts of  the mass, so I always arose early for the 
first mass of  the day.

In the early ’60s, the mass was still said in Latin, with 
everyone from the community reciting the prayers in Lat-
in. I was reminded when I arrived in Somalia that recit-
ing the Koran in Arabic did not always mean they knew 
the meaning of  everything that came out of  their mouths. 
They had memorized verses and repeated them. One of  

My house was what had been a resthouse where visitors 
to the college could be put up for short stays as they gave 
workshops, supervised examinations or needed a place to 
spend a night as they travelled from one school to another.

Settling in
After the clerk walked me to the resthouse I began unpack-
ing my suitcase. A teacher who lived next door, whom I 
later found out had his degree in literature from Oregon 
State, visited me. He said that I would need a cook-stew-
ard to shop, cook, do my laundry and clean the house. In 
training, we had been told we would each have a servant, 
which we found different from our imagined vision of  the 
life of  a Volunteer. 

At any rate he said that his cook-steward had a younger 
brother who would be an excellent choice.

I asked him to invite the man for an interview. 
Five minutes later the younger brother was in front of  

me. His name was Okon Willie Uboh. He was very sharp. 
He had to drop out of  primary school after six years be-
cause his parents could not afford the tuition for college. 

 I hired him on the spot, and it was a good decision. We 
agreed that he would come the next day to move in, and 
then take me to the bank and market.  

There were four rooms adjacent to the resthouse. The 
night guard, Anthony, lived in three of  them with his wife 
and two children. Okon would live in the fourth one. The 
amount of  space in the four rooms was equivalent to the 
size of  my bedroom and living room. So five people lived 
in the same space as I did.

In my rooms one of  the beds had been made, and mos-
quito net was in place, and towels were laid out, so I was 
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the one roundabout in town. To the left and right of  the 
roundabout two smaller roads ran to smaller villages. The 
road signs at the roundabout had the names of  the main 
cities as well as the small villages near Uyo.

In 1962, fifteen hundred people lived in Uyo, mostly 
in the palm oil groves surrounding the town. Men climbed 
up the trees to harvest the palm nuts, and there were small 
processing centers within the forest where the palm oil nuts 
were pressed to extract the oil. 

I mention the population because today 1,200,000 live 
in Uyo! A university teaching hospital stands on the site of  
GTTC where I had taught, and there are four lane divided 
highways and overpasses. A far cry from one round-about 
I saw during that first walk.

 The name of  the bank was “Barclays: DCO.” The 
DCO I discovered stood for Dominion, Commonwealth, 
Overseas. It was half  a mile down the main road from the 
college. I opened a bank account there where the Peace 
Corps could send my stipend, and I could withdraw money 
and write checks for expenses outside of  Uyo. 

Remember that this was only the second year of  inde-
pendence for Nigeria, and the manager of  the bank was 
still British. When I got in line to ask to open an account, 
one of  the clerks asked me to come to the front of  the line  
— in front of  half  a dozen Nigerians who had been wait-
ing in line for ten or fifteen minutes. Though they seemed 
to accept my moving to the head of  the line, I could not. I 
was horrified. 

When I was ushered into the manager’s office in ad-
dition to opening an account, I said that I was too busy 
teaching during the day to be coming to the bank, and 
would like to set up a procedure so my cook-steward could 

the reasons that they memorized them was some of  them 
were illiterate, so this was one way that they could produce, 
through memorization, and feel a part of  the community. 

Having said this, there were some catechists in Uyo who 
before and after mass met with parishioners and translated 
the Latin prayers into Efik, the main local language.

My First Foray into Uyo
When I woke up the next morning, I heard water being 
poured in the bathtub. It turned out that Anthony, who 
as I said was the night watchman, was also responsible for 
taking care of  guests. One of  the tasks was to prepare a hot 
bath for all visitors to the resthouse. So, for the first time in 
years, I took a hot bath.

After I took my bath and dressed, Okon arrived and 
moved in, and I ate a banana that he had bought for me. 

Okon and I then walked along the main road, which 
ran in front of  the college compound to the bank, the 
market and a store owned by an Indian family that sold 
imported foods. As we walked, I began to get the lay of  
the land. The main road ran past the college and through 

Cornelia Connelly College Chapel is the building right of  center 
with the unpainted roof
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have to make more than one fire a day. Having just one hot 
meal a day was fine.

I stopped at the principal’s office one day to ask him if  
he could have a shower head installed in the room where 
the bathtub and sink were. I told him that I was not in the 
habit of  taking a bath. 

 No problem. 
It also meant that Okon would not have to start a fire 

every morning to heat the bath water. 
There was no easy way to install a pipe so that the 

shower head could be installed above the bathtub. It had 
to be installed next to the sink. The distance between the 
wall where the shower head could be installed, and the low 
barrier that had to be built to stop the water from going all 
over the floor was three feet. This meant that the barrier 
was located in front of  the sink. 

So, for the next eighteen months, I straddled the re-
taining wall between my legs when I stood in front of  the 
wash basin to shave. 

This was not a problem, but I always found it amusing.

My Jeep
Okon usually walked to the market, but one Saturday he 
asked me if  we could drive to visit the market together. 

One Saturday a cyclist pushed his bicycle in front of  
the Jeep as we were passing so that it would hit him. In 
other words, he staged an accident. 

I was going very slowly because the road, as always, 
was packed with walkers and cyclists. He was in the lane 
to my left and there was no reason for him to move over 
in front of  the jeep except if  he wanted to pretend I drove 
into him and maybe he could get some compensation. 

withdraw money. The manager said that was fine. On the 
spot I introduced him to Okon. He signed the signature 
card so that when he came he could sign for a withdraw 
cash.

I did not return to the bank until the week before I 
left Nigeria when I closed the account, and bought some 
traveler’s checks for my trip home. The manager was then 
Nigerian. When I stood in line — “queued up” — no clerk 
asked me to move to the front of  the line. I felt very re-
lieved.

In the market we bought bananas, onions, tomatoes, po-
tatoes, eggs, carrots and a couple of  pieces of  meat. In 
the “cold store” — so called because it had a freezer and 
refrigerator to store imported food — we bought pow-
dered milk, tea, butter, pasta, rice, Spam, ketchup, oatmeal 
and cornflakes, raisins, sugar, flour, baking powder — I 
was thinking ahead to making cookies and banana bread 
— frozen lamb chops, a tinned ham, bread and cans of  
cheese, detergent for washing clothes and bars of  soap to 
wash with. The tinned goods and cereal I bought thinking 
that I could prepare breakfast and lunch myself  with no 
need for a hot meal.

Making a hot meal of  course required Okon to make 
a fire in the stove. This was necessary to boil water once a 
day, but not to prepare meals during the day. He put hot 
water in a thermos so I could have hot tea in the morning 
during the big rains when it was quite cold.

After we unpacked the groceries, I asked Okon to start 
a fire to boil water. I drank only boiled water that had also 
been filtered. From the next day on, he boiled the water in 
the evening when he made supper. I did not want him to 
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My Home
There were just a few household supplies and furnishings 
in the house — dishes, kitchen utensils, linens — so, several 
days after I settled in, the principal had the college driv-
er take me and Okon to Port Harcourt, a two-hour drive 
west, to buy these items. I also bought a battery-operated 
record player, and some pots and pans. On the way back, 
we stopped at a place along the road that sold wicker fur-
niture. I bought a lounge chair, and a wood sitting chair. 
Later I also bought some hand carved masks that were well 
known in the region.

During training, many of  us trainees thought we might 
be living in rather unattractive houses or apartments. For-
tunately that was not in my case. I found the school’s rest-
house to be OK, and by spending just a few pounds for a 
straw rug, masks and wicker furniture I made it very at-
tractive. Actually it was much more than OK . . . and also 
comfortable.

Boys and carsAt any rate, there were a lot of  witnesses, and a few of  
them said they would like to come with Okon and me to 
the police station which, was just a few hundred yards fur-
ther along the road, to act as witnesses. They climbed into 
the jeep, and we went to the police station together. Okon 
gave our side of  the story to the policemen after the cyclist 
gave his account. The witnesses said they did not know me. 
They said the cyclist deliberately turned his cycle into the 
Jeep. The police wrote on the report something like “case 
dismissed.”

I thought that it was rather sad that people were so  
desperate for money that they had to do things like that to 
survive. So, this is a very sad memory. 

The children of  school staff who lived on the compound 
loved the Jeep. Every few days they asked if  they could 
wash it. They enjoyed washing it a great deal. But some-
times I “dashed” — gave — them a shilling since I felt that 
their washing it WAS for the delight it brought them, AND 
I was not exploiting them.

The main road through Uyo. Note the Shell sign next to the petrol station where  
John had an accident while driving his Peace Corps Jeep.



278 279

they were about three feet high each. She had they 
made to her specifications as Nigerians did not 
traditionally make them that big. After her Peace 
Corps service she lived in Washington, DC. and 
when I visited her we always had a big laugh about 
them on the wall in her living room. 

When she died, a person was hired to appraise 
items in her house for an estate sale, and an ap-
praiser put a note next to them, “Hand made in 
Indonesia.”

The house had a front veranda, and I usually ate at a win-
dow looking out at it. The door to my left led to a bedroom 
with two beds and a wardrobe for clothes. There was an 
electric bulb in my wardrobe. When the college generator 
was on the light was left on in the wardrobe to help control 
the mold that grew on my clothes.

In the bedroom the bed had a mosquito net frame  
and there was wire on the windows to prevent entry.

Since not all the items might be familiar to you, here is 
a tour. The lantern on the stand in the corner was a kero-
sene one with a mantle that burned quite brightly. You can 
see the lower end of  a fluorescent tube next to the black 
mask and two black round light switches. We had electrici-
ty from the college generator for 3 hours every night. At all 
other times, I used the kerosene lantern.

 The black mask above me, the light mask on the shelf  
in the lantern stand, the light wood mask on the wall past 
the black door frame, and the wicker orange table under 
the window I bought in a market twenty miles up the road 
from Uyo which was famous for its carvings. They were 
not expensive, the equivalent of  a few dollars at the most. 

A note . . . A fellow volunteer bought half-a-dozen 
masks of  the type on the lantern stand shelf, but 

The living room in the resthouse
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hot meal a day. Okon boiled water as he cooked because I 
drank only boiled water. He put the boiled water in a water 
filter when it cooled and was purified a bit more.

In the picture at left the veranda is at the far end of  the 
house. The first doorway on the left is where to enter the 
room where the refrigerator, water filter and cabinet for 
dishes and cutlery were kept. You can see 5 shutters, one 
on the left of  that doorway and four to the right which 
were for the bedroom. There was glass only in the windows 
in the living room, and in addition to the shutters, there 
was thick wire mesh on the bedroom windows so that no 
one could crawl in. 

In spite of  these cautions, a burglar once broke the lock 
on the doorway to the refrigerator area, walked into my 
bedroom, and took money from my wallet. I rarely kept 
more than the equivalent of  a few dollars, so he did not 
gain much for his effort. 

Two of  the staff were robbed the same night. I slept 
through the robbery and only learned about it from the 
others. I had not hear anyone or notice anything missing 
until they told me to check. 

A note . . . When I was visiting a fellow volunteer 
in Enugu, the capital of  the Eastern Region, 140 
miles from Uyo, he and I were robbed while we 
were taking a nap. We had hung our trousers on 
the bed frame for the mosquito net, and the crafty 
robber had a long stick with a pincher on it like 
old people have to pick up things they drop on the 
floor. He pinched our wallets, took out the bank 
notes and put the wallets back in our pockets.

 There was a small room to the left of  the passage from 
my bedroom to house a refrigerator, a cabinet for dishes 
and cutlery and a water filter. The room for the refriger-
ator was off to one side with a door on it. The door was 
necessary because the refrigerator was cooled by kerosene 
which of  course where it burns produces carbon dioxide, 
sulfur dioxide, nitrogen dioxide, carbon monoxide and 
other gases. Though I have read how kerosene refrigera-
tors work many times, I am still mystified and amazed at 
how they work.

A kerosene refrigerator was necessary because electric-
ity from the college generator produced electricity for only 
three hours per day, in the late evening. 

 There was a one-room kitchen between the house and 
an exterior garage. In contained a wood stove and a table 
for preparing food. Since starting a fire took some time, 
and of  course produced a lot of  smoke, I only had one 

Oken and I are standing outside the rest house. We are wearing what was called a 
wrapper — a long piece of  cloth wound around the waist and tied in a knot. The Nige-

rians pronounced this garment rappa. At any rate, they were very convenient  
and cooler than either shorts or trousers. 
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few cents which, was not very much to me but was a lot to 
the market women. The open market was a joyful place.

Big Market Day

Small Market Day

Along with the department store in Port Harcourt where 
I bought my dishes, pots and pans, and battery-operated 

Big Market Days and Small Market Days
 There were big market days and small market days. Okon 
usually went on small market days because there were very 
few people so he could do his shopping  in thirty minutes. 
On a big market day, it would take at least twice as long. 

Sometimes after a club meeting, members of  the club 
walked into town to stroll around the market, and they in-
vited me to join them. I did. I was amazed at the variety of  
goods other than food that was there. Sandals, gloves, all 
manner of  hats, jackets, flashlights of  all sizes, and loads of  
used clothing.

There were also metal and wood shops. I found these 
because my typewriter had been damaged in transit from 
Chicago. The frame was cracked and I wondered whether 
if  it could be repaired. The person in the market assured 
me that it could. Okon picked it up a few days later and it 
was as good as new.

The market was more than just a place for shopping for 
food to take home. You could buy snacks. My favorite was 
plantain fired in palm oil. Music was blaring, the market 
women wore bright printed clothing, and shouted out in-
vitations to look at their wares. Some people were dancing 
to the music. 

Sometimes I bought bananas or other fruit, not because 
I needed anything, but I enjoyed the custom of  bargaining. 
However, had I needed to go every day and bargain I prob-
ably would have found it tiresome. 

Every few weeks I did find it refreshing to go to the 
market though. Bargaining for a price was like playing a 
game. The market women were so gleeful when we final-
ly agreed at a price. The difference between their starting 
price and the final buying price was only equivalent to a 
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I had no interest in sports, I enjoyed watching them en-
joy themselves, laughing, shouting and falling down and 
bouncing back up as if  they had springs on their feet. 

The way the students relished learning has been an in-
spiration to me during the decades since I saw how intense-
ly they read and wrote during study hall and in the library.

During training, we had many discussions of  so-called 
culture shock . . . none about the inspiration we would ex-
perience. 

Not Prepared for . . . the Weather
There was no mention about the weather in training, but 
in my experience the weather had a greater effect on my 
mood than different scents, gestures, food and customs.

Uyo was in a rain forest. That means that we had what 
was called “big rains” from June to October. We had from 
two to eight inches of  rain every day. In the “small rains” 
in April and November we had half  an inch to two inches. 
Even in the dry season from December to March we had 
rain now and then. The temperature ranged between 69° 
and 87° F throughout the year. Said in less technical terms, 
the weather was oppressive the year around. 

Not Prepared for . . . the Mosquitoes and the Sand 
Flies
Getting used to mosquitoes and sand flies required even 
more of  an unprepared for adjustment. Using my mosqui-
to net while in bed, wearing long trousers when outside, 
burning mosquito coils and wearing insect repellent when 
in the living room all helped except for the smoke from the 
burning mosquito coils. It was very, very unpleasant. Hav-
ing said this, I often though of  not only the students, but 

record player, the market was the 1962 Uyo version of  
Amazon.

The Center of My Universe
It probably seems strange to you reading this that I consid-
er a town with 15,000 people with only one roundabout, 
and one major road running through it the center of  my 
universe. But for the eighteen months I lived there it was 
my universe. The staff, fellow teachers and students were 
the center of  my attention on campus. The few people in 
the town I interacted with were also the center of  my at-
tention when I was enjoying the music, the shouting, the 
bargaining, the dancing. When I went to the market, I was 
focused on the people there, not on my life in Chicago. 
When I taught, I was focused on the students, not my prac-
tice teaching in DeKalb, Illinois at Northern Illinois Uni-
versity.

Living in a place that on the surface was so different 
from any other place I had lived, and teaching and work-
ing with people whose background was on the surface so 
different was, in fact, very, very refreshing. I think I realized 
more that what we have in common is so much richer than 
what we do not have in common.

In the market I enjoyed taking in sounds, scents, move-
ments, colors of  the clothes, the bicycle taxis, the carts filled 
with produce, the snacks, the laughing, the bargaining. 

On campus I enjoyed the students in their gleaming 
white shorts and shirts during the week, and in their tradi-
tional clothes on the weekend and on nights when they did 
ballroom dancing in shirts and ties. I enjoyed them walking 
like soldiers during class hours, and walking informally af-
ter classes ended. They loved soccer and track, and though 
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could be raised for inter collegiate sports events, and on 
national holidays.

A little later a flag pole arrived one afternoon after 
class, and I was at home. The college clerk came to my 
house and knocked on the door. I went to the door to meet 
him, and he handed me a note with the letters OHMS — 
On Her Majesty’s Service — or more to the point: “You 
are wanted by the principal.” 

the millions of  people in the world who did not have the 
benefit of  nets, repellent, or coils. 

In spite of  using mosquito coils and insect repellent 
and taking chloroquine, and an anti-malarial prophylactic 
every Sunday, I got malaria once. Fortunately I got it only 
once. I have never had such an intense headache in my life. 
I did not suffer from other possible symptoms such as chills, 
severe sweating, and shaking. The treatment was easy, tak-
ing a few chloroquine tablets ever 4 hours for 3 days. 

I did not have any long term effects. 
The only downside was that when I donated blood it 

could be used only as plasma, and after a decade or so of  
donating blood, my blood was no longer accepted even just 
to be used as plasma.

Not Prepared for . . . Fungus
I had arrived in Nigeria during the dry season and had no 
initial problem with fungus, but when the big rains started 
in June, I had contacted fungus on my feet. I asked a doctor 
to prescribe some ointment. He said ointment would have 
no effect. He said I should wear sandals. Sandals did the 
trick.

Johnny on the Spot
Any time I had my meal on the veranda, I would always 
notice a pole nearby just to the left of  a palm tree, and when 
I did, my mind flashed back to a day six months after I had 
been living at GTTC. 

At the end of  my first term, the principal was trans-
ferred to be the principal of  a larger college, and the new 
principal decided to have a flag pole in front of  the assem-
bly hall adjacent to the playing field so the Nigerian flag 

When I entered the principal’s office, he said he would 
like me to supervise the ground crew to erect the flag pole 
that he pointed to lying on the ground. 

Fortunately, during my college summer job I had in-
stalled some metal fence poles, so I knew what to do. We 
had dug three-foot-deep round holes, put the fence poles in 
and poured in concrete.

So I instructed the two grounds keepers to dig a hole three 
feet deep and three feet in diameter. We put the pole in the 
center, tied some pieces of  lumber at an angle to brace the 
flag pole in position, and they filled the hole with concrete. 

As the concrete was drying, I instructed them to make a 
two-foot-high wooden frame three-feet in diameter. When 

Before
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Okon’s Many Responsibilities
There was of  course no job description for what Okon and 
others who worked for the staff were called: Cook steward. 
Obviously, cooking was a key responsibility. But how many 
meals and how many days a week was not specified.

In my case, I decided to have a cold breakfast and lunch 
since making a fire in the wood stove to make a warm meal 
took not only a long time, but produced a lot of  emissions. 
So I told Okon he had to make only one hot meal a day, 
five days a week. 

Ever Friday, though, I had three students in the class 
that I was form master of  — home room teacher — over 
for dinner. Cooking for four one day a week was equivalent 
of  cooking for one person four days a week. I taught Okon 
how to make banana bread and oatmeal and peanut butter 
cookies. Every week he made at least one of  these snacks.

Walking to the market to buy food took more than an 
hour. Rinsing the food took a lot of  time. There was only 
one small faucet in the kitchen so the rinsing was a slow 
process. Ditto washing dishes.

 Over time, Okon started his day by opening the win-
dows, doors and shutters in the rest house. During the big 
rainy season, he opened the windows just a few inches and 
did not open the doors or shutters at all because the rain 
would pour in. He did the opposite every night. I say every 
night even though he worked technically only six days a 
week.

 He set the table for each meal and removed the dishes 
after each meal. This might seem odd since it would be 
easy for me to bring a plate and cup to the table for break-
fast and lunch, but it saved me at least half  an hour per 
day. And I was very busy preparing classes, marking papers 

My view from my veranda during the Big Rains, and the pole that always reminded 
me of  the flag pole I helped erect in front of  the Assembly Hall.

the concrete dried, they erected a circular frame on top of  
it. They poured in more concrete to form a raised border. 
Later they put a layer of  mortar on the top surface of  the 
concrete so that it was smooth.

After that, I would get an occasional “You are wanted 
by the principal” note to deal with some mechanical or 
plumbing problem. One time the showers did not work in 
one dorm. Again, it was fortunate that I had done some 
plumbing as well during my college summer jobs. 

I could not have foreseen that I would make use of  
these skills in my Uyo universe.

After
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A note . . . Sometimes on Sundays after mass, 
Okon and I went for walks. This is a photograph I 
took on one such walk in the forest near our com-
pound. Though the boy sitting in the tree lived in 
a small hut in the background on the right, and 
surely endured mosquitoes, in this shot he seems to 
be in paradise. Strange, our ideas of  what is idyllic.

“The thinker” of  Uyo

and spending time with students 
in the clubs I was in charge of: 
dance, drama and library. Every 
other week I also had to inspect 
the four dorms with another 
member of  the staff.

Okon did the laundry every 
other day. This was time con-
suming not only because he had 
to do it by hand, but also because 
he had to iron everything with a 
charcoal iron that took some time 
to get going. In the big rainy sea-
son, he had to iron the clothes, 
sheets and towels not only to kill 
the insects that might enter my skin and grow worms, but 
to dry the items. The humidity was so high that fabric did 
not dry on its own.

 In the market and at the cold store, Okon had to buy 
food for me and himself. He often bought food for An-
thony and his family as well. And sometimes he prepared 
meals with Anthony’s wife when they all ate together. Of  
course, he had to wash the pots and pans and plates and 
utensils as well.

 If  he went to the bank to get money when he was in 
town, it took more time.

 Okon also  cut the grass with a machete which was 
time consuming as well as very tiring. He swept the floors 
in the rest house and on the veranda. He made up pow-
dered milk every other day, and stored it in a plastic con-
tainer with a spout in the fridge. He refilled the kerosene 
tank in the fridge so that it continued to stay cool.

Okon on a day off.  
He often joined with the students  

at the dance club

One Sunday, after mass, Okon and I walked to a nearby 
village where I met some of  my Peace Corps friends.

I saw the large cooking pot in the photograph below. 
As you can see, I am sitting in it, and the man on the right 
is holding a long paddle pretending he is stirring. There is 
one boy on the left holding a spoon and another holding a 
knife for carving.

After six months of  training, much of  it devoted to cul-
tural sensitivity, I engaged in what we thought of, at the 
moment, as a spoof. It was meant as a humorous imitation 
of  a typical scene in jungle movies. 
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A note . . . The woman behind on my right in the 
photo opposite, Anne, was one of  the teachers at 
CCC, and was from Rye, New York. When I re-
turned to New York she invited me to her family 
home on a Saturday night for dinner and asked me 
to sleep over so that we could go to mass together 
and share breakfast just as we had in Uyo. 
 As fate would have it, the night I arrived was 
the date when Anne’s older brother had been killed 
in Vietnam, his name, like mine, was John. Her 
mother in particular had that date seared in her 
memory, and I sat in the same chair that her son 
used to occupy.

↔

Well outrageous, insensitive and insulting as this action 
was, it did have one positive effect. I have used this picture 
in almost every class I’ve taught throughout the years to re-
mind people of  how our experiences and background have 
a lot of  control over how we act if  we just engage in activ-
ities without thinking. Many in my classes have shared ex-
amples of  outrageous, insensitive and insulting things they 
did. Over time, I hope that at least a few people stopped 
from doing something like the pot spoof  as a result of  this 
photo and the discussions around it.

Our insensitivity

 Of  course I did not know what the photo looked like 
until I had it developed and printed. Seeing the photo as 
you are seeing it made the activity even more outrageous 
and disgusting.
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1962 and 1971

Hurdles in Uyo and Hurdles in New York

One of  my responsibilities at the teacher training college I 
was at in Uyo, Nigeria as a Peace Corps Volunteer was to 
be the advisor for the track team in spite of  the fact that I 
knew nothing about track. Having said that, the rules for 
track are probably the simplest of  any sport. Had I been 
told to advise the soccer team, I would have been at a com-
plete loss.

↔

The right way

At my first meeting with the track team, students were 
lining up the hurdles on the college track, and I noticed 
that the students were setting up the hurdles so that the 
long white bases shown in the photograph were not facing 
the runners as they are above. The students had turned 
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German and French. I wrote a request to substitute French 
for German, since at the time I was working with teachers 
from French speaking Africa during summer breaks. My 
request was approved.

I bought a French Missal and read it during mass every 
Sunday. Since I knew most of  the readings and prayers in 
English, I could understand what I was reading with very 
little use of  a dictionary. I also hired a tutor, whom I met 
with for two hours each week. 

After six months, I sat for the examination in French, it 
was a reading test only. If  I had to say more than Bon jour 
in French, I would have failed. But I passed the reading 
exam.

For a second language, because I had majored in Span-
ish as an undergraduate, passing the reading test in Span-
ish was not a problem. 

Incidentally, the reading tests contained no passages re-
lated to the teaching and learning of  languages, which was 
my field. No excerpts from teaching journals in French or 
Spanish.

Ironically, since having passed both the Spanish and 
French reading exams, I have not read one article relat-
ed to language teaching in either language nor even any 
newspapers or magazines in my entire life. 

The language requirement delayed the completion of  
my degree by around 9 months. And it had nothing to do 
with what I was going to subsequently do and in fact did.

Education — Grade School, High School, College
Students in schools in the United States have to take and 
get certain scores on English and math tests in elementary 
school through college. 

the hurdles around so that the long white bases were not 
facing the runners. Though ignorant as I was about track, 
I realized that if  the long bases were not facing the runners, 
when they missed the top of  the hurdle, it would not tip 
over away from them, but cause them to fall and be injured.

I told them it would be safer to turn the hurdles around 
so that if  a runner kicks the hurdle forward or in some 
other way fails to jump over the hurdle, it would fall down. 
The way they were then set up, because the long bas-
es were facing the runners, the runner would be likely to 
break a bone. They said that they would then have to pick 
the hurdles up each time one was knocked down. However, 
from then on, they followed the convention of  having the 
hurdles set up so if  they were hit by a runner’s foot, they 
would fall forward.

In my professional life, I have always pointed out that 
outsiders — for example a person ignorant of  track like 
me — can often notice things insiders — students who par-
ticipated in many track events — cannot. They might have 
been thinking of  the races they had been in that did not 
involve the hurdles, or the fact that if  the bases were facing 
the runners they would less likely be knocked down. Who 
knows? 

I also remind teachers all the time that small changes 
can have very large impacts. If  the long base is not facing 
away, the runner will just knock the hurdle down and keep 
running.

Education  — Ph.D.
When I was working on my Ph.D. at Columbia University, 
Teachers College in the late sixties, students were required 
to pass examinations in two foreign languages, usually 
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The math tests test math that has no practical value. 
There are no items dealing with interest rates on credit 
cards, bank fees, life insurance premiums, savings and in-
vestments — all of  which few people understand. Rather, 
the math tests deal with geometry and other areas of  math 
almost no one ever uses in their lives.

Few of  the English reading tests contain fiction, let alone 
popular songs that many students of  all languages know 
well. As a result, there is some backwash effect on teachers. 
They only use the type of  readings that are similar to pas-
sages on the tests — no songs, no poems, no stories. 

There are no tests about movement, drawing or paint-
ing, basic accounting, musical appreciation or production, 
sensitivity to other people, health and nutrition, to mention 
just a few of  the crucial areas which enable people to live 
productive and fulfilling lives.

I read in The New York Times about a student at a com-
munity college in New York City who had had a number 
of  exhibitions of  his art work in galleries in New York. He 
took the math test at the community college 6 times and 
failed it each time, so he could not receive his diploma for 
his community college studies. 

If  he failed 6 times, we have to ask ourselves not just about 
the student, but also about the lack of  effectiveness of  the 
teaching rather than the ignorance of  the student! And, we 
need to consider if  this requirement is necessary.

As Kurt Vonnegut has written, “So it goes.” Hurdles, 
hurdles everywhere — arbitrary and partly established to 
prove that some groups are inferior to others.

↔
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1962 to 1963

A Guy on the Move at GTTC

Each member of  the teaching staff at GTTC was expected 
to act as a sponsor for at least one club. The principal asked  
for me to work with the ballroom dance club, the drama 
club and the library club. 

The Ballroom Dance Club
He said that the ballroom dance club depended on a few 
old movies from the United States Information Agency 
and the British Council. He thought that I could give the 
students some tips since I was an American. 

As it was, I had in fact taken a non-credit course in 
dance in college. Fortunately, there was no grade because 
had there been one, I would have gotten the lowest possi-
ble. This is a bit ironic because 
my mother and father were very 
skillful dancers. They met at 
the Aragon Ballroom in Chica-
go, and they went dancing fre-
quently after they were married.

↔

The Aragon Ballroom
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practice traditional dancing. And they always wore singlets 
with long clothes that they wrapped around their waists, 
and they sometimes wrapped a piece of  fabric around their 
foreheads, too. But they always wore singlets — undershirts 
in American English. 

I asked them, “Surely before the British came, you 
didn’t wear singlets . . . you just wore your traditional 
cloths?”

They said, “We don’t like to expose our bare bodies.”
I was surprised hearing that because, again, it was a 

traditional thing, though it was not a big issue. In Things 
Fall Apart, no one was wearing singlets. So, to me, it was a 
curious anomaly.

The traditional dance club and the drum club

Though I knew nothing about the traditional dances 
that they did, I found them exhilarating. The beating of  
the drums coordinated with the movements was something 
special to experience. 

I had done some rock-and-roll dancing in high school. 
Though many teenagers became quite skillful at this, I just 
moved around rather wildly. At any rate, the teachers at 
GTTC wanted to do ballroom dancing.

I regret that I did not take any photographs of  the 
dance club. The teachers were “tied up” — their expres-
sion for wearing a shirt and tie. Seeing pairs of  men with 
their arms around each other doing rather intricate dance 
steps which they modeled from the movies they had seen 
was very impressive. They took the dance steps and moves 
very seriously. They enjoyed dancing, but they wanted to 
master dances such as the classics the American Waltz, the 
American Tango, and the American Foxtrot. They were 
not interested in other dances, like the Samba and other 
Latin dances, 

The speaker on the phonograph player we had was not 
great, but they were able to keep the beat with the record-
ings. They played the same dance recording over and over 
until they felt they had mastered the connection between 
their steps and the beats on the recording.

Though supposedly I was there every week to help the 
students, and I did make some suggestions based on my 
understanding of  the moves in the movies, they taught me 
so much: discipline, focus and the joy of  learning and per-
sonal development.

Some of  the teachers from the dance club joined other 
teachers on Saturday nights at one or two of  the dance 
clubs/bars in Uyo. There, they danced just for entertain-
ment, not to master particular dances.

There was also a traditional dance club. They prac-
ticed outside during the day. And a drum club. The drum 
club and the traditional dance club usually met together to 
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plays with different actors. So, at our weekly meetings we 
viewed the same scene over and over, first with one set of  
actors and then with another group. I focused on single 
scenes because there is so much information in a scene that 
most of  it is missed with only one viewing. 

The students would then act out the same scene we 
had viewed over and over with one set of  emotions and 
then change the emotions slightly.

The sponsors of  the drama clubs at different colleges 
in Nigeria organized competitions every few months, and 
the students would all present the same scene. These were 
often held at GTTC because we had the largest assembly 
hall that had a stage. Our club performed one scene of  a 
play every few months at these competitions. The students 
would practice it between the competitions. 
One time the scene was the assassination scene in Julius 
Caesar. I purchased a couple of  balloons, and we put some 
red dye with water in one balloon. We put a pin at the end 
of  a wooden play sword and the balloon under the sheet 
Caesar was wearing as a toga, and when Brutus lunged at 
Caesar, the pin punctured the balloon and the red water 
came through the toga. Perhaps it was a bit too dramatic 
for the audience, seeing as we did not win the competition, 
but the students talked about the scene often and thought 
it was actually quite funny.

The students were very full of  energy and full of  dra-
ma. They loved being dramatic when they spoke, even 
if  they weren’t in a play. This was part of  their tradition. 
When they spoke at meetings in their villages, they were 
like orators in ancient Rome, not that I observed more 
than a few such meetings in a village close to Uyo, nor had 
I ever been in ancient Rome.

The Drama Club
The drama club was actually called the dramatic society. 
But I referred to it as the drama club. 

The Dramatic Society
These were the members when I started to advise the group.

I had never been in a play . . . but, I had seen many. 
And in my college Shakespeare class, the professor showed 
clips of  the same scenes by different actors and also played 
recordings of  the same scene said by different actors.

In the Speech 100 course I took at university, the profes-
sor devoted three weeks to oral interpretation. She would 
assign a poem such as “The Raven” by Edgar Allen Poe, 
tell us to read the first stanza with three different emotions. 
She said that since Poe used the words “weak and weary” 
in the first line, this is one emotion we should exhibit as we 
read it aloud.

I found that doing this had led me to deeper under-
standing and various interpretations of  the passages. 
Therefore I had my students do this, as well.

The British Council and the United States Information 
Service (USIS) both were able to lend me films of  the same 
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Pure Science, 600 Technology, 700 Arts and Recreation, 
800 Literature, 900 History & Geography. 

Each pair of  students selected books in their areas from 
the tables, and put them on the empty tables assigned for 
their subjects. After a few weeks, all the cabinets were emp-
ty and all the tables were full. 

In addition to classifying the books, we threw out many 
because they were in bad condition and others that had no 
relationship to anything the students were reading in any 
of  their classes. 

The students then switched areas of  classification so 
they could doublecheck the original classifications of  the 
books. Most were confirmed. But I remember one that had 
been miss catalogued. The title was The Groundnut Affair. 
It had been classified as “fiction, mystery,” but actually 
it was a description of  an attempt by Russia to develop 
groundnut (peanut) farming in Tanzania using new tech-
niques. 

A note . . . Unfortunately, the new techniques, 
which had worked well in the Soviet Union, did not 
work at all in Tanzania and thousands of  ground-
nut plants died.

The students made signs for each cabinet, shelved the 
books in order using the classifications, and wrote on tape 
that they put on the spine of  each book.

We decided not to develop a library catalog with a 5 by 
8 card for each book. We only had a few hundred books, 
so students could go to the history cabinet or agriculture 
cabinet and easily browse and find out whether there was a 
book that they wanted or not.

The Library Club
We had a library at Government Teacher Training Col-
lege, but it only consisted of  a lot of  books lying on some 
tables and others in cabinets that were locked and full of  
spider webs. It really wasn’t used. 

It was equivalent in size to two classrooms and it had 
very fine tables and chairs. The cabinets were very fine, 
too. So, I told the principal I would be glad to work with 
some students to classify the books and make the library 
a little livelier. As he ap-
proved, I invited some 
of  my students to help 
with this, and quite a 
few were interested — at 
least a dozen. They sug-
gested we make the work 
more official and get ser-
vice credit by forming a 
library club. So, we did. 

The first thing we 
decided to do was clean the library. First, the cobwebs and 
dust were swept away from the ceiling and the books, cab-
inets, tables and chairs. Then the tables were waxed and 
polished, and the windows in the cabinets were washed. 
We cleared out two cabinets and dusted them, along with 
the books that had been on the two tables.

We had also decided to classify the books using the Dewey 
Decimal System, for which we used a handbook that was 
produced for small libraries. Pairs of  students selected sub-
jects they were interested in: 100 Philosophy & Psycholo-
gy, 200 Religion, 300 Social Sciences, 400 Language, 500 

The founding members of  the Library Club
sitting in front of  the library
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The students thought we should make displays in the 
library, so we mounted some bulletin boards. They then 
decided that when a class was studying a specific book and 
it would be doing so for a couple of  months, to make a 
display that focused on that book. 

To illustrate Up from Slavery: An Autobiography by 
Booker T. Washington, for example, they found pictures 
in various magazines of  black colleges in the US, as well 
as pictures of  Booker T. Washington, Frederick Douglass, 
and other people named in the book.

In addition to the displays the students made, we had a 
bulletin board on which we pinned three-by-five cards with 
information on each one, and students could connect them 
to appropriate locations on a map of  Nigeria.

The students changed the information on the cards ev-
ery week.

And then we attached pieces of  yarn to the ceiling 
which held notecards with questions on the front of  the 
card about a book and the answer on the back. 

When you went into the library, you couldn’t help but 
bump into these cards hanging down from the ceiling. It 
was a very active place. So, the Library Club members did 
more than just classify the books. Things were constantly 
being updated, and we finally decided that we wouldn’t call 
the room a library anymore. We called it The Treasury. 

On the door to what was the library, one of  the staff 
members made signs stenciled THE TREASURY. 

When people came for a sports event or drama competi-
tion or whatever, they would always ask, “Gee, what’s ‘The 
Treasury’?” In many towns, the treasury was where money 

We could have, of  course, just put the books with the same 
labels — geography, history, mysteries, math, etc.— in cab-
inets without cataloging them using the Dewey system. But 
using Dewey’s categories helped the students in organizing 
their essays and reports: 

500  Pure Science
510  Mathematics
511  General principles
512  Algebra & number theory
513  Arithmetic
514  Topology
515  Analysis
516  Geometry
900  History & Geography
913  Ancient world
914  Europe
915  Asia
916  Africa
917  North America
918  South America
919  Other areas

Later the students found a large container of  maps and 
posters in a storeroom on campus, and they brought them 
to the library and cataloged those that were in good shape 
and threw away the others.

I had been in the habit of  making displays in my class-
rooms by cutting out pictures from old National Geographic 
magazines, and a magazine that the college subscribed to 
called Pictorial Education. I found some of  these in a cor-
ner of  the library still in the mailing envelopes. Since no 
one else used them, I did.
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The Peace Corps gave each PCV a subscription to The 
New York Times “News Week in Review.” After I read my 
copy, I put it in the library newspaper rack with a few Nige-
rian newspapers. We did not subscribe to any other news-
papers. 

The Peace Corps also gave each PCV a trunk of  
around one-hundred paperback books — dubbed “The 
Footlocker.” The college ordered very few new books, so I 
donated my Footlocker to the library. The books provided 
them with more experience in classifying, and they pro-
vided contemporary reading material to the entire student 
body.

Projects During Vacation Time
As teachers, we PCVs had much more vacation time than 
the one month the Peace Corps allowed us. Therefore, we 
were asked to do something useful during our time off from 
teaching. I proposed renovating the library at a Catholic 
teacher training college five miles away in Abak. The prin-
cipal had visited GTTC both before and after we had ren-
ovated our library, and during one visit to watch a soccer 
game, he asked me whether I could renovate his library. Of  
course, since the principal had asked me to do the project, 
the Peace Corps staff approved my proposal.

I met the principal, Father Mullaly, at his college, St. 
Mary’s, before the vacation to tell him some things that 
could be done before the vacation began, like putting in 
new windows, re-plastering the walls, and buying some fur-
niture and bookshelves, all of  which he had done. 

When I went again, I took a few of  my students with 
me, and we started to teach some of  the students from St. 
Mary’s how classify the books and make displays for the 

was kept. Seeing the word 
on a building in a teacher 
training college aroused 
curiosity. We said, “What 
is in this building is more 
important than what is in 
the usual buildings with 
this sign.” Most people 
got a kick out of  the words 
THE TREASURY on the 
door.

Students were re-
quired to use all books 
inside the library, but as a 
“thank you” staff was able 
to borrow books. Those in 
the library club were re-
named “treasurers” because they were too busy to check 
out books and keep track of  giving notices to students 
whose books were due. 

Re-shelving books, cataloging new ones, and chang-
ing the displays all took time. Later, six students joined the 
original eight, so then there were fourteen treasurers. This 
meant that we could have two on duty seven nights each 
week. Of  course, they could sit and study during part of  
the time. But re-shelving the books took time. 

We had signs reading DO NOT RE-SHELVE not be-
cause the books were too heavy, but because students often 
returned them to the wrong shelf  or the wrong order on 
the shelf. The librarians were much more familiar with the 
classification system, and so were able to put them in the 
right slot most of  the time.

Chatting with a student at the entrance to 
The Treasury
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The Principal at St. Mary’s 
Father Mullaly had an honors degree in English literature 
from a top university in Ireland. He set high standards for 
the teachers at his training college, as did his fellow priest. 

I had a stimulating time living with them as we had 
very engaging conversations not only about literature, but 
also about Vatican II, a conference of  leaders of  the Cath-
olic Church,which had just started.

After I left Nigeria I heard that Father Mullaly was 
transferred to Northern Nigeria during the Biafran War 
because it was so dangerous in the area around Uyo. 

Tragically, all his students at the college where he was 
head in the north, were slaughtered. He returned to Ire-
land a broken man. 

Well, who would not have been? I was less involved 
that he had been, and I was devastated.

The Supper Club
When I started working with the students in the GTTC li-
brary, much of  my time was spent one on one or with pairs 
of  students, and this was the first time that we had the op-
portunity to discuss personal matters, rather than subjects 
and assignments. They were all five to ten years older than 
I was, and I learned how many children they had, where 
they lived, why the they applied to GTTC, what they liked 
to do in their spare time, etc. They had similar questions  
about my personal life. 

All of  us enjoyed this. 
As a result, I asked the principal if  I could invite each 

student for whom I was Form Master (homeroom teacher) 
to join me for dinner on a Friday night. He thought it was 
a fine idea. Calling these dinners with three different stu-

bulletin boards. We also had the students from St. Mary’s 
visit our library so they could see what their library could 
look like.

Because I would be working and staying at St. Mary’s, 
I told Okon that, as I was going to be away for a month, 
he could have the time off. In the event, he just spent a few 
days visiting his family. He liked living at GTTC, but he 
ended up being a bit bored since he did not have much to 
do when I was away.

I spent the month in Abak living with Father Mullaly and 
another priest, and working with the students to fix up 
their library. That was exciting.

1963 — St. Mary’s Teacher Training College library after renovation

On each bulletin board in the St. Mary’s library the 
students pinned pages from Pictorial Education magazines. 
This was how I had used the magazine as well.

Notice the flowers on top of  the reference bookshelf. 
The St. Mary’s students were inspired by the students at 
GTTC who had placed flowers on the tables.
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Being Form Master
Two of  the houses — dormitories — out of  the four on 
campus, each accommodated 35 students, and in addition 
to sponsoring clubs, each member of  the faculty was as-
signed a form (grade),  and a house to be master of.

Our responsibilities as form masters were to be sure 
students were passing their courses. They were all five to 
ten years older than I was and very responsible, so gener-
ally I had nothing to do, but one night one of  my students 
came to the rest house so say that one of  the students was 
emotionally upset, very upset. 

He said that he and his other close friends said we 
should take him to his home. There they would find out 
who the local person was who dealt with emotional prob-
lems and we could take the student to him.

One of  the students from the group, the upset student, 
and I went to the principal, and explained the plan. I asked 
the principal for permission, and he approved. 

Two more close friends joined us and off we went in 
the VW van. It was pouring, and took us more than two 
hours to reach the troubled student’s village. We drove to 
his house and spoke with his wife, and she gave us direc-
tions about where we should go.

We dropped off the student, and drove back to GTTC. 
The student returned a week later by lorry. He seemed 

to have recovered.

Being House Master
As a house master, I was responsible for inspecting one of  
the four houses along with one other teacher. Six of  us 
were assigned to each of  the four houses so in pairs we only 
had to inspect our house every three weeks. 

dents every Friday night at the rest house a “supper club” 
was not exactly accurate, but sometimes they referred to 
our meals together as the “supper club.”

Okon served the same meal every Friday. We ate 
broiled New Zealand lamb chops that he bought at the 
cold store. Okon told the owner that we would need twelve 
chops every week for twelve weeks, which was more than 
he usually had in stock. None of  the students had ever tast-
ed a lamb chop, and eating imported meat was very un-
usual for them.

As for the rest of  each meal, Okon boiled green beans, 
and he mashed yams together with loads of  butter. The 
students had eaten pounded yams frequently, but they had 
them with stew. I showed Okon how to mash them and 
they became more like mashed white potatoes. 

For dessert, Okon made peanut butter cookies. We 
never called them “groundnut” butter cookies. He served 
the cookies with vanilla ice cream and fresh pineapple.

At around six, we started visiting in the living room 
drinking Fanta, a carbonated orange soft drink, and nib-
bling on groundnuts. Supper started at around seven. The 
students had to be back in their dorms by ten.

These Friday evening meals were a very enjoyable and 
engaging end to the week. When I was growing up, Catho-
lics were not supposed to eat meat on Friday, but this prac-
tice changed around the time that I began serving lamb 
chops. 

Little did I know at the time that, thirty-five years later, 
I would be living in New Zealand where I never had to 
worry about a butcher running out of  lamb chops in New 
Zealand.
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↔

matched each offense. Cutting a set area of  grass on the 
campus with a machete was one punishment, and a set 
area was prescribed rather than a period of  time because 
one could swing the machete once a minute or ten times 
a minute. One was much less tiring and hardly a punish-
ment. 

Another penalty was to carry the buckets from the la-
trine to the compost heap next to the vegetable gardens of  
the Rural Science program that teaches how to grow vege-
tables. The students carried the buckets on their heads just 
as they carried bags, books and other objects.

My class was reading Up from Slavery during one term. 
In it Booker T. Washington inspected the dorms at Tuske-
gee. When I went to do the dorm check, I reached up over 
the door frame to check for dust in the event that there was 
dust there. We all laughed thinking of  Booker T. Washing-
ton who also reached in unfamiliar places to check for dust. 
Having said this, the students keep their houses very clean 
as well as tidy.

Two of  the houses — dorms — out of  the four on campus, each housing 35 students

Serving as form and house masters was made easy because 
of  two reasons. One, the students were mature . . . many 
were fathers. And two, because the college had a prefect 
system. 

The most mature and trustworthy students with the 
highest grades were selected as prefects. Their role was to 
model good behavior and ensure that rules were followed.

If  regulations were not followed such as keeping the 
bed well made, dirty clothes stored in laundry bags, stor-
ing food in the dorms, there were lists of  punishments that 
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This is very John! [laughter]
I was so impressed by his honesty because in 

most places they would try to give you a sales pitch 
and try to get you as a student, but he didn’t do 
that. He was looking out for what he thought were 
my best interests based on the economics of  the 
situation — how expensive Teachers College was, 
the comparative salaries, and the fact that I might 
have to work part time as an adjunct for my whole 
life. Maybe his tactic was, “I’ll tell him the truth 
and if  he really has a passion for this he will still 
come.” 

I did, so I decided against his good advice, and 
I applied and was accepted and that’s how I started 
at Teachers College.

Years before that I had started a TESOL pro-
gram at Columbia in New York City [that didn’t 
work out] and I left . . . then maybe 15 years later, I 
decided I would try again, but this time at Teachers 
College. And I’m very glad I did.

I still remember my very first day of  class with 
John, because it was not what I expected, which is 
how it usually works with John. 

TC, at that time, had one-credit skills classes 
. . . courses about reading, listening, listening com-
prehension, writing, and speaking. John was offer-
ing a course in reading skills. The first day we went 
to class and I was expecting his work to talk about 
what it means to teach reading. Instead he passed 
out a copy of  an article from The New York Times 
about chess. It wasn’t a general article about chess, 

Patrick Acquilina
Student of  John in the MA TESOL Program, TC NY, 

Taught in the American Language Program,  
Columbia University

Michael asked: Patrick, when did you first meet John?

❝ I met John in about 1978 maybe, I’m not sure of  
the exact year. 

Years ago I had taught Spanish in junior high 
school on Long Island. Then I got into a couple 
different things. 

I lived in Spain, and then wound up with a job 
in advertising. I found it financially rewarding, but 
not intellectually or emotionally so. Then I thought 
I would go back . . . and ESL was always in my 
mind . . . and so I thought, ‘Let me talk to some-
one.’

I called the TESOL department at TC and 
asked if  I could speak to someone about the pro-
gram, and I made an appointment with John. I 
didn’t know his work, never heard of  him, but any-
way I got there and he asked me what I was doing. 
I told him I was in advertising and he said, “Stay 
there . . . because the chances for a full time posi-
tion in ESL in which you’re going to earn a livable 
salary are very, very slim. You’re making a good 
salary now. My advice would be to just stay there.” 
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oughly. I was very happy with the course, and also 
for being asked to teach it. 

After I started teaching at Columbia, I would 
bump into John in the street because he lived in the 
general area, and we would just chat. He would tell 
me about his new apartment, and the relationship 
went to a more personal level. 

I began teaching at the American Language 
Program at Columbia, and after a couple of  years, 
John asked me and Mary Jerome, who was the co-
ordinator of  the program at the time, if  we would 
co-teach weekend courses at Teachers College. 

The weekend courses  were given Friday eve-
ning, all-day Saturday, and all-day Sunday. Mary 
and I taught academic English, and alternated every 
year teaching grammar. 

I enjoyed those classes thoroughly. 
By this time I had more contact with  John. We 

would bump into each other in the street and start 
talking and chatting.

And then I had a health issue for which I had 
to spend about a week in the hospital, and  John 
totally surprised me.

Even though we met on the street occasionally, 
we never really came together, you know, one-on-
one in a planned social way . . . but every day in 
the afternoon when all my  other hospital visitors 
had left, he’d come and spend an hour or two with 
me. Every day. I was so impressed by this . . . by his 
caring and everything. 

After that we started seeing each other occa-
sionally socially with my partner and his wife . . . 

but  an article that talked about moves, chess moves 
and tactics, and things like that. Well I don’t play 
chess. So I’m reading this, as we all were, and I 
thought, “I have no idea what this is talking about. 
I understand the words, but . . .. ”

So what that led to was a discussion about how 
reading is much, much more than just reading 
more words. Reading involves bringing into what 
we read what we know in life. Context and back-
ground information are important. 

I walked out of  there realizing that John had to-
tally changed on a very basic level my idea of  what 
reading was, and . . . how teaching reading would 
be much more involved that what I had assumed it 
would be . . . sounding out words. 

 During the course, John was always friendly and ac-
cessible, but he was still my professor even though I 
was not young  as I had gone back to school in my 
30s. He was still the professor and I was the stu-
dent. 

Right after I earned my degree, I received a 
phone call from John saying that they were doing a 
course at TC for the international masters and doc-
toral candidates to help them with their English, 
and also with American culture. He was asking me 
and another student who had also just finished at 
TC, a woman named Toby, if  we would teach this 
course together. 

I was shocked when he asked me to teach a 
course so soon after graduating. I felt totally unpre-
pared. But regardless, I did it and enjoyed it thor-
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not his wife at that time . . . that wasn’t until lat-
er. And we developed this relationship in which we 
would talk about professional matters, teaching, 
and everything. 

Now when John comes to New York we see 
quite a bit of  each other. 

So anyway, that’s it in a big nutshell. ❞
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1962 and 1963

Learning Together at GTTC

Teaching Certificates Offered

GTTC, Uyo was one of  the premier teacher training col-
leges in the eastern region of  Nigeria. One reason was that 
it was the only government Teacher Training College in 
the eastern region, so it was able to recruit teachers from 
all over the region. Another was that those who were ad-
mitted did not have to pay tuition. 

They had to agree to teach in government schools for 
a number of  years, but that was more like a reward than 
a burden. Finally, GTTC was a boarding school, so teach-
ers could live on campus. As a result, they could devote 
all their energy to learning with no distractions from their 
family, which would have happened if  they had they lived 
at home while studying.

GTTC offered two teaching certificates: Grade III 
and Grade II. To be admitted to the Grade III certificate, 
teachers had to have completed six years of  primary school 
and three years of  intermediate school, and to have taught 
for a minimum of  two years in primary school, grades 
pre-primary or primary one. 

Most of  the teachers who applied had taught many 
more than two years.

↔
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The images are quite small, but most of  the teachers 
look older than I do. I was, in fact, much younger than 
all but a few of  those I taught in the Grade III Certificate 
classes. Though students could start primary school at six, 
many did not start until they were nine. Add the six years 
in primary school and the three in intermediate school and 
we are at eighteen, and then a minimum of  two years of  
teaching and we are at twenty. Though these students had 

For admission to the Grade II certificate, teachers had 
to have completed six years of  primary school, three years 
of  intermediate school, and one year of  secondary school. 
And they had to have taught for a minimum of  four years 
in primary school, grades one to three.

This information might seem trivial. But I think it 
shows how well organized the educational system in Nige-
ria was. A great deal of  planning went into the setting up 
the requirements for various levels in a country that had 
previously not had an educational system.

Every year, seventy students were admitted to the 
Grade III and the Grade II certificates. So I had two class-
es of  35 students each in my Grade III certificate classes 
and two classes of  35 in my Grade II certificate classes.

Here are the 140 teachers I taught. 

to teach only two years to be admitted, most had taught at 
least five year. So, other than the children of  the staff, all 
of  the teachers I taught had taught two to ten years longer 
than I had.

During practice teaching at Government College 
Ibadan, a couple of  expatriate teachers had this to say 
about the students in one of  the top secondary schools 
in the country. “The students memorize whole pages of  
Shakespeare; they demand notes; they are accustomed to 
oral reading of  them in class; in their examinations they 
retell the story rather than answer the questions. The cul-
tural differences are difficult to overcome; literary terms 
and definitions are not always clear to them; their reading 
is often poor and their ability to manipulate the language 
in examination questions is weak.” 

Then the old hands would add, “But the students are 
eager to learn — or at least get through the examina-
tions.”

After I started teaching in Uyo, I thought that some of  
the students’ practices were coping skills. They memorized 
and demanded notes and retold rather than answered the 
questions because what they were asked to read was above 
their level of  English. Below, I describe activities I used that 
decreased their demand for notes and made memorization 
more meaningful.

I made use of  the fact that examinations propelled 
them to study by giving quizzes and tests regularly. I saw 
their intense focus on studying as proof  of  extreme eager-
ness to learn. Though studying for standardized exams that 
consist only of  multiple-choice items can be detrimental to 
learning, the exams the students took required a great deal 
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which I had heard so much about, of  course, grew as the 
examination approached. But after all, we were preparing 
for an examination that they would not see for almost two 
years! 

Ascent of Everest 
The reason they did not read the assigned pages in The 
Ascent of Everest was the fact that they did not understand 
much of  the technical information about mountain climb-
ing, plus the fact that they really did not see any adventure 
in climbing or any reason for climbing a mountain.

After a few weeks of  class discussion, in which I ex-
plained terms and elicited responses to some of  the prob-
lems of  meaning in the book, some of  the students said 
that they felt I could help them immensely if  I would 
prepare notes for them on each chapter which they could 
memorize out of  class. The old hands had been right on 
this point. 

I told the students that, if  they only wanted notes, I 
could have stayed in the United States and run a correspon-
dence course for them. I told them I wanted them to get 
to a point where they would not need notes, but could dis-
cover meanings on their own. I stressed word-attack skills, 
discovering meanings of  words from context, and finding 
main ideas in chapters and paragraphs so they would not 
only be able to read and know The Ascent of Everest, but 
could read and understand other books on their own by 
applying these skills. 

I did often supply questions to them before I assigned 
chapters for reading, though, so that their reading was of-
ten directed. And I did give them a list of  review questions 
and necessary vocabulary to take home and use as guides 

of  writing, and many of  the multiple-choice items actually 
required thinking rather than memory.

Teaching in the Grade II Teaching Certificate
The Nigerian Education Council decided on the books 
that were to be taught in the literature classes in the Grade 
II Teaching Certificate all over the country. The books on 
the list were: 

The Ascent of Everest by Edmund Hilary, 
Up from Slavery by Booker T. Washington, 
Things Fall Apart by Chinua Achebe, 
The Merchant of Venice by William Shakespeare, 
The Vicar of Wakefield by Oliver Goldsmith, 
Androcles and the Lion (a play) by Bernard Shaw, and 
Adventures into Poetry for African Schools by D. W. Grieve. 

We were to teach only five out of  the seven, but I taught 
six. I excluded Goldsmith. 

The only book on the list that I had read was The Mer-
chant of Venice. As a result, I was able to learn along with 
my students on the other five.

I was delighted that we were able to spend one term on 
each book with the exception of  Adventures into Poetry for 
African Schools and Androcles and the Lion, which we read in 
one term since Shaw’s play was very short. 

In college, I read six books per week! I think that the 
intensive reading that I learned about was very valuable at 
GTTC.

My first surprise came when I soon discovered from 
class questioning that they did not always read the pages I 
assigned for prep. Their eagerness to pass the examination, 
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After we had finished about one third of  the book, I 
told them we would start to spend some class time writ-
ing some essay answers to examination questions, some of  
which I had collected from past examinations of  different 
books and others which I had made up.

The essay answers the students wrote showed that they 
had understood much of  the material, but there were many 
mechanical errors. Words like “information,” that has no 
plural, were constantly used with an “s.” Their use of  cap-
ital letters and of  articles were also confused. Had I been 
teaching English language to the students, I could have cov-
ered the discussion of  the errors, but another person had 
the students for language, and I felt that following exercises 
in a set text, Grieve was all that was necessary. I thus had 
to spend time in literature class teaching some mechanics.

I began with countable and uncountable nouns and 
taught the use of  the U and C in Cambridge’s The Ad-
vanced Learner’s Dictionary and made up exercises using 
words from The Ascent of Everest to give them practice. I 
feel it was crucial to have them constantly write essay an-
swers to mock examinations, and to have lessons on me-
chanical errors not only if  the material was not covered in 
language class, but even if  it was. And unless the biology 
teacher and history teacher and other teachers all paid at-
tention to mechanics, the students would not master such 
things. The language teacher would be able to help them 
accomplish little.

The vocabulary in The Ascent of Everest was particu-
larly difficult because it was quite specialized. Words like 
“crampons” had sketches in the book, and there was even 
a sketch of  an oxygen tank. But oxygen tanks and ice and 
snow and mountains, even with sketches and some pic-

during the holidays. But I gave no notes! The guided ques-
tions not only helped their reading but also showed stu-
dents the daily goals of  their reading. I think the students 
were more highly motivated by such directions than if  I 
had simply said, “Study hard so you will pass the examina-
tions you are going to take in twenty months.”

At about the time some students asked for notes, others 
said that they would like to read orally in class. I said we 
did not have enough time, but told them we would have 
a dramatic presentation later in the term, in which those 
who like to read and act could perform. 

I explained to the students that I felt oral reading in 
class, except of  extremely important, vivid and dramatic 
scenes by the teacher or good students, did little except 
slow down everyone’s reading rate.

As the term got under way, I learned about a method 
called “Read and Look Up” from Michael West in a book 
titled Teaching English in Difficult Circumstances. He read aloud 
to his students in “sense” groups. For example, he would 
say, “The temperature was very low,” then paused for them 
to think, then had them repeat what he had read, and then 
told them to write what he had said and they had repeated.

I introduced “Read and Look Up” to the class. As stu-
dents did this in pairs outside of  class, they could read si-
lently, process the meaning, say the meaning, and with their 
partner write what was said. Then, they could then com-
pare what they had written with the text. There were two 
types of  differences that they might have written: correct 
and incorrect. For example, fever for temperature might be 
OK, depending on the context. However, temperature for 
the temperature would never be OK. Afterward, I would 
check their judgments of  what was acceptable or not.
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Things Fall Apart
I choose the Nigerian novel, Things Fall Apart, for the next 
book, because I was sure that it would be enjoyable for 
them to read it. I thought the main advantage of  Things 
Fall Apart would be that the students would have no trou-
ble due to a lack of  background knowledge. But even 
though there was less difficulty than with The Ascent of 
Everest, there was some. The students were from different 
tribes, and even among the students who lived in the area 
the author Achebe had, they had never seen a traditional 
wrestling match, and some of  the other events Achebe de-
scribes in the novel.

The fact that less background information needed to 
be explained allowed much more time for discussion of  hu-
man values, conflicts, etc., that appeared in the book. Of  
course, a novel lends itself  to discussion more than a tech-
nical book like The Ascent of Everest. But when one does 
not have to explain details constantly, time can be devot-
ed to other things. In addition to discussion of  the novel’s 
theme, characterization, style, construction, and relevance 
to their lives, there were some lively discussions among the 
students on Achebe’s accounts of  the traditions and war 
practices of  their ancestors.

The entire school and staff became so excited about 
the novel that copies were ordered for every staff mem-
ber and almost half  of  the students who were not reading 
the book in a class ordered copies. One could always get 
a laugh from a student by referring to him as “Unoka” or 
“Okonkwo” or various other characters in the book.

The students became so taken with Things Fall Apart 
that they developed an enthusiastic mood for reading. I 
thought this was a good time to have them read stories, folk 

tures, were not really enough. In addition to the sketches in 
the book, we used an inner tube and a pump to show how 
tanks could hold air and release it for breathing. To try to 
teach the idea of  ice and snow, we used ice, detergent and 
scores of  pictures not in the book, and we took a walk to 
the fridge at my house so the students could feel the frozen 
condensation.

Even the action in the book could be better taught by 
having the students act. It was no good talking about climb-
ing and tying ropes between people; teachers and students 
can much better understand such actions by doing them.

I said above “scores of  pictures” because I feel that 
one needs many to make mountains and snow and even 
scenes of  foreign cities clear. For when one has experienced 
little, one cannot picture things in the mind easily. Black 
and white pictures, slides and movies must all be used. Of  
course, there may not always be a film or picture of  the 
exact thing you are studying, but a picture of  Mt. Washing-
ton can help one form a concept of  mountains as easily as 
a picture of  Mt. Everest itself. 

We did not get through The Ascent of Everest in the first 
term, so I requested another period a week for literature 
for the second term. We started the second semester with 
three thirty-five-minute periods rather than two.

After the final test on The Ascent of Everest, in which I 
included short answer questions plus words to be defined, I 
noticed that some were still making mistakes we had been 
trying to eliminate for weeks. I began having individual 
conferences with students, and I discovered that some had 
not really understood my corrections even though we had 
discussed most of  them in class. Their eyes literally lit up 
during conferences when I discussed their individual essays.
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help students become able to answer examination ques-
tions correctly. Also, helping students develop their reading 
skills should be another goal of  language teachers.

The Merchant of Venice 
After the clear prose and Nigerian setting of  Achebe’s nov-
el, we began reading the archaic blank verse in the Italian 
setting of  Shakespeare’s The Merchant of Venice. 

First, it must be said that Shakespeare is loved by the 
students. To see an audience in Nigeria respond to Shake-
speare is to see oneself  in the Globe Theater in Shake-
speare’s time. It’s truly amazing.

I began the play by telling the story. Some students 
re-read a simplified edition of  the play. We then went 
through the play line by line in class and discussed the sig-
nificance of  the characters, scenes, language, images, etc. 
Many students bought a copy of  a line-by-line paraphrase 
of  the play in the market. After each act, we watched a 
recording of  the act in class. Evenings would find students 
in the common room listening to the acts we had covered 
in class. The students in the literature classes performed 
Act IV for a school assembly. Even students not in the class 
tried to memorize some pages of  the play from library 
copies.

One might think that after three terms of  going over a 
set of  books in such an intensive manner, chapter by chap-
ter, line by line, one would find many bored students who 
never got a chance to realize the joy of  reading quickly 
a large number of  books. But as long as the examination 
required intensive reading by the students and made no 
allowances for extensive reading, I did not see how else the 
books could be covered. 

tales and magazine articles in the library just for pleasure. 
But unfortunately, the library was in poor shape. I used 
their enthusiasm to work with the library club, of  which I 
was the sponsor, to put up displays of  Nigerian art in the 
library.  

The students found pictures to represent especial-
ly dramatic scenes in the book, posted them on a notice 
board and put appropriate quotations near the pictures. 
These pictures set certain scenes more firmly in mind for 
the students. 

The Nigerian novel also served as a good motivation 
for working on pronunciation. As a foreigner, I had diffi-
culty with the pronunciation of  Ibo names. They of  course 
had difficulty with English words. I used this opportunity 
when they were teaching me something, to teach the pho-
netic alphabet in The Advanced Learner’s Dictionary so they 
could begin to try to pronounce words on their own after 
looking them up in a dictionary. I also sometimes had them 
do some drill exercises in pronunciation.

The pronunciation of  Ibo names also served as a ba-
sis for discussing Ibo dialects, and this in turn led into a 
discussion of  British and American pronunciation, spelling 
and usage.

Studying dialect or pronunciation is not studying a 
novel, and studying air pressure was not crucial to under-
standing The Ascent of Everest. But I feel literature can do 
much to widen and develop one’s overall knowledge and 
use of  language. I taught the novel first as a work of  art 
that had relevance to the students’ lives, and discussed his-
tory or dialect, etc., only as a secondary goal. Literature 
should be more than just an enjoyable story or a source 
of  language input. And teachers should do more than just 
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gondola as a dug-out canoe, and has never seen the type 
of  clothes the characters wore at the time. However, the 
streets of  water in Venice and the clothes are interesting 
and important for their own sake, if  one feels expanding 
students’ world knowledge is one of  the goals of  teaching 
literature. 

Of  course, one must at the same time constantly strive 
to make use of  the students’ backgrounds, also. Shylock 
becomes easier to understand when compared to money-
lenders, like some students borrowed from to support their 
family. And forgetting the fact that many of  the parents of  
the students were merchants would not have demonstrated 
awareness on the part of  the teacher.

There is always a danger of  getting bogged down in 
background details or archaic vocabulary, though. But if  
one does not pay attention to such details, there is the dan-
ger of  simply discussing the plot and not understanding 
important details that illustrate the theme and character 
development and literary devices, like irony.

Blank verse, I feel, must also be understood, and its 
study serves as a springboard for some lessons on stress in 
English words and sentences. I realize that teaching stress 
is not teaching Shakespeare, but stress is important in us-
ing a dictionary, and if  students realized why the lines in 
The Merchant of Venice have a certain length, except when 
“low” characters speak, they learned something worth-
while.

Up from Slavery 
Working with Booker T. Washington’s Up from Slavery was 
our next project. I choose it over The Vicar of Wakefield, an-
other book I could have chosen from the syllabus, because 

I continued to give examinations, taking some ques-
tions from past examinations, and on other books and 
making up others. But the students still tended to re-tell the 
story rather than answer the questions. To move beyond 
re-telling alone, I began doing something I called creating 
“team” answers to the questions. We made an outline on 
the board of  the main points class members felt should 
be covered in the answers, discussed incidents which they 
felt supported their points and reviewed the use of  certain 
words which they would need to use in the essays. Their 
essays improved when we followed this procedure. And an-
ticipating certain mechanical errors did save red ink. For 
example, the word “eloped” must be used with the word 
“with.” So, before an essay on Lorenzo, I would use the 
word elope correctly and had them use it in a few sentenc-
es. Students did not write “He eloped Jessica” after such 
preparation. I continued holding individual conferences to 
discuss essays, though, because students still had individual 
problems, of  course.

To keep Things Fall Apart fresh in their minds, I used 
many comparison questions in the examinations. This 
forced them to compare characters, images and themes in 
the two works. Some were still inclined to make general-
izations without support. I had been writing “Says who?” 
on their papers for some time whenever they made un-
supported generalizations. In class discussions, some stu-
dents began shouting, “Says who?” when students failed 
to provide support. More students remembered to provide 
support after this type of  intervention.

In the library, they again made a display with pictures 
of  related dramatic scenes and scenes of  Venice. One can 
appreciate The Merchant of Venice even if  one thinks of  a 
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I also had a Black American, who was on a USIS (Unit-
ed States Information Service) tour explain our space pro-
gram, come to class and answer questions on the American 
Negro and Booker T. Washington. 

I showed slides of  Washington D.C. and some Amer-
ican colleges, which again made the book more real. But, 
I do not believe my students ever responded to the book 
as I hoped they would, nor did they feel Booker T. Wash-
ington’s hard work and advancement were particularly 
pertinent to their struggles. None of  them were afraid of  
hard work, and many had struggled as hard as Washington 
to get where they were. I feel now, after reflection, that I 
should have emphasized Washington’s belief  in the dignity 
of  hard work rather than simply the fact that he worked 
hard.

Since there were so few problems in understanding of  
the prose, I used the book to practice West’s “Read and 
Look Up” to try to teach the idea of  sense groups. I also 
used West’s suggestions in Teaching English in Difficult Cir-
cumstances to stop the students’ lip movement and head 
movement while reading silently. Now, I would add Ed-
ward Fry’s suggestions in Reading Faster to those of  West. 
Reading skills must be taught even in the upper levels oth-
erwise the reading efficiency of  older students will be no 
better than that of  younger ones.

One may argue that when I was teaching reading, I 
was not teaching literature, which was the focus of  the 
class. But, not all books on the syllabus were really liter-
ature, and if  I, the teacher most concerned with reading, 
never mentioned or helped students develop their reading 
skills, I could not imagine who would have.

I thought there would be fewer language and background 
knowledge problems in it. I also thought I would be good 
to introduce them to another form of  writing. We had read 
an account of  an adventure, a play, and a novel, and now 
we began reading an autobiography. 

I might say at this time that I always discouraged the 
students from reading Victorian and earlier writers like 
Goldsmith. Many feel such works have to be read before 
they are elucidated. But I believe that some students’ prob-
lems of  style come from reading authors who did not write 
in a modern style, but who the students feel should be im-
itated. Some people also object to teaching old authors 
because they feel the stories are not interesting to the stu-
dents. I have found the opposite to be true. I taught Jane 
Eyre in a simplified form to a lower class, for example, and 
they loved it.

One thing which bogged us down in our study of  
Washington’s book, other than the rather unlively style, 
was the lack of  understanding of  why many in the United 
States discriminated based on race. Comparisons between 
tribal discrimination and racial discrimination did not clar-
ify the issue.

At first, I simply assigned chapters for prep and re-
viewed the chapters in class and discussed the character 
of  Washington. This method became very dreary after a 
while, though, because both the action and the style of  the 
book are slow moving. I had asked a few students to write 
to Tuskegee Institute, the college Washington had found-
ed, for some pictures and information. The information 
and pictures of  his school that they sent made a vivid dis-
play in the library and made Booker T. Washington a little 
more real. 
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and pointed out that we must not ask only “What does a 
poem say?” but even more important we must find out how 
the poem achieves its effect. Of  course, in the study of  the 
novel and play, we had discussed the significance of  not 
only the story itself, but also the way the story was told so 
the “how” of  a poem was not entirely new.

The students enjoyed the poems a great deal. Grieve’s 
book has been criticized because it is said that it does not 
contain many great poems, but for one’s first introduction 
to poetry and for preparing teachers to teach poems in pri-
mary school, I feel the book was extremely good. Students 
set many lines from the book to memory. Had I had more 
time, I would have spent it on students writing their own 
poetry. Some students wrote a few lines on their own, but 
some class time spent composing for those who were inter-
ested would have been fun.

Androcles and the Lion 
Students are able to pass the Grade II examination after 
reading only five books, but I determined to finish six, the 
“required” number. I selected Androcles and the Lion be-
cause it was short, and we had only a little time left, and 
because I thought Shaw’s smart-aleck attitudes and style 
would be refreshing.

After the students read the play on their own the first 
time, they were extremely confused: an old man talking to a 
lion, baby talk, etc. We then rapidly went over it line by line 
in class acting out the scenes that were most exciting or hu-
morous. We finished the play in six periods and had more 
laughs studying it than we had had with any other work.

We of  course did not cover the prologue, but I gave 
them a brief  summary of  his views on religion. We had 

Adventures into Poetry for African Schools 
Poetry came next. 

We used Grieve’s Adventures into Poetry for African 
Schools. I never really understood the intention of  the po-
etry section of  the examination for teachers. This anthol-
ogy was selected because it contained poems suitable for 
primary school teaching, yet there was usually a question 
on past examinations concerning Shakespearian and Pe-
trarchan sonnet information that would be of  no help in 
making poems engaging for primary school students.

Another problem was that students felt they had to 
know definitions of  technical terms because, on some past 
examinations, such questions had been asked. 

In the library, I had made a board with light bulbs 
which lit up when a wire connected technical terms and 
their definitions. Those concerned could learn the terms 
they wanted on their own and have fun doing it. I did not 
want to steal class time for such irrelevant words.

To teach rhythm we, of  course, discussed the differenc-
es between dancing and walking, singing and talking and 
beat out the rhythms of  poems on drums. We only had to 
review rhyme and stress because we had discussed them 
when we worked on Shakespeare.

Imagery and figures of  speech everyone uses constant-
ly and they had heard about in the Bible. We had also dis-
covered these things in previous works. So again, it was 
simply a matter of  pointing out and revising what they al-
ready knew.

I caused a great amount of  discussion among the stu-
dents by putting up a sign in the library asking, “How does 
a poem mean?” They all thought I had made a mistake, 
but then I produced J. Ciardi’s book of  that title in class 
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have been bored had I simply supervised oral reading and 
lectured for eighteen months.

I left one week before the students sat for the exams. The y 
were given one week after the term ended to study for the 
exam. A colleague said he would send me the results of  the 
exam, which would not be available for weeks after they sat 
for it. In the event, ALL seventy students passed the litera-
ture exam. I, of  course, was very gratified.

Teaching in the Grade III Teaching Certificate
I taught two classes of  the first-year students in the Grade 
III Certificate course. I had only one preparation since 
the same two books were used in each class. One was a 
textbook that contained a wide range of  short reading 
passages: poems, essays, excerpts from plays, folktales, bi-
ographies and science fiction stories. The other was The 
Thirty-Nine Steps, an adventure novel by John Buchan, a 
Scottish author. This was around 150 pages long. There 
were grammar exercises that we did in the textbooks, also.

The readings were as new to me as to those in my class. 
We were all reading them for the first time. Of  course, as a 
native speaker who majored in literature, I could read the 
material much faster and understand more. 

After the first few weeks, I realized, by the lack of  re-
sponses to my questions in class, that few of  the students 
were reading the assignments. It turns out that they were 
used to having tests at the end of  every week on the read-
ings as well as quizzes every few days. So, I started giving 
tests every Friday and snap quizzes now and then. 

The quizzes were corrected in class in the students’ 
notebooks, which means they had a record of  what I con-

been sent the Shaw alphabet edition of  the play and so I 
spent a little time reviewing the phonetic alphabet and dis-
cussed Shaw’s alphabet and his goals concerning spelling.

It would have been extremely useful to see the film of  
Androcles and the Lion after we had read it. I wished some 
agency would have attempted to obtain copies of  films of  
the set books each year for schools. It is always fascinating 
to discuss the changes producers make, and the films would 
serve to reinforce and set the plots in the students’ minds. 
And of  course, the films would do much to clarify prob-
lems concerning lack of  background information.

After finishing the books, we spent time adapting the infor-
mation they knew to various examination questions. Before 
the real examination, they took some mock examinations. 
These had the same directions the real examinations had 
and the same amount of  time was allowed. We discussed 
the importance of  planning before the examination and 
discussed their answers to the mock examinations. These 
things are crucial, I think. Some get so nervous the day of  
the examination that two years of  study comes to naught. 
Students must be given some time for realistic practice in 
taking and writing examinations.

Whatever methods one uses, of  course, the rapport one 
has with the students and the confidence students have in 
the teacher far outweigh the value of  any methods. Stu-
dents in some places have been passing examinations and 
enjoying literature for years just by reading books orally 
in class. But I do feel that literature ought to also expand 
horizons and knowledge of  places and people and histo-
ry, be enjoyed and made relevant. And personally, I would 
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In my Grade III certificate classes, we spent more time 
on editing the language the students wrote for the language 
itself  rather than for the content.

Reasons for learning
As I said, I was very touched, moved, impressed by the 
interest in learning that I observed initially at GTTC, and 
subsequently in scores of  schools all over Somalia. Though 
some of  the intense interest in learning was genuine, some 
of  it was due to the fact that if  the teachers in Uyo or the 
students in secondary and primary schools in Nigeria and 
Somali did well, they would be able to get jobs that would 
support themselves and also their families.

One of  the reasons that I advocate teaching students 
how to learn on their own is that if  students do get jobs, 
they will have skills to continue to learn on their jobs, even 
if  the employers do not provide them with any on the job 
training. 

Much of  education focuses on what students do not 
know. I think of  this as a deficiency model of  education 
and that a learning model of  education is better.

sidered important to remember. Every Monday, I returned 
their notebooks with the corrected tests. The students kept 
them in folders. These formed the basis for discussions in 
the class. Over time, the students began to see what was 
important in what they read. The tests and the quizzes 
formed an informal set of  goals for them to focus on. 

Midway through the term, I asked the students to write 
both multiple choice items and general questions for the 
tests and quizzes. As a result, the tests and quizzes were stu-
dent constructed. I corrected their test items they had writ-
ten in their notebooks and returned them with the correct-
ed answers to the tests. The quizzes we corrected together 
in class. It was unfortunate on reflection that I corrected 
the test items after they had taken the tests, which meant 
that they had read much incorrect language.

Among correcting the test items, the tests and their es-
says and reactions, I had 210 items to read, comment on 
and correct outside of  class each week. But as I corrected 
their writing, I started to list common errors, which be-
came the basis for some of  the lessons. Had I just taught 
what I thought was important or the grammar items in 
the textbook, I would have missed many problems that the 
students had in reality. Of  course, I noted that they made 
the same mistakes in completing and writing the quizzes.

Fortunately, as a result of  a suggestion from the En-
glish Language Expert from the British Council who vis-
ited GTTC many times, the college bought copies of  The 
Advanced Learner’s Dictionary. The expert showed me 
ways for the students to use it on their own to learn not 
only meanings, but how to use words and many grammar 
points. This resource became as important as the textbook 
and the adventure novel.

↔
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1962 to1963

Teaching Practice Teachers

Each term GTTC closed for one month so that the stu-
dents could do practice teaching. The senior staff super-
vised the Grade II certificate students who taught students 
in primary grades one to six; and the junior staff super-
vised the lower Grade III certificate students who taught 
students who were in primary grades one to three.

Mock Teaching
Before the practice teaching by the students began there 
was mock teaching in a large demonstration classroom at 
the college. 

In the front of  the room there was a blackboard, and 
desks and chairs for forty young students. In the back of  
the room there were desks and chairs in tiers for thirty-five 
student teachers to observe. One student at a time would 
be selected to teach a lesson as his class-mates observed.

 I asked one of  my colleagues, Mr. Ononye, if  I could 
join his students in the back of  the room so that I could 
begin to learn something about supervision. He was very 
welcoming.

Mr. Ononye was most memorable. 

↔
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The “Ononye Model”
The “Ononye model,” my name for it, is the predominant 
teaching model in the world: prescribing (telling by the 
teacher) and accepting (doing by the student). 

Teachers in training expect to be told what to do just 
like people learning to drive or swim, but unfortunately 
following these practices can lead to stagnation and the 
dampening of  curiosity for both teachers and learners.

Teaching methods have not changed in public schools 
in more than one hundred years. 

In 1854 Charles Dickens satirized the method of  teach-
ers asking fact questions, and students giving memorized 
answers in his novel Hard Times.’ 

Thomas Gradgrind, a teacher who thinks that only 
facts are important asks one of  his students, a female who 
lives above a stable where her father trains horses, and ev-
ery morning she feeds the horses and in the afternoon she 
grooms them, and she has reproductions of  horses on the 
wallpaper in her bedroom, to define a horse. She cannot. 
But of  course she knows what a horse is, and has more 
experience dealing with them than any other student in 
the class. Mr. Gradgrind then asks a male student to de-
fine a horse since the girl could not. Here is what the male 
student, Bitzer, said: “Quadruped. Gramnivorous. Forty 
teeth, namely twenty-four grinders, four eye-teeth, and 
twelve incisors. Sheds coat in the spring; in marshy coun-
tries, sheds hoofs, too. Hoofs hard, but required to be shod 
with iron. Age known by marks in mouth.” 

And with a “Thus (and much more), Bitzer!” Mr. 
Gradgrind congratulated the male student for his correct 
answer.          

He had very strong views on what teachers should and 
should not do. If  he saw a student teacher doing an activ-
ity he did not approve of  he shot up from his stool in the 
front of  the class where he always sat to observe, and would 
shout, “You call yourself  a teacher! Sit down. I’ll show you 
how to teach.”

He would then do a short demonstration of  an activity 
he approved of, sat down and said to the student teacher, 
“Now, see if  you can do it.”

I was shocked the first few times I saw this method of  
supervision, but the practice teachers were not at all em-
barrassed. 

Interestingly, Mr. Ononye was one of  the most, if  not 
the most, respected supervisors, and the practice teachers 
hoped that they would be assigned to his group of  practice 
teachers. 

I have to say that his suggestions were very useful, and 
the results of  what he had advocated the practice teachers 
did were well done. 

Mock teaching class
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consulted their lesson plans that contained the information 
they wrote on the board.

Then at the end of  the day, when I met with the two  
practice teachers teaching Primary 1, I would say, “Abeo, 
Benedict wrote the date, and all the directions on the 
board, and had the students copy them as they looked at 
the board. You said the date and had the students look at 
the board for the rest of  the information, then look only at 
their notebooks and write what they remembered.” 

“Abeo, tomorrow do what Benedict did. And Benedict, 
please do what Abeo did.” 

Then the next day I asked them to describe what dif-
ferences the small changes I had suggested had made. In 
some cases, they didn’t see any differences in the results. In 
other cases, they saw big differences. When students wrote 
from memory rather than copied, they made more mis-
takes, and when the teachers saw the mistakes, they real-
ized that they had to have their students practice more. 

The External Examiner
At the end of  practice teaching during my two years in 
Nigeria, external examiners observed the practice teach-
ers and either passed or failed them. Often the practice 
teachers would find out ahead of  time which examiner 
was coming to GTTC, and what that examiner considered 
good practices, and bad practices. They then planned les-
sons emphasizing the practices considered good.

At the end of  the school year that I was in Uyo, it was 
learned that the examiner who was coming was a great 
advocate of  visual aids. 

On the day the examiner came to the school where I 
had been supervising, I had to make three trips in my car 

Though observing Mr. Ononye and others had been help-
ful, it was when I visited the classes where student teachers 
would teach I understood what some of  the problems were 
that I would face. There were two major problems:

1. The practice teachers I was supervising each had from 
four to twenty more years of  experience than I had; 

2. They were teaching Nigerian history; the currency 
system adopted from England — pounds, shillings, 
pence; and British systems of  measurements such as 
poles, rods and perches; etc.— information that was 
all new to me. 

Fortunately for me the schools where the teachers had 
much more experience and knowledge than I, were the 
ones to have practice teachers. 

There were two Primary 1 classes,  and running all the 
way up to two Primary 6 classes, and the timetable man-
dated that each pair of  the same classes should be taught 
the same material at the same time each day. 

I decided that the only way I could be the least bit use-
ful would be to observe the first 20 minutes of  the first pe-
riod in one stream, and the second 20 minutes of  the first 
period in the other stream. 

I wrote down as much of  what each teacher said and 
did as I could with the intention of  sharing what each 
teacher did with his student teacher. 

As it turned out, I was able to write down more than 
50% of  the interactions. One reason I was able to do this 
was because the teachers wrote a lot on the board for stu-
dents to copy. Had they spoken more, I would not have 
been able to take such copious notes. Of  course, I also 



348 349

And then when they had breaks during the lessons, 
they did games. The kids were so thrilled to run around 
the school compound to play this, that, or the other thing.

Lessons from GTTC
When I subsequently went to Teachers College and start-
ed my Ph.D, I read a number of  articles about why kids 
can’t read. “Kids can’t read because the parents don’t have 
newspapers at home; the parents don’t read,” whatever. 

In Nigeria the primary schools I visited were two or 
three miles away from the college, and the students  came 
mostly from illiterate homes, and many of  them lived in 
mud huts. They didn’t have lights at night to study, and 
since there was only one textbook for four students, they 
couldn’t study their textbook. But they could go over their 
notebooks before it got dark. And they learned a lot by re 
reading their notebooks. 

There wasn’t universal primary education. The schools 
were populated primarily by students whose parents could 
pay the school fees. The parents paid what would be a 
small amount for us, but it was a very large amount for 
them,  so it was very important for their children to be suc-
cessful. Their interest was very high, partly for that reason. 
You can’t really compare it, but you can say that with very 
primitive conditions and with teachers who had maybe 
only three or four years more education than the students 
they were teaching, the results I found phenomenal. Abso-
lutely phenomenal.

↔

to the school because each practice teacher had so many 
bags of  visual aids to use in his lesson. 

“Ice” was one of  the words to be taught in Primary 4. I 
had made lots of  ice cubes in the days before the examina-
tion, and put them in half  a dozen thermos bottles for the 
practice teachers. Unfortunately one of  the bottles broke, 
and it ended up being a fiasco for one practice teacher be-
cause he hadn’t prepared for his “ice” demonstration. 

Three of  my practice teachers and four of  their students who continue to inspire me.

The Primary School Kids
One of  the reasons I became so excited about teaching at 
GTTC was watching the primary school kids during the 
practice teaching. There were four students usually at a 
desk, often with one textbook, and usually each one had 
his own notebook. The kids were so excited about anything 
the practice teacher presented to them no matter how the 
teacher presented it. 
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I wouldn’t say that I came out completely John 
Fanselow style. I do get recipes, I share some ideas 
and I share materials. I’m not trying to program 
them where to go, but I often feel that the new-
er teachers are so desperate for guidance and so I 
probably do more judging because I have to in my 
role and more giving than maybe I learned from 
John to do by providing ideas and lesson plans. 
But, on the other hand, I’m constantly reminded 
of  John. When I’m in a room working with the 
teacher, John Fanselow pops into my head every 
time because I might hear myself  say something 
that is too prescriptive or too judgmental, then I’ll 
say, “Ooh, what would John say?” or “How would 
John deal with this?” So I find myself  sort of  edit-
ing myself  after all these years, still today, based on 
John’s voice. ❞

Michael asked: What would be the strongest praise 
and the strongest criticism you could offer of  him 
as a teacher?

❝ The strongest praise is that he got us to think out-
side of  the box. That’s phenomenal. That’s a pro-
fessor who sticks with you for the rest of  your life 
because he pushed us to really challenge our own 
thinking, to be real critical thinkers. That would be 
the praise.

My biggest criticism of  him is that he’s too 
damned afraid of  bugs! Especially, ticks. He’s ex-
tremely fearful of  ticks! When he comes to my 
house, he won’t even sit outside because there’s a 

Carol Numrich
American Language Program,  

Columbia University

❝ I, Carol Numrich, studied with John when I was 
pretty new into the role . . . well, I had been teach-
ing but was really new into becoming professional, 
I would say. His whole theory of  describing teacher 
behaviors, rather than judging them, really hit me. 
It was hard and we all struggled with it. I remem-
ber the very first time he observed to me in a public 
school teaching. He came in, he observed me for 
5 minutes, and we sat down later and he gave me 
descriptive feedback and it was so disappointing 
because all I wanted was praise, as we all do when 
were new, novice teachers. And then I started to get 
it. I started to see the value of  it and by the end of  
that year he asked me to work for him in a summer 
program where I would help out and do observa-
tions of  this nature, you know, the descriptive. And 
it was almost like having a lab. It what sort of  like 
working in a lab where I learned all summer and 
I think I got paid as well and that was really won-
derful. So that experience definitely influenced my 
teaching and my working with teachers; especially 
my working with teachers.

Right now I am a coach, the coach, of  the 
American language program at Columbia. I work 
with a lot of  teachers.  I do a lot of  observations. 
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backyard, you know, where there might be some 
ticks. It’s like a phobia instead of  a fear. So that’s 
my biggest criticism if  you want to put that in there.

After I had been teaching at Columbia for 
many years John was brainstorming with my boss 
who was the chairman of  my department. He said, 
“Why don’t we do something creative like bring 
Carol over to TC for three years?” Or a year, what-
ever they said. I was there for three years. 

Oh, and there’s one more thing I want to share 
with you. 

He invited me as a colleague after I had been 
teaching at Columbia for many years  . . . he brain-
stormed with my boss at the time who was the 
chairman of  my department. He said, “Why don’t 
we do something creative like bring Carol over to 
TC for three years?” Or a year, whatever they said. 
I was there for three years.

He gave me this opportunity in the middle of  
my career to shift it up, try something new, and he 
convinced the university to support that. He invited 
me over as a visiting professor for three years and I 
ran the program with John, and then I went back to 
my normal job. I was such a great opportunity for 
me. I grew so much. 

And that was John. He made that happen. He’s 
always got these creative ideas, like how to build 
your life; how to help you become a much more 
— I don’t want to say successful, but — enriched 
person. ❞
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1963 

The Final Last Day

↔

On the morning that the college driver was due to drive 
me to Port Harcourt where I would board a freighter to sail 
to Liverpool with stops at Lagos, Accra, Monrovia, Free-
town and the Canary Islands, the Grade II and Grade III 
certificate students played a soccer game in my honor. 

After the game, we all filed into the Assembly Hall — 
the first building I had entered many months earlier on my 
first day at GTTC. 

The principal and staff were on the stage, and unex-
pectedly, two students joined us, one from each Certificate 
program.

The assembly program that day was different from the 
daily program. Usually after we had assembled, the principal 
would make some announcements, a student would read a 
passage from the New Testament, and we would sing a hymn 
from an Anglican hymnal, accompanied by the organ. 

On my final day, we did not recite the “Lord’s Prayer” 
nor was there a reading from the New Testament. 

After the principal and the two students from each cer-
tificate program spoke, we sang a hymn that we had never 
sung before.
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After that, we streamed out of  the assembly hall, and I got 
into the college car. Then the students and staff lined the 
driveway to the main road, and continued to sing the song. 
I found it very moving. 

Both the students and I knew that the possibility that 
we would ever see each other again was one chance in a 
billion. This made the words even more touching.

To this day, whenever I mouth the refrain, “God be 
with you till we meet again,” I see in my mind images of  
the send off, and I cannot hold back my tears.

↔

God be with us till we meet again*

God be with you till we meet again;
By His counsels guide, uphold you,
With His sheep in love enfold you;
God be with you till we meet again.

   Refrain: 
 Till we meet, till we meet,

  Till we meet at Jesus’ feet;
  Till we meet, till we meet,
  God be with you till we meet again.

God be with you till we meet again!
’Neath His wings protecting hide you,
Daily manna still provide you;
God be with you till we meet again!

God be with you till we meet again!
When life’s perils thick confound you,
Put His arms unfailing round you;
God be with you till we meet again!
God be with you till we meet again!
Keep love’s banner floating o’er you,
Smite death’s threatening wave before you;
God be with you till we meet again.

*Jeremiah E. Rankin,1882, Washington, DC

A note . . .  The etymology of  “goodbye” is “God 
be with you.” 
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chairs have been provided. The library itself  and 
even our classrooms have been given varied deco-
rations under your masterly guidance.
May we say that your splendid disposition towards 
us at all times are admirable, and will ever be re-
membered. Many a time we have encroached upon 
your leisure with our problems, but in no time have 
we not received the best of  your attention. Even in 
your house, you have treated us all as equals and in-
timate friends. All these constitute an eloquent tes-
timony of  your good-will towards us; and for which 
we are grateful.
Your activities as the patron of  the college dramatic 
and debating societies are laudable. The Form 4A 
students whose Form-master you were will never 
forget the sumptuous dinners they have enjoyed 
with you in your house.
“Silver and gold have we none,” but please accept 
this small token of  our very deep appreciation of  
the work which you have done so well.
We wish you God’s blessings, safe and pleasant 
journey back home.

 
Signed: Jaddly P. Akukwe,  

Secretary  
and I.U. Akong 

Senior Prefect  
28/9/’63 ❞

Students of  G.T.T.C., Uyo, Nigeria 
A fare-well address in honour of  Mr. John Fanselow: 

a member of  the American Peace Corps,  
who worked in  

Government Teacher Training College,  
Uyo, Eastern Nigeria 1961–63

❝ Sir,
We, the students of  G.T.T.C., Uyo, have the plea-
sure in according you this fare-well address on the 
occasion of  your departure to the United States.
Undoubtedly, we are unhappy to miss you, but we 
can not help it, we take this opportunity to express 
our deep appreciation for the good things you have 
done for us during the past two years.
In the classroom, we have found you hardworking, 
conscientious and worthy of  emulation. Your les-
sons have been compact with illustrative devices 
which helped to press the points home to us. Suf-
fice it to say that we have found your lessons readily 
understandable and enjoyable indeed.
Your rare sense of  duty has found it self  manifest 
by your honest work in our College Library. WE 
can now proudly say that our Library can compare 
favorably with any modern library as a result of  
your untiring efforts. One is now able to use our Li-
brary with greater facility than before. And what is 
more, many new books, magazines, and even easy 
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very hub of  our intellectual activities.
We are your grateful students of  St. Mary’s 

Signed: J.J. Ekat and A.U. Udoh,  
College Prefects 

Counter-signed: H. I. Duru 
College Secretary ❞

Students of  St. Mary’s H.E.T.C. 
 Abak, Nigeria

To Mr. J. Fanselow, P.C.V., attached to Govt. T.T.C.,  
on his departure after transforming the College Library 

20 May, 1963

❝ Dear Sir,
We, the students of  St. Mary’s, have the plea-

sure of  having you in our midst tonight. We are 
grateful than words can express for the tremendous 
work you’ve done in transforming our College Li-
brary. You work has undoubtedly added something 
to the beauty of  this compound. Little did we think 
that house, which was once our handicrafts hall, 
could be transformed and made as beautiful as it 
is now.

Indeed, your work here is a historic one. Judg-
ing from what we have seen, we can conclude that 
you have a first class knowledge of  librarian-ship 
and are intensely enthusiastic about it. 

You have, indeed, shown a selfless effort for our 
future welfare . . .. It is no exaggeration to say that 
we admire your enviable initiative, fertile imagina-
tion and voracious capacity for work. 

We are particularly thankful to you for making 
us know how to use the library. This was a service 
no less important than arranging our library, for 
a library is meant to be used and to be in fact the 
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for work. He is a perfectionist, but severely practi-
cal, and can improve with the nose and skill of  an 
expert. It has been a great pleasure for me to work 
with him and facilitate him to the best of  my ability. 
He never demanded what he wanted, but he usual-
ly succeeded in getting his way — so dedicated he 
is, enthusiastic he is, so gently persuasive.

What he has been successful in doing for the 
college library is tremendous. Added to this was his 
very practical course of  lectures on the library, and 
how to use it, which he gave to the students and 
staff, divided up into small groups when the college 
re-opened.

I am more grateful than one can express for the 
splendid work done for the college by Mr. Fansel-
ow, and I am sincerely grateful for your enabling 
me to benefit from the services of  the Peace Corps 
of  which you and the Government of  the Unit-
ed States, which you represent, may be justifiable 
proud.❞

Rev. W. J. Mullaly, Principal
St. Mary’s Teacher Training College, Abak, Nigeria

To: Mr. Jacques Wilmore,
 Peace Corps Field Office

 US Peace Corps, Eastern Region of  Nigeria
 P.O. Box 639, Enugu

❝ Dear. Mr. Wilmore,
As a result of  your efforts, Mr. John Fanselow, 

PCV attached to G.T.T.C., Uyo, most graciously 
offered his services to reform our library and has 
been here for the past month. The work he has 
done has to be seen to be believed and I am in-
tensely pleased, tremendously impressed.

Mr. Fanselow is the only Peace Corps Volun-
teer I have any real acquaintance with. He has lived 
with me and I have seen him at work for a month. 
He has a first class knowledge of  librarian-ship, is 
intensely interested in it, and has transformed the 
library at GTTC, Uyo, where he is a member of  
the staff. 

For him, library work, no matter how hard, is a 
labour of  love. 

He had been very happy working on the library 
project at GTTC. For me, he had to begin from 
scratch, and had ample scope for his fertile imag-
ination, enviable initiative, and voracious appetite 
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1963 

Two Brief Conversations 
That Reoriented My Life

I had arranged to meet my older sister, Joanne, in New 
York on my way back to Chicago. She had never been 
there and I had been there only for a few days. We stayed 
at the Paris Hotel at 96th and West End Avenue at the rec-
ommendation of  Pat Reagan.

Pat Reagan had been with the Catholic Mission in 
Uyo, and taught at Cornelia Connelly College a mile away 
from Government Teacher Training College. She had 
started studying at Columbia Teachers College in Septem-
ber 1963, and was working as the secretary in the Peace 
Corps Training Program  at the college.

I called Pat to set a time to share a meal, and she could 
also meet my sister. During our conversation she said that 
another Peace Corps Training Program was going to be-
gin in January of  1964, and she knew that previously Carl 
Graham, the director of  Peace Corps Training at Teachers 
College had invited me to be a trainer a couple of  months 
ago. She said I should meet Carl and she would set up the 
appointment.

The next day Joanne and I walked up Riverside Drive 
from 96th to 120th to Columbia. I commented what a 
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The week after I returned home I had a chest x-ray, 
A clear chest x-ray was a requirement for completing an 
application for any teaching position. Then I went to the 
Board of  Education to see what positions were available. 

I learned that there were none in schools that were at 
all close to where my family lived. My only other option 
was to be a substitute teacher at schools nearby — teaching 
one day here and one day there did not appeal to me.

I called Carl and said I would like to be a trainer.
That brief  conversation plus my half-hour meeting in 

his office at TC were the two conversations that changed 
my life more than any others. Taking courses at TC to earn 
a Ph.D., earning an appointment to the TC faculty, having 
many stimulating hours with Peace Corps trainees includ-
ing two years in Somalia doing in-service teacher devel-
opment, and most significantly, meeting my future wife — 
none of  these did I remotely consider in January of  1964,

I kept in touch with Carl and his wife, Trudy, until they 
died. They came to our wedding reception in New York. 
We spent many holidays with them since their house was 
right across the Hudson River in New Jersey. 

I last saw them in 2007 when we accidentally ran into 
them at TC. I invited them to lunch and was able to share 
with them the news that in 2005 I had been awarded the 
Teachers College Distinguished Alumni Award, and I was 
able to thank Carl again for having such a far-reaching ef-
fect on my life. Small changes, big results is a central theme 
in all my work, and my conversations with Carl provided a 
classic example of  this theme.

↔

wonderful tree-lined street above a park it would be to live 
on. The Peace Corps office was in the library, and Joanne 
settled in the periodical section while I went to Carl’s office. 
His secretary’s name was Mary. She would become a life 
long friend.

Carl told me that a Peace Corps training group had 
ended about a month before I arrived, and that he would 
like to repeat his invitation to me to be a trainer, this time 
for a Somalia training program that was to begin in Janu-
ary. He said that he wanted to hire me because three peo-
ple from Eastern Nigeria had independently recommend-
ed me very highly to be a trainer.  

I said that I had been looking forward to living with my 
family, and starting my career as a high school English and 
Spanish teacher in Chicago. Carl countered with saying 
that there would be some Mondays and Fridays when I 
would not have to teach so I could take long weekend trips 
to visit my family, and in addition to a stipend I would re-
ceive 8 points of  free tuition. I could take some courses in 
English Education and Spanish to brush up and be more 
ready to start teaching in a high school in Chicago. He 
reminded me that teaching at a teacher training college in 
Nigeria and teaching in an urban high school were quite 
different.

I said I would think it over and be in touch.

Seeing the sights in Manhattan took my mind off of  any 
plans. Also Joanne and I had much to catch up on. 

Even though we had a very long bus ride to Chicago it 
was an easy trip — much less tiring than of  my travel in 
Nigeria. 
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both professionally and personally, why is it that his 
[written] work has not received the attention [cita-
tions] that some of  his contemporaries in the field 
have gotten?

	 Pat: ❝	I think that’s more a comment about the 
field and our culture than it is about John. It’s in-
teresting that he would say that or ask that, because 
I guess where Bob and I sit, initially I would say, 
“What! What are you talking about?” But I’m sure 
that from his point of  view there are people that are 
more kind of  hardcore scientific that crunch num-
bers and do, you know, systematic research that un-
fortunately is more valued in our culture, I would 
think. ❞ 

	 BoB: ❝	Yeah, because for me, what I was gonna say 
is I think that the people he has really influenced 
the most are the practitioners. And those aren’t 
necessarily people that publish things. Whereas, 
those who do other kinds of  scholarship crank out 
students who do some of  the same kind of  scholar-
ship, and then they keep mentioning the names of  
their forebears that they were influenced by. Like 
myself, for example, I haven’t published very much. 
But John certainly was mentioned. He was in the 
acknowledgment of  our book that Jerry Gebhard 
and I wrote for Cambridge University Press. I think 
it’s really because he cared about the quality of  
teaching and learning of  EFL and ESL. I think the 
practitioners are the ones who really got his insights 
and you can see the change in the Teachers College 

Bob Oprandy and Pat Tirone
Husband and wife

Former students at TC 

Michael asked: Is there one word that either of  you 
would associate with John?

	 BoB: ❝	I suppose ‘opposite.’ Or ‘communication’ 
because really he was all about communicating in 
various ways. ❞	

	 Pat: ❝	I was kind of  thinking the same thing, but 
I don’t know how to put it into one word. It’s kind 
of  like the idea of  blowing things apart, too. You 
know, you do something different and pieces may 
fly and then you kind of  see where the pieces land, 
but I don’t know what one word that is. [Laughter] 
And then observe. Learn what you can from it. So 
do something different; learn what you can from it. 
But that’s not one word. [Laughter] ❞ 

		 BoB: ❝	Yeah, well, you know ‘observation’ would be 
a big word. ❞

	 Pat: ❝	Oh yeah, observation. ❞ 

Michael: After reading some of  the transcripts, John 
was curious to know that even though so many of  
us credit him with the influence he has had on us 
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Michael: In your own practice of  FOCUS — teach-
ing, coaching — have you put your own twists on 
it? Have you changed or tweaked it in any way? 

	 BoB: ❝	Well, through the years I think I’ve made it  
simpler. I feel a little simpler than, say, the Breaking 
Rules book, which is very dense. You have to really 
work at sifting through it in that book. So I found 
ways of  simplifying the five major characteristics 
of  communication in ways that I think have made 
it easier for people to access it. And then for those 
who are supervisors of  teachers to make it easier 
for them to understand a few things that they can 
work into their repertoire. But I hope I’ve stayed 
true to it. I’ve got lots of  little materials and ways 
that I hope bring alive those five characteristics of  
communication. ❞

	 Pat: ❝	My exposure to FOCUS was almost more 
through Bob than it was through John. And I’m 
just realizing I never did a doctorate in TESOL. 
My doctorate was in another field. So you had a 
lot more time with John, and also more time with 
FOCUS than I did. I think I had one course with 
him. Really in-depth training for FOCUS came to 
me from you. And we used to laugh . . . we would 
always go to bed at night coding conversations and 
stuff. That’s where I learned a lot of  coding was in 
bed! [Laughter] ❞

program after he and I left — that it was no longer 
… it seemed like they were really trying to promote 
this other kind of  scholarship in linguistics and so 
on. Not to say there’s anything wrong with that, 
but I think it’s to another audience that wants to 
promote more of  that kind of  scholarship. I’m glad 
he asked that question. ❞ 

 	 Pat: ❝	Yeah, Bob, I think you really said it better 
than I did. I really agree. I think that’s what I was 
trying to say is that the quality of  teaching and the 
quality of  human relationships is much harder to 
number crunch . . . and so, harder to do scientific 
research on . . . and so . . . and I agree that the 
change that has happened at TC is one that has 
gone from those teaching relationships and under-
standing the art of  teaching to one that is really the 
science of  public education. And so, that … it does 
easily promulgate itself  much more easily than the 
other. ❞ 

		 BoB: ❝	Right. And I think he’s touched many, many 
students; but there are some of  us who cared to 
really learn it much more in depth and really, real-
ly understood what John was about. And so may-
be there aren’t all that many with each generation 
. . . I don’t know who would then go on to publish 
things and then be writing in the field, so maybe 
that’s part of  it, too. I don’t know. 
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	 BoB: ❝	And we purposely tried taking different 
courses sometimes, because we knew we could 
teach each other. We would expand what we were 
going learn by doing that. ❞ 

	 Pat: ❝	But I watched you both teach me and fig-
ure out how to simplify it sometimes to help me 
get certain things I wasn’t understanding. There 
were certain categories I didn’t discriminate. And 
then I watched you train other people and some-
times even use some of  the changes you made on 
me to help explain to other people. And you did 
for a long time, I think, really work with . . . not so 
much changing the system . . . but how to deliver 
the system in a way that might be more accessible 
to people. ❞ 

	 BoB: ❝	Yeah, I feel like that was really something I 
tried to do. A lot of  people said they got a lot from 
it. I hope it’s true. ❞
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1964 to 1965 

Lessons Learned Teaching  
in a Chicago Suburb

In addition to wanting to be closer to my family in Chica-
go, I also, wanted to compare teaching language and liter-
ature in the US to my experiences in Nigeria. 

At the Niles West High School where I was hired, there 
were two main categories of  students: basics and college 
bound. Basics were euphemistically called “greasers,” and 
used plenty of  shiny hair cream, and the college bound 
were called “penny loafers.” They actually wore loafers in 
which they put pennies in slots on the tongue. 

The greasers took industrial arts, and had no intention 
of  continuing their education after high school. The penny 
loafers were bound for college. 

There were, of  course, some students who considered 
themselves neither greasers nor penny loafers. Some were 
on sports teams, active in the production of  the yearbook, 
or keen to do volunteer work. 

I taught two classes of  penny loafer sophomores, one 
class of  junior greasers and one remedial reading class. 
There were specific books required for penny loafer classes 
to read in order to prepare those students to take exams for 
college in their last two years in high school. 
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And the Courtyard? 
A few weeks later, I met Nick . . . again. 

There was a courtyard in the middle of  the school . . . 
a beautiful courtyard with picnic benches, shrubs, flowers 
. . . and on nice days, I would ask my classes if  they wanted 
to have class in the courtyard. Needless to say, they were 
always ecstatic. 

He said, “The other teachers have been telling their 
students that there’s a school rule that they can’t have class-
es in the courtyard, so, if  you continue to do that, it will 
look as if  there isn’t a rule. I think it’s a good idea. I have no 
objection, but it really is embarrassing for the other teach-
ers.” Unfortunately, that was the end of  the teaching in the 
courtyard.

None of  the other teachers had mentioned to me their 
distress about my having classes in the courtyard. I found 
this at the same time gratifying — they did not want to 
upset me — and dismaying because they did not feel that 
we could discuss teaching.

I had attended a technical high school with 5,000 
students in Chicago: Lane Tech, now called Lane Prep. 
During the first year, all students, whether they would later 
enter the academic or vocational track, took one semester 
of  shop and mechanical drawing. And all those who would 
later enter the vocational track took the same English, 
general science, math, and history courses as those who 
later would enter the academic track took. But at Niles 
West, students were tracked from their first semester. Even 
though those who took auto shop were thrilled with what 
they were able to do, some felt that the academic classes 
were considered superior by many teachers.

As for the greasers, I could select the books . . . there were 
no exams they had to prepare for. I selected Shane and Catch-
er in the Rye.

Shane had been made into a movie, which I showed the 
students before we started reading the book as well as a few 
times while we read it. Some of the students had difficulty 
reading, but when they watched the movie over and over, they 
began to understand the text because they could understand 
most of the dialog in the movie.

In addition to those two books, I asked the students to 
bring to class materials they wanted to read. Some brought 
in motorcycle magazines and others magazines about cars. 

During each class, we spent part of  the time discussing 
the magazines in small groups, and the other part of  each 
class discussing Shane or Catcher in the Rye.

What’s wrong with Catcher in the Rye? 
The principal, Nicholas Mannis, walked around the halls 
of  the school a lot, just to see what was going on, in a very 
pleasant way. Everybody called him Nick. 

One day, I met him in the hall during my break as I was 
going to the staffroom. He said, “John, you got a minute?” 
So, we walked around together for a bit. “I just wanted to 
tell you that I get a lot of  phone calls from parents of  stu-
dents in your class who take shop. They’re very upset be-
cause you’re teaching Catcher in the Rye. I tell them we al-
low our teachers to make their selections and the chairman 
of  the department discusses the choices with the teachers. 
If  the chairman thinks it’s okay, I think it’s okay because we 
have to respect our teachers. I’m not complaining. I think 
it’s fine. I just wanted to tell you that I’m covering for you.” 

I was touched to say the least. 
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Sophomores:  College Bound, Class 1

❝ I liked the slides and discussions, especially of  for-
eign countries and civil rights. This year’s English 
class is the best one I have ever been in. Our class 
discussions were free and not so stiff. I learned a 
new outlook on some things. All in all, it’s been an 
interesting and enjoyable year. ❞

❝ I think the kids and myself  enjoyed your class more 
because you had some humor. I don’t like teachers 
that are always serious and that never put a smile 
on their faces.

❝ This was the best year of  English I have ever had. I 
don’t think it was too hard or too easy. The teacher 
was great — great year. ❞

❝ The informal air of  the class was great. The dis-
cussions — you cared what we thought. I like this 
English class much better than I have any of  my 
other classes. ❞ 

❝ You’re a “nut” and it makes it much more fun. 
You’re always doing something nutty. It’s a good 
thing you don’t give F’s as I would probably be 
around next year. It’s really been a lot of  fun and I 
wouldn’t mind having you next year and the year 

A Balanced Education
I think that having all students take both hands-on 

courses and book oriented courses together leads to less 
devaluation of  non-academic classes. The focus on stan-
dardized English and math tests leads to more devaluation 
of  non-academic classes. 

Both fine motor skills and large motor skills, the abil-
ity to fix light fixtures, change brakes, diagnose why a car 
won’t start, I consider as important as reading literature. 

One of  the myths in education is that people need 
higher degrees in order to make a decent living. Ironically, 
some who learn vocational skills both in high school and 
many junior colleges are able to get higher paying jobs 
than those who go to college and get a degree that fails to 
prepare them for any job market. Not that preparation for 
a specific job needs to be the sole goal of  higher education, 
but graduates ought to be able to do something useful for 
and wanted by society.

↔
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❝ I would say that Mr. Fanselow is a very good teach-
er. As a matter of  fact, I think he is the best teacher 
I have ever had. Because he doesn’t force anything 
on students that they don’t want to do; he lets them 
figure it out for themselves. Also, I think that he en-
joys teaching; he doesn’t act like most teachers as if  
it was just something he has to do to make a living. 
Mr. Fanselow would be a teacher I would pick for 
my school. You’re the only teacher who ever did 
what the students wanted. ❞

Juniors: Basics, Class 2

❝ To Big John, The class was good. I liked the way 
you taught the class. My interest was kept during 
each class period. You got a little wild once in a 
while. 

Nice clothes! ❞

❝ Mr. Fanselow, I enjoyed your class very much. You 
made things more interesting because you usually 
are humorous. When you played records, for exam-
ple, you amused us as well as taught us. Your wide 
variety of  clothing was very exciting. ❞

❝ You made the class very interesting. I enjoyed look-
ing forward to coming to the class. I hate to study 
plain old grammar. I like to evaluate books, and 
find the causes why some things are put in the 
book. I have a feeling you wanted us to get a lot 

after. Keep that good sense of  humor and don’t lose 
that funny smile. You’re also a very smart teacher, 
and I’m sure everyone else likes you. ❞

Sophomores: College Bound, Class 2

❝ I feel you are more of  a human being than a teach-
er. You understand the students; therefore you 
communicate with them better than the teachers 
that set themselves up on a pedestal! ❞

❝ The type of  teacher that we need for English class 
is the type like you Mr. Fanselow. He does not give 
a lot of  homework, but he still teaches you about 
English, and also makes the class very interesting 
with the class discussions that we have had. ❞

❝ I wish we had more teachers like Mr. Fanselow. He 
is more than interesting. I think he is a nice teacher. 
Too bad Mr. Fanselow has to leave us to go to Co-
lumbia. It was really fun being in your class. Good 
luck at Columbia. ❞

❝ I like you because you teach in different ways than 
all the other teachers. You are adventuresome. You 
are trying to improve things. You are a real teacher 
even though it took me a long while to comprehend 
what it means to learn. ❞
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The fact that what I wore and my humor and 
my doing activities no other teachers did were all 
considered positive was good news to me. And the 
comments are a reminder that being ourselves and 
not being controlled by both written and unwritten 
rules of  what we are supposed to do can be posi-
tive. Richard Allwright from the University of  Lan-
caster has been a constant advocate of  asking stu-
dents their feelings and opinions about what we do. 
The fact that many responsible for learning, such 
as supervisors, coordinators, and others in charge, 
dictate what teachers should do rather than their 
students, is one of  the conundrums in our field as 
well as many others. 

deeper, such as human feelings. I feel I have got a 
lot out of  this class. Some of  the class discussions 
I really thought about a lot. I think you are a great 
teacher. Your teaching is very different from the 
other teachers. ❞

❝ Everything we did in class was great. You kept ev-
eryone laughing. You’re a real card and the greatest 
teacher I’ve ever had. One of  the reasons I think 
this way is because you don’t take it out on us be-
cause we’re greasers — most teachers do!!! ❞

❝ I think you’re the best teacher I’ve ever had. Really. 
You really didn’t have a chance because you got 
stuck with our basic class. ❞

A note . . . The comments from the greasers — the 
basics — I found gratifying and at the same time 
distressing. One of  them wrote, “You got stuck with 
our basic class.” How did such a terrible self-im-
age develop? Another wrote, “One of  the reasons I 
think this way is because you don’t take it out on us 
because we’re greasers; most teachers do!!!” Why 
would a teacher take it out on students? 

Tragically, I think that these two greasers’ 
comments indicate an indictment of  much of  ed-
ucation around the world that values verbal skills 
above manual, artistic, musical, and other skills. 
The increased focus on standardized tests of  lan-
guage and math to evaluate students and in turn 
their teachers my students’ comments presaged.
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1964 

First Experiences 
Teachers College, Columbia University

I arrived at Teachers College in January 1964 to partic-
ipate in the Peace Corps Training program for trainees 
bound for Nigeria. I decided to live in the dorm since I 
thought I would be there for only one semester and the 
dorm was attached to the classroom buildings. I could go 
from my room to a classroom in 5 minutes. To the cafeteria 
was a two-minute walk. 

The trainees were going to be staying at the Paris Ho-
tel, where my sister Joanne and I had stayed when I re-
turned from Nigeria. That was a 15-minute walk from the 
campus. I could teach a course for the PC Training, return 
to my room in  the dorm to study, and return to sit in on a 
course I was taking.

Learning as a Perk
One of  the perks of  working at Teachers College, either 
teaching or doing administration, was that each semester 
we earned 8 points of  free tuition, so of  course, I took ad-
vantage of  this benefit. The first course I took was world 
literature because one of  the books that the professor was 
going to deal with was Don Quijote. I had relished reading 
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signed in to live in Whittier Hall, the dorm I decided to live 
in, and interacted with the cashier and people who served 
food in the cafeteria was how warm and friendly everyone 
was. I felt totally comfortable not only with the professors 
and departmental administrative staff, but with all those I 
encountered.

I also found the offices to be inviting. At Northern Illi-
nois University, most of  my classes were in new buildings. 
The professors’ offices were all the same in size, design of  
the desks, and chairs, and bookshelves. At TC, the book-
shelves were all handmade and designed differently in each 
office. Some professors had a cot in their office as well as a 
desk chair. Others had lounge chairs for students. It was a 
very warm atmosphere.

I did not follow what was going on with the other parts 
of  training, though I know that the trainees had classes in 
Nigerian government, history, and the educational system, 
which was taught by David Scanlon. 

He was the director of  the Institute for African Studies. 
He led engaging discussions with the trainees. He loved 
Africa and had spent a lot of  time there. His love for the 
people was so evident. Fortunately, his classes met at times 
different from mine, so I was able to participate. It was a 
real blessing.

David was a Quaker, but he did not make a big thing 
about this fact. I thought it was so appropriate that a per-
son who was a member of  an organization that espoused 
peace was teaching Peace Corps volunteers! During the 
three-year conflict between Nigeria and Biafra, July 1967 
to January 1970, David represented the American Friends 
Service Committee in its relief  work.

it in Spanish class, and writing about it for my MA thesis, 
comparing it to Tom Jones.

Another course I took was TESOL Materials taught by 
Donald Knapp, who was a TC grad with teaching experi-
ence in Beirut. He was the most exuberant teacher I have 
ever had. There were just a dozen or so students in the 
course, but, we were almost all returned Peace Corps Vol-
unteers. Don sometimes had us to his apartment for social 
events, so we all got to know each other very well. We all 
ended up staying in New York, and were active both in the 
New York State TESOL affiliate and, TESOL and we con-
tinued to see each other socially well after we graduated.

Virginia French Allen taught the third course I took 
in TESOL methods. She was as laid back as Don was ex-
uberant. She spoke softly and with no emotion. She had 
written two readers in which the structures were limited so 
that learners could learn patterns while reading engaging 
stories. One was called People in Livingston: A Reader for 
Adults Learning English, and the other was People in Fact 
and Fiction. The word “people” was significant. Virginia 
felt that feelings were very important and we should not see 
those we teach as students but as people. Most of  those in 
her class were the same ones who had been in Don’s class, 
so our relationships deepened.

Famous and Friendly
I did not know at the time that Teachers College was so 
famous. The only time I read about TC was in high school, 
when I used the Thorndike Barnhart Dictionary and, at 
some point, noticed that Thorndike was a professor at a  
place called “Teachers College.”

What struck me most when I registered for courses, 
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a full-time faculty of  100 plus who used the observation 
rooms.

I also regularly gave handouts to the trainees, and they 
shared lesson plans that they had made, as I had the stu-
dents do in Nigeria. 

And as we had done then 
. . . we did again. We produced 
a book titled Teaching English 
in Exhilarating Circumstances, 
stealing part of  the title from 
the book that helped me the 
most in my career by Michael 
West, Teaching English in Diffi-
cult Circumstances.

Multiple Opportunities
During spring break, I flew to Chicago to visit my family, 
and I interviewed for a position teaching English at Niles 
West in Skokie, Illinois. My cousin was teaching chemistry 
there and suggested I apply. I was offered a position and I 
accepted.

When I returned to TC after the break, Carl told me 
that TC had been awarded another Peace Corps training 
contract for the summer and autumn of  1964, and spring 
of  1965. I told him that I had just signed a contract to 
teach in the 1964/65 academic year. At the same time, 
UCLA had been awarded a contract to teach trainees for 
Nigeria for the same time period, and the director of  the 
UCLA program called me to invite me to join the training 
program there. I told him what I had told Carl. 

I suppose I could have taken the job at either TC or 
UCLA and canceled the contract, but it never occurred to 

The Discovery of the 2-Way Mirror
In my work as a teacher trainer, a key component of  the 
Peace Corps training was practice teaching. I would intro-
duce teaching methods in late afternoon classes, and the 
teachers would try them out the next morning in the public 
schools. Though one fellow trainer and I were able to visit 
the future teachers, we could do so only every couple of  
weeks.

One day I was looking for a classroom for a seminar, 
and by accident I came across an observation room. One 
wall had windows that faced the courtyard. Two others 
were regular walls. But on the fourth side of  the room there 
was a mirror. Behind the mirror was a room about 3 feet 
deep with two rows of  chairs in tiers. Those sitting in the 
chairs could see through the “mirror” into the classroom. 
I had never seen a mirror that could be used in this way 
— one side was a mirror, and the other side a window that 
enabled those in the small room to see what was happen-
ing in the classroom. Finding this room was a godsend. It 
meant I could observe a trainee conducting a class together 
with twenty other trainees without overwhelming the class 
in the classroom. 

In Nigeria, we had a demonstration classroom in which 
35 teachers sat in benches in tiers to observe me or one of  
the students teaching forty primary students. Afterward we 
would discuss the lesson. But to be able to make comments 
as the lesson was going on was a boon. 

The observation room was also equipped with a video 
camera, so we could easily record each lesson as well to be 
used for further analysis. 

Later, I found another observation room in the base-
ment that was windowless. I was one of  just a few out of  
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cation, so he trained the science teachers. Gary had taught 
at an under equipped school in Nigeria, and he showed the 
teachers how to do experiments with very minimal equip-
ment.

Llyod Sherman, who had been teaching the science 
teachers in previous programs, was a Teacher for East Af-
rica  in Kenya, where many of  the secondary schools had 
much more science equipment, provided a compliment for 
the science teachers. 

The second reason the summer training program was 
better was that the trainees and staff lived together in 
the Barnard College dorms. This meant they did not 
have to travel back and forth from the Paris Hotel at 
96th Street to TC at 120th Street, and staff and train-
ees could easily socialize in the dorm — which we 
had to ourselves — and go out to local bars together.  
I naturally moved from my room in the TC dorm to be 
with everyone.

Before the program began, the team learned that we would 
be invited to teach in another training program together at 
the end of  the summer. Early in 1964, Marie Gadsden, 
the Director of  Peace Corps Training for Africa had urged 
Morehouse College in Atlanta to submit a proposal to train 
PCVs there. It was accepted, and she recommended to the 
Director that he hire me and the TC team. So, soon after 
we completed the TC training program in July of  1964, 
we all went to Atlanta to teach in the Morehouse-Spellman 
training program.

Dr. Gadsden urged Morehouse to submit a proposal 
because she thought that white volunteers, which consti-

me to do this.
Carl was relieved that at least I could teach in the 1964 

summer training program. I was, too, since otherwise I 
would not have had anything to do in the summer.

The summer training program was better for me than 
the spring program for two reasons. One was that four fel-
low PCVs from Nigeria were participating. We had trained 
together for six months and had discussed our training a 
great deal both during and after it, so, we had a shared 
sense of  what was important and what was not important. 

Equally important, we knew what each could do and 
could not do, what we knew about and what we were ig-
norant of. And since we were very close, we could discuss 
what we were doing and how we should alter what we were 
doing with complete candor. 

What a Team of Teacher Teachers
I had kept in touch with many fellow volunteers and so 
when we needed staff to contribute to the summer training 
program, I contacted the people I mention below. They 
had not been free for previous programs since they were 
either teaching or in graduate school. But fortunately, they 
all had the summer off. 

Hershel Hertzberg had taught political science at 
Nsukka University, so he dealt with Nigerian politics. This 
meant we did not have to invite professors from the African 
Studies Program at Columbia to give lectures. 

Jane Meleny had studied village organization and poli-
tics, so she dealt with Nigerian local government. 

Norm Gary had started his Ph.D. in TESOL at UCLA, 
so he and I teamed up to deal with TESOL. 

Gary Knamiller had started his Ph.D. in science edu-
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Gary Knamiller
Fellow Nigeria 1 PCV

Michael asked: Why did you start calling John, Juanito?

❝ I can’t really remember why I started calling John 
Juanito – except perhaps because he was a Span-
ish speaker, and I failed the subject in college (he 
calls me Kna). It happened when we first met at 
Harvard Business College around the 20th of  July 
1961 for the start of  our Peace Corps/Nigeria1 
training.

He seemed to me to be an intellectual, laying 
around on his bed reading sophisticated magazines 
and newspapers, many of them from or about Nige-
ria — a place I was just discovering on the world map. 

 as an aside: Over the years of  being with Juani-
to in various Peace Corps training programs and 
subsequent visits to New York, his bed seemed to 
remain such a natural “office” for him — papers, 
magazines, books randomly spread about the big 
surface and him so relaxed, sprawled out with head 
on pillow and feet hanging just over the edge of  the 
bed, receiving folk into his chambers for discussion 
and pontificating.

Juanito and I saw each other a lot in Ibadan during 
the second phase of  our training from Septem-

↔

tuted almost all of  the Peace Corps Volunteers, would have 
a more enriching experience if  they lived and learned at a 
black school.

But in the event, there were no summer school classes 
at Morehouse when we were there. So we did not meet 
one black student either on campus or in the bars in the 
city during our stay there. We talked only with the black 
administrative staff.

But it was a revelation to learn not only about More-
house and Spellman — Morehouse for men and Spellman 
for woman — but also about the 40 other historically black 
colleges.

Later in my career, I did workshops for faculty mem-
bers at a dozen of  the 40 historically black colleges on 
Nigerian literature, which started to be introduced in the 
early seventies. But I never taught or met any of  the black 
undergraduates.
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gether, and John and me even more so, as we con-
tinued to reside in the same dormitory during our 
time in Ibadan.

We were assigned to very different parts of  the 
country, and thus rarely if  ever saw one another, 
although we wrote letters. 

The next image I have is on the bus, or maybe 
it was the subway, in Mahattan . . . Juanito (John), 
Carol Newman and I giggling through our attempts 
to rehearse our French homework for the language 
classes we were taking at Alliance Francaise. What 
a great time was that summer of  ’64 supposedly 
working on a Peace Corps training programme at 
Barnard College, only a few short blocks from what 
is now the Fanselow’s apartment. Can’t remember 
a thing about the training programme, but in par-
allel with our wonderful togetherness at Alliance 
Francaise was ‘Shakespeare in the Park.’ 

Then there was the Peace Corps training pro-
gramme at Spellman College in Atlanta during the 
summer of  ’65. Juanito and I were there together 
again, but I have few if  any memories of  that time. 
Sorry.

Fast forward to John and Kumi and 2 – 3 year old 
daughter, Aya Dorothy, visiting us in our first house 
in Bramhope, England. We have this wonderful 
photo of  Aya and Pete in bed romping around to-
gether. Misa wasn’t yet born.

Later, my daughter Cathy and I visited Juani-
to in Barcelona, stayed in his flat, drinking early 

ber to December of  1961. He and I lived in the 
same dormitory complex on the Ibadan University 
College campus. We Peace Corps Volunteers were 
scattered around the different student dorms so we 
could begin to get to know and communicate with 
Nigerians, albeit a fairly select group. 

 We were eating lunch at our dorm cafeteria one 
day during in-country training when one of  the 
Nigerian students dropped a stenciled, duplicated 
piece of  paper in front of  us. He said nothing to us, 
just dropped the paper. It was a copy of  a postcard 
that one our fellow volunteers apparently had tried 
to send to her boyfriend. Somehow, it found its way 
into a Nigerian student’s hands, and in an instant, 
into the hands of  the whole student body. 

The postcard just said what we were all think-
ing — that we had no idea what it meant to be in 
a third-world country, as they were called in those 
days, and how some of  the deprivations we were see-
ing were quite shocking. The ‘postcard incident,’ as 
it came to be known, almost led to our whole group 
getting kicked out of  the country. But good, sensible, 
diplomatic reasoning prevailed, culminating in the 
president of  the country mediating our stay. 

If  this had not happened, and we as a group 
had been asked to leave, John Fanselow’s Uyo ex-
periences, and Teaching English in Exhilarating Cir-
cumstances, and all that followed would never have 
happened. How fragile, indeed, are our personal 
histories. Suffice it to say that the ‘post card inci-
dent’ brought all of  us volunteers even closer to-
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morning orange juice, coffee and eating croissants 
on his balcony after having been woken up by the 
bang/crash/boom of  the garbage trucks in the 
street below. Cathy was searching out an ESL job 
in Barcelona. I guess this is where I first heard John 
speaking Spanish so fluently. Perhaps this is when I 
started calling him Juanito.

Chris and I stayed with him and Aya in New 
York the September of  the Peace Corps 50th anni-
versary celebration. Then we went down to Wash-
ington, DC on the train. Was great to see our old 
Peace Corps Nigeria 1 colleagues

It is strange in a way that Junaito and I over 
these last 54 years haven’t really spent that much 
time together.  But thanks mainly to him we have 
maintained contact. He has taken the initiative.  
Juanito is a very loyal friend.  Amazing how close I 
feel to him. ❞
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1964 

Lessons Learned 
from Historically Black Colleges

I had grown up in Chicago, which was then and is now 
segregated, not by law, but by incomes and unwritten laws 
of  ownership of  homes. As a result, I had not talked to a 
black person until my first year of  college.

Before I taught Up from Slavery by Booker T. Wash-
ington in Nigeria, I had not heard about Historically Black 
Colleges (HBC) in the United States, but in the book he 
tells us how a group started the first one, known as Tuske-
gee Normal School (Teachers’ College) for Colored Teach-
ers, in 1881 and how he became the first president in 1882. 

There are now around 100 HBCs. They were started 
because most universities in the South in the US did not 
admit black students.

As I was teaching Up from Slavery in 1963, little did I 
know that one year later I would be teaching at two of  the 
HBCs in Atlanta, Georgia.

In 1963, the Peace Corps’ Africa Training Division asked 
two of  the HBCs, Morehouse and Spellman in Atlanta, 
to submit a proposal to prepare Peace Corps Volunteers 
for West Africa. The director of  the Division was a black 
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ate grits and collard greens among other foods that were 
new to us. Since all of  us trainers had experienced being 
the only white persons at our sites in Nigeria, we did not 
feel it strange to be in restaurants where we were the only 
whites.

But of  course we were sensitive to the fact that both in 
our posts in Nigeria and there in Atlanta that, though we 
were in the minority, we were not ostracized as blacks were 
in white communities in Georgia and many other places 
in the United States. This was a sobering experience for 
all of  us.

The trainees did practice teaching in black schools near 
Morehouse and Spellman, but we did not visit the homes 
of  any of  the students nor talk with any of  their parents. So 
again, our experiences were superficial. 

The Phelps Stokes Fund — A Decade Later
I was hired as a consultant for the Phelps Stokes Fund, 
which connects emerging leaders and organizations in Af-
rica and the Americas with those in the United States who 
have resources to help them advance in social and eco-
nomic development. 

One of  their projects was to bring professors from the 
Black colleges to visit Indian reservations. Another one was 
to present workshops at HBCs about Africa, African liter-
ature, and African history to broaden the colleges’ curricu-
lums, and to demonstrate ways to engage students so they 
could begin to understand more about Africa. 

Chinua Achebe Comes to America
Another mission that they had was to bring Africans to 
America to visit and speak at the HBCs. 

woman who, along with others in the Peace Corps, want-
ed to increase the number of  black Peace Corps Volun-
teers. They thought that if  some of  the students at these 
institutions could see Peace Corps training programs being 
held at their schools, their interest in becoming a volunteer 
might be boosted.

The proposals from Morehouse and Spellman were 
accepted. 

Training and Spellman and Morehouse — 1964
In the late summer of  1964 after training a group for Ni-
geria at Teaches College, I, along with 5 others from the 
Nigeria 1 group, was invited to teach in the program. So, 
off we went to Atlanta to live in the dorms at Spellman 
and Morehouse, the men at Morehouse and the woman at 
Spellman.

Because of  the timing, most of  the students were on 
summer break, and only a handful of  them observed any 
of  the training sessions.

 My vision of  the world had been greatly enhanced by 
teaching in Nigeria, so my experiences in Atlanta, superfi-
cial as they were, enhanced my vision.

During the training program in Atlanta, on weekends and 
some nights, those of  us from Nigeria 1 and some trainees 
ate at restaurants near the colleges rather than in the din-
ing halls because we wanted to experience being in a black 
community, even if  only in a superficial way. Though the 
places we ate in were middle class and we did not speak 
with any of  the other patrons except to exchange greet-
ings and tell them where we were from and what we were 
doing there, we experienced the relaxed atmosphere and 



396 397

At the time, I was still in touch with some of  my former 
students, and of  course, I wrote them to share this news. 
Naturally, they were as thrilled as I was. 

How blessed I was to be able to travel with him, share 
meals, and, most importantly, to be on a few panels with 
him. 

Though Things Fall Apart is the most read of  his 
works, subsequent works such as The Education of a Brit-
ish-Protected Child (Knopf, 2009) are equally significant.

Then Came Dumisani Kumalo 
Another person that the Phelps Stokes Fund invited to the 
US was a reporter from South Africa who was about to be 
arrested for his criticism of  Apartheid: Dumisani Kumalo.

When he first came to New York, one of  the Phelps 
Stokes staff members, who was a former Peace Corps staff 
member in Togo, and a close friend of  mine, brought him 
to my office. 

He said he wanted to improve his English and learn 
about American culture. I asked him what he was interest-
ed in. He said he loved American baseball. 

I told him to record the broadcasts of  the games and 
read the sports section of  the newspaper every day. I ex-
plained how to study English using a technique called 
“Read and Look Up.” I told him to listen to the broadcasts 
over and over again, and write down what he thought he 
heard, and have somebody compare what he heard with 
what he wrote.

He visited HBCs to discuss journalism and the free-
dom of  the press, and to advocate for the boycott of  South 
Africa by US companies with corporate board members 
and trustees of  universities. He also visited city councils, 

One of  those invited was writer Chinua Achebe, the 
author of  the novel I taught  in 1962 in Nigeria — Things 
Fall Apart.

Achebe had grown up about 50 miles from the college 
where I was teaching in Uyo. Of  course, some of  my stu-
dents grew up in the same region he did, and  it was a very 
interesting experience for me to learn about him. 

Achebe went to a secondary school 30 miles from Uyo 
that I had visited many times to see a fellow Peace Corps 
Volunteer who taught math there.

At any rate, I was asked to be Achebe’s guide/host at a 
number of  the HBCs. I introduced  him when he spoke,  
and also spoke on some panels together with him. 

At one HBC we visited, there was a big banner across 
the entrance of  the college saying “Welcome Chinua Ache-
be,” and I talked with a few students and asked, “What 
do you think about him?” They replied, “Who is Chinua 
Achebe?” I thought to myself, “That means what we are 
doing is valuable, because if  he hadn’t visited they would 
have no idea of  who he was.” 

During one panel I sat on with Chinua Achebe, I 
mentioned that I had asked my students in Nigeria wheth-
er they thought that things started to fall apart when the 
colonialists arrived. Of  course, Achebe did not say I was 
right or wrong, but reminded the audience that the more 
interpretations we can explore in our reading of  fiction 
the richer the experience.

He was an extremely affable person with an ironic 
sense of  humor, more evident in his prose than in his fic-
tion. He was a most humble person, as well. 
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He said, “I want to thank so many people who are here 
that I haven’t seen for a long time, but there are too many 
people to thank. But, I have to mention Professor John 
Fanselow of  Teachers College.” And then he told the story 
about baseball. 

He then spoke about the contributions that the retiree 
had made to the Phelps Stokes Fund, and that a scholar-
ship was being established in her name.

Had I had a few moments more to speak with the Am-
bassador, he would have gotten a big laugh. I would have 
told him that had I been told to improve a language I was 
learning by listening to baseball broadcasts, and reading 
the reports of  the games my language would not have 
changed since I knew nothing about baseball! Knowing 
about the topic is crucial of  course. 

Left to right around the table: Dr. Lettie Fenderson; Sam Stokes;  
son of  Dr. Njiru; Dr. Ruth Njiru; behind at right, a student of  Lettie’s.

The Richness of Memories
I invited a few people who I had worked with for Phelps 
Stokes during those visits to the HBCs to our apartment the 

state legislatures, and foundations to urge them to divest all 
of  their holdings in South Africa. His campaign was very 
crucial in the widespread imposition of  sanctions on South 
Africa, which eventually led to the demise of  the apartheid 
government. His campaign was a very strong example of  
how one person, with a commitment to a cause and deep 
and extensive knowledge of  the issues, can contribute to a 
change of  government. What an honor it was to have met 
Dumisani.

Some years later he became the Ambassador from South 
Africa to the United Nations, and in 2007, I received an 
invitation from the Phelps-Stokes Fund saying they were 
honoring someone who was retiring, and the event was go-
ing to be held at the residence of  the South African am-
bassador. 

Fortunately, I was in New York at the time, so I went. 
My older daughter, Aya, was free, so she came with me. 
Since I didn’t know where the place was, we got there quite 
early to be sure we wouldn’t be late. When we went in, the 
Ambassador came up to me and said, “John, I’m so happy 
you were able to come.”

I have to tell you that I had completely forgotten his 
name and the fact that he had come up to Teachers Col-
lege to ask me how he could improve his English and learn 
about American Culture. In retrospect, his request for 
ways to improve his English were a bit perplexing, because 
he actually was extremely fluent. 

He reminded me, and told Aya how helpful my advice 
had been. Later, as we were having drinks and chatting, he 
tapped his glass to request silence because he wanted to say 
a few words.
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Sakae Onoda
 Former Student at TC MA Tokyo 

Professor at Jutendo University, Chiba Prefecture, Japan

Michael asked sakae: Tell me about your background in 
teaching and education before you met John.

❝  I was a high school teacher at that time. It was my 
first job. I had been teaching for five or six years, 
when at the age of  31 I started studying at Teach-
ers College, Columbia University. The first course I 
had to take was John Fanselow’s Observation Class.

I attended he first class with high expectations, 
but  his teaching style was very unique, and all of  
the students were thrown into total confusion on 
that day. We tried to make sense of  . . . to under-
stand what he was trying to convey to us. 

At the end of  the first session, all of  us went 
into another classroom and we were shocked or 
depressed or confused. We started talking, “What 
are we going to learn?” We had taken notes, but 
the notes didn’t make sense to us, so we were very 
afraid about whether or not we could earn a pass-
ing grade in the course. 

But the more sessions we took, the deeper we 
understood his teaching philosophy . . . little by lit-
tle. ❞

day after the reception for a personal reunion. I relish re-liv-
ing experiences I have had with people through the years. 
I am sure that you, like me, can have a lively conversation 
with a person we have not seen for years in a heartbeat. 

My guests were:
•  Dr. Lettie Fendersonon, who was a legendary profes-

sor at Howard University. We had worked together not 
only in doing workshops at HBCs, but also in training 
programs in Togo. 

•  Sam Stokes, seated next to Lettie,  had been a Peace 
Corps Volunteer in Côte d’Ivoire, and was the Peace 
Corps country director in Benin when I evaluated the 
program there.

•  The woman in the black blazer on the right is Dr. Ruth 
Njiru, who taught at the University of  Massachusetts. 
Her husband’s father had started a secondary school in 
a place called Njiru in the highlands of  Kenya. I had 
visited the school in 1967 when I visited Kenya to see 
Peace Corps Volunteers I had taught in a training pro-
gram for Kenya at Teachers College in 1965. A small 
world.

•  Seated next to Ruth is Ruth’s son, who was a radio host 
on a station in Boston. 

•  The woman standing on the right was a junior profes-
sor who Lettie had been mentoring.

↔
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Michael: How has the relationship developed over time?

❝   While we were taking his first observation course 
he sometimes asked us to go to a restaurant and we 
had lunch or dinner together. 

He was very friendly and even when we were 
just trying to have a casual conversation, he tried 
to utilize everything . . . from his materials for lan-
guage analysis or observation. 

That was very interesting, so I kept taking his 
courses. In total, I think I took five of  his courses. 
One of  the most impressive was “Teaching Lan-
guage with the Media.” 

Basically, his teaching philosophy was that we 
first have to observe and analyze what students are 
doing. Then, based on students’ responses we were 
supposed to make some more changes and then see 
what happened. That’s his teaching style . . . the 
basic approach that he took in that course, too. ❞

Michael: Do you remember what it was that so confused 
everyone? What he did?

❝   He didn’t use language. On the first day he showed 
up . . . an ordinary teacher would have usually in-
troduced himself  to us, but he didn’t do anything. 
He wrote something on the whiteboard . . . sketches 
and pictures. It seemed like he wanted us to think 
about what he was going to say, what he wanted  to 
convey to us. 

If  I remember correctly, he wrote down his 
name, “John,” and a picture of  a fan . . . I don’t 
remember the rest of  that . . . and he just pointed 
at us, “Look. Write.” Like he always does. ❞

Michael: Is there an alternative in your teaching that you 
have tried as a result of  John’s teachings or ideas? 

❝   Well, basically I apply his teaching philosophies to 
my teaching because he encouraged us to explore 
alternatives to language teaching, and to stay away 
from the conventional ideas. So, his book Try the 
Opposite, and also his lectures based on that real-
ly inspired me to look for . . . to develop different 
types of  tasks based on the same material. So that’s 
one of  the biggest influences that he had on my 
language teaching. And also — try the opposite 
— is very encouraging, very enriching in my life. 
Sometimes [when] I have to make a very import-
ant decision in my life . . . usually my mind is very 
narrow. ❞





405

↔

1965 to 1971

A Life Altering Phone Call

In the spring of  1965, Carl Graham, the director of  Peace 
Corps training programs at Teachers College called me 
in Chicago. He said, “John, we just received a contract to 
train Peace Corps volunteers for Somalia. The person who 
will train them will also go over and work with them in 
Somalia . . . follow-up, in-service . . . then come back to 
New York to train another group, go back to Somalia, and 
continue in-service.” The initial group would have around 
40 volunteers.

I was about to finish my first year of  teaching English 
at Niles West High School in Skokie, Illinois, a suburb near 
Chicago. I found the students so full of  life and hope that I 
relished my teaching there. Also, I had been living at home 
with my parents for the first time since high school. We 
saw movies together, played bridge with my closest cousin, 
went for walks. Everything was most pleasant.

But I missed Africa. When I say Africa I meant mainly 
Uyo, where I had lived in Nigeria, although I had visited 
half  a dozen other countries briefly.

I visited the principal, Nick Mannas, to ask his ad-
vice. After I said that it was a two-year commitment, he 
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glish Education. She became my advisor for my disser-
tation. As a result of  her advice about my dissertation, I 
dealt with issues that were important for both native and 
non-native speakers of  English.

As I was finishing my dissertation, the Chairman of  the 
department asked me to visit him in his office. He said 
that when I completed my dissertation, the Department of  
Languages, Literature and Theater would recommend me 
to the Dean to join the faculty.

I was quite taken aback. 
As I was completing my dissertation, fellow doctoral 

students were searching seeking jobs. I had focused only 
on completing my courses and my dissertation. I had no 
professional goals in mind. 

When a recommendation is received from a chair to 
appoint a person to the faculty, the dean appoints an ad 
hoc committee of  5 professors from various departments 
to review the recommendation. Along with the recommen-
dation, the chairs forward their recommendation letters,  
and the candidate’s CV and publications. The professors 
then review these materials and, together with the Dean, 
interview the candidate.

As I was going to focus on the practice of  teaching 
rather than on research, the interviewers asked me about 
activities I would introduce. Rather than describe the ac-
tivities, I had the professors on the ad hoc committee and 
the Dean to do the activities. I had them do a dictation in 
two different ways and asked them which they thought 
was more engaging. I had them read aloud in two dif-
ferent ways and again asked them which way was more 
engaging.

said, “John, the door is always open.” This was reassuring 
enough for me to accept the offer from Carl Graham. I 
could return to Niles West after my sojourn in Somalia.

Training Began Early
The Peace Corps training for Somalia did not begin un-
til March of  1966. But TC had contracts for the summer 
and autumn of  1965 to train PCVs for Nigeria. So from 
August to December I taught trainees bound for Nigeria. 
I also continued to take advantage of  free tuition and kept 
increasing the number of  credits I had earned.

O. Dean Gregory, a fellow teacher in the 1964 training 
programs, told me that I should apply for the doctoral pro-
gram since I had so many credits. He not only told me, but 
took me to the department office to be sure I picked up 
an application. He also gave me advice for completing it. 
Again, very strong support from others to do things I had 
not thought of  doing. 

I had taken around 40 courses, 28 in The Department 
of  Languages and Literature, home to the TESOL Pro-
gram.

At the time, TC offered a Ph.D. and an Ed.D. The 
Ed.D. required more credits, but the Ph.D. required passing 
two language tests, originally in French and German, but I 
requested substituting Spanish for German as my work in 
New York, and ESOL in most major cities was with Span-
ish speaking students. They agreed to the change.

I was accepted and as I completed my course work, I 
wrote a proposal for my dissertation. 

In addition to supervising practice teachers in the MA 
Program, I was a teaching assistant for a professor in En-
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Another Benefit
I also met my wife, Kumi, at Teachers College. Therefore, 
a three-minute phone call in 1965 led to a 25-year career 
and, as of  2022, to a 50-year marriage.

↔

After they finished asking me their questions, I was 
asked to go to the waiting room outside of  the dean’s office 
and wait. After about twenty minutes, the professors left 
the office and smiled on their way into the hallway. I inter-
preted the smiles as good news.

When the dean asked me to come back into his office, 
he shook my hand and said, “Congratulations. I am going 
to recommend to the president and members of  the Board 
of  Trustees that you be appointed to the faculty.” 

We then sat down. He said that his recommending 
me, someone who had received a BA and MA from an un-
known and undistinguished former state teachers college 
in the middle of  cornfields west of  Chicago, was a new 
experience for him. I knew that he had received his BA, 
MA, and Ph.D. from Columbia. He wanted me to know 
indirectly that he realized that individuals could receive a 
strong education at many institutions, not just traditionally 
famous ones. I was very gratified by his comment.

After I completed my two-year contract with Teachers Col-
lege for my Peace Corps contract in Somalia, I returned to 
Teachers College, and was asked to teach part-time in the 
TESOL MA Program supervising practice teachers. I had 
done this before I had gone to Somalia, and was happy to 
accept the offer.

In any event, I never did return to Niles West. 

In 1971 I joined the Columbia faculty. I taught in the 
TESOL Graduate Program from 1971 to 1996 in New 
York, and until 1998 in the Tokyo MA Program that I had 
established. 
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new students, new applicants. And looking for that 
passion and asking questions in certain ways. And 
often in interviews that would be a determining 
factor — asking that person, “Why do you want to 
do this degree?” If  the answer was, “Well, I want 
to chase the paper . . .,” well, that was a negative 
point, of  course. That could be a good point at 
other institutions, but for us . . . for me afterwards 
. . .  looking at how they answered and what was 
the reason “Why do you teach?” And if  you get 
a sense of  the person’s passion, they were already 
half, three-quarters of  the way there. In those 10, 
15 . . . almost 15 years I spent teaching at Teachers 
College because of  that first step — and I’ve used 
this metaphor before — well, actually actors use 
it, too. Teachers have their own instrument. Actors 
talk about their instrument and how they develop 
it and refine it. During that time with John and 
being influenced by his teachings, I became very 
conscious of  my own instrument. I think that’s an 
appropriate metaphor in that I left Teachers Col-
lege knowing that I had reached a stage where I 
was very aware of  what I was doing, how I was 
doing it, and how I could be flexible. One of  the 
big impressions of  John at first is he’s very flexible. 
I became more flexible as a result. ❞

Michael: Do you have a lasting visual image of  John?

❝ Yeah, well there’s the usual one people might say 
he’s wearing those stupid glasses, but for me the 
first thing that came to mind was his smile and 

Dr. Terry Royce
Former Director 

Teachers College MA Program, Tokyo

Michael asked: How has John influenced you, Terry, per-
sonally and/or professionally?

❝ Personally, he affected the way that I looked at 
things. His work on Try the Opposite, for example. 
He has a very interesting way of  just stopping or 
inhibiting your usual reactions and saying, “Okay, 
what are the alternatives?” And one of  them is the 
opposite, of  course, but there are other paths. But 
for me it was that inhibiting of  typical reactions 
to do what’s tried before or what you think might 
work on the spot, but that kind of  approach to just 
completely reverse the path . . . turn it around, so 
that personally affects me. ❞

Michael: Are there alternatives that you have tried 
personally or professionally based on John’s teach-
ings or ideas?

  ❝ Yeah . . . one of  the things I found . . . John and 
I, we both love teaching. One of  the things that 
I found interesting was that it made me examine 
my own passion for teaching . . . my contact with 
him, but especially contact in terms of  interviewing 
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his laugh. I had so many times with him in official 
meetings or with students, and he’d have a laugh or 
a smile. ❞ 

Michael: During the interview?

❝ But the first thing that would come to mind would 
be his smile and his laugh. I remember it in those 
meetings.

Finally, John doesn’t play games. He’s not a stiff 
academic and he doesn’t play games. ❞
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↔

1966

Peace Corps Training for Somalia IV 

I returned to Teachers College in September of  1965 to 
teach in a Peace Corps Training Program for volunteers 
going to Kenya and Uganda after doing an in-country 
training program in Togo that summer. 

I would next be training volunteers for Somalia IV in 
the spring of  1966. This would be the fourth Peace Corps 
group going to Somalia, and they would be training to be 
secondary school teachers. 

Some of  the textbooks that had been used for the 
Kenya and Uganda trainees were the same ones that 
would be used in Northern Somalia, so I was fortunate 
to get some early expertise for training the Somali bound 
volunteers who would be starting in spring.

Additionally, I resumed my course work at Teachers 
College, taking courses that interested me with no particu-
lar goal in mind concerning a degree. I also taught a course 
in the TESOL MA Program at Teachers College.

As I started to find out about Somalia by talking to 
former volunteers, I was curious about living conditions as 
well as their reflections on their teaching. I also asked the 
Peace Corps staff in Somalia to send textbooks that were 
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traordinarily difficult, the experiences 
would also sometimes be exhilarating.

You probably can’t see “West” 
written on the spine of  one of  the 
books on the student’s head along 
with “A.L.D.” (The Advanced Learn-
er’s Dictionary), and “Hill” who had 
written a useful book on teaching pro-
nunciation. 

The manual for each group had 
been different in content, and the cov-
ers were distinctive as well, designed by a few of  the train-
ees. We produced the manuals so that, when they became 
volunteers and were on their own, they would remind them 
of  the importance of  working together, and would serve as 
a reminder for them to work, as much as they could, with 
other teachers at their schools.

The Program Began
I had brought back copies of  ESOL textbooks used in 
Nigeria and demonstrated ways the teachers could use 
them in addition to the ways the authors had intended. 
For example, there were many grammar rules in the books, 
which the authors thought the students should memorize. 
However, though my students, the teachers I had taught, 
in Uyo had memorized most of  the rules, they were still 
saying things like “I am liking your new shirt,” and “I like 
banana,” rather than “I like your new shirt” and “I like 
bananas.” 

Also, most of  the teachers and students in Uyo, as well 
as most of  the ESOL teachers in New York City, focused 
on experiential words, such as eat, walk, happy in isola-

Teaching English in 
Exhilarating 

Circumstances

being used there, not only in English classes, which I had 
some of, but also in science, math, and history books. 

Volunteers stationed in schools in the north of  the 
country would be teaching these subjects, since it had been 
an English colony. The south had been an Italian colony, so 
in the past these subjects were being taught in Italian there.

 However, the Somali Ministry of  Education had want-
ed Peace Corps Volunteers teachers to introduce English 
in the south so that, over time, English would be the lingua 
franca of  both the north and the south.

March came quickly, and I decided to neither teach in the 
TESOL MA program, nor take the 8 free credits I was 
entitled to that semester. This was because, in addition to 
teaching the trainees, I would be interviewing them to get 
to know them better so that, when it came time for placing 
them, I would have a sense of  what type of  post they would 
like and what their preferences would be for the subjects 
they would teach, and I also would be visiting them during 
their practice teaching in New York City schools.

During each of  the previous training programs I had 
taught, I, together with the trainees, produced a series of  
lesson plans and suggestions about ways to organize librar-
ies, and supervise clubs and sports. I titled each manual 
Teaching English in Exhilarating Circumstances, borrow-
ing the title of  one of  the books that has most influenced 
my teaching: Teaching English in Dif ficult Circumstances 
by Michael West. 

In the introduction to each of  the manuals produced 
for each separate program, I said that though the experi-
ences of  each volunteer would be difficult, maybe even ex-
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volunteers lived in towns, they had more chances to use 
Somali. 

But in all of  Somalia, volunteers found the street lan-
guage that they had learned was very useful.

We had small-group discussions in English with volun-
teers who had returned from Somalia about living condi-
tions and attitudes of  students, staff, and members of  the 
community. The Peace Corps doctor in Somalia provided 
sessions on health. Guests knowledgeable in the geogra-
phy, history, and culture of  the various groups in Somalia 
also provided sessions. In addition to methods of  teaching 
language, which all volunteers taught, science, math, and 
history teachers were taught methods for teaching these 
content areas.

I was thrilled to be able to get to know the volunteers 
who I would be working with for the next two years. In 
all of  the previous training programs I had been involved 
with, I waved the new Volunteers goodbye and in most cas-
es never saw them again. 

Being able to discuss the training program with vol-
unteers at their posts would also enable us to improve the 
next training program. I could both get their evaluations 
of  what was helpful and not helpful and I could observe 
the extent to which activities we introduced them to were 
in fact used. I could also discover what topics they felt we 
should add to the training program.

But perhaps what thrilled me the most was the chance 
to observe the teachers, have them observe me, and then 
for both of  us to develop our teaching skills. Of  course, 
during my visits we would discuss their relationships with 
other teachers, the principal, members of  the community, 
and the students, as well. 

tion. A friend had given me copies of  Albert Sydney Horn-
by’s series of  books titled Structural Words and Sentences 
Patterns when I was teaching in Nigeria. In them Horn-
by urged teachers to teach language, not vocabulary and 
grammar separately.

As an alternative to the usual, I had trainees teach the 
students in the Community ESOL classes at Teachers Col-
lege, where they practiced teaching, write questions about 
texts they had read and then ask each other the questions. 
In this way, they were able to experience language rather 
than learn rules.

All trainees studied the Somali language 3 hours a day 
in groups of  six. We used materials that were greatly influ-
enced by B. Andreiewski, a Polish-born, British-naturalised 
linguist whose research focused on the Somali language and 
who had worked with Somali language scholars. Though 
we used materials based on the work of  Andreiewski and 
the Somali scholars, we supplemented the standard lan-
guage with street language. Street boys liked to taunt each 
other and people on the street — especially foreigners — 
with vulgar expressions. Most of  the time they did this in 
good humor. But if  people ignored them they sometimes 
got nasty.

When a representative of  the Somali Ministry of  Edu-
cation visited Teachers College to observe training he was 
shocked that we were teaching street language. He said we 
had to stop doing this immediately. So we did until he re-
turned to Somalia. 

In the event, many volunteers had no need to use So-
mali on a day-to-day basis especially in the north because 
most were at boarding schools where the students wanted 
to use English as much as they could. In the south, where 
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One site was the psychiatric ward for woman at Bellev-
ue Hospital in lower Manhattan. The trainee was expected 
to dance with the patients. The trainee took a small record-
er with dance music on it and danced for two hours with 
various patients. He and the patients loved the experience.

Many went to after-school programs at churches. They 
read to the children, played games, or did sing-alongs. 

A few volunteers went door to door asking if  the resi-
dents would like to answer some questions about govern-
ment sponsored health insurance for a company that was 
hired to research this issue for the city. The trainees had a 
chance to visit a range of  apartments and talk with very 
poor, and relatively well off residents for as much as thirty 
minutes in many cases.

My Skepticism
I was initially skeptical of  the idea of  required volunteer 
work during training, but when both the trainees and the 
people who invited them to help out said how beneficial 
the volunteer work was I, of  course, got on board. 

Volunteers in country had to have projects during the 
school breaks. Some of  the volunteers in Somalia devel-
oped projects related to the volunteer work they had done 
in training. So the volunteer work had an impact not only 
in New York but in Somalia. I think skepticism can help us 
improve things and sometimes can prevent us from doing 
things that in fact are not worthwhile. I am pleased that I 
kept my skepticism to myself  in this case and learned that 
it was ill founded.

↔

In Nigeria the British Council Language Teaching Of-
ficer had increased the efficacy of  my teaching immensely 
when I was a volunteer. Without his demonstration lessons 
and the readings he gave me, my Nigerian students would 
have learned much less English, much less about how to 
teach with a wider range of  activities, and much less about 
how to learn more on their own.

Trainees Volunteering in the Community
The Peace Corps/Washington training division requested 
that all autumn training programs for volunteers going to 
East Africa include opportunities for trainees to do volun-
teer work for six hours a week. 

Carl Graham, the Director at TC, asked one of  the staff 
to call settlement houses, community centers and churches 
to ask them if  they would accept two to six volunteers for 
six hours a week for ten weeks to do volunteer work. They 
said it was too much trouble to set up such a short term 
arrangement, so Carl asked me to give it a try. 

For whatever reason, almost all those whom I called 
were happy to arrange for the trainees to do volunteer 
work. Maybe it was because I highlighted that the volun-
teers were trainees who were soon to go to Somalia, and 
to have experiences with a wide range of  people in New 
York would enable them to be more understanding people 
when they started teaching in Somalia. I also pointed out 
that many of  the graduate programs at Teachers College 
regularly had students do term length placements in vari-
ous settlement houses, etc. in New York.

We made a list of  the sites, and which trainees would 
be expected to participate, and the trainees could select 
what they wanted to try out.
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 Geoff  Jordan
Teacher at ESADE University, Barcelona, Spain

❝  The best ELT (English Language Teaching) course 
I’ve ever attended was a two-week workshop with 
John Fanselow in Barcelona in 1994. 

It consisted entirely of  transcribing, analyzing 
and discussing recordings of  four different teachers 
(three of  whom participated in the workshop) who 
had previously agreed to video their classes in the 
month before the workshop took place. 

In preparation for the workshop, I liaised with 
John, who stressed the importance of  videoing the 
whole class and not training the camera on the 
teacher. 

I sent him (by post!) sample video recordings of  
the classes, and he phoned me a few times, asking 
me to record specific activities and sometimes to 
focus on specific things — “point the camera at the 
students’ legs” — he requested on one occasion. 

By the time the workshop started, we had about 
10 hours of  recordings to work with. ❞
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1966 to 1968

Somalia — North and South
A Most Memorable Experience

Arrival in Somalia
Julius Nimmons, the Associate Peace Corps Director for 
southern Somalia, picked me up at the Mogadishu airport 
after my flight from Rome. He invited me to stay at his 
house since I was going to be in “Mog” for only two nights 
before we would fly to Taleh, where I would join the So-
malia IV volunteers I had trained at Teachers College, for 
two weeks of  in-country orientation. 

Meeting in Taleh
I flew to Taleh in a two-person Cessna plane operated by 
the Somali police. Neither the pilot nor I had ever flown in 
such a small plane. The route was about 625 miles (1,000 
km) northeast from Mog to Taleh, and took just a few 
hours, but it seemed endless. We were flying fairly close to 
the ground, and the slightest down draft shook us a great 
deal, and whenever the clouds would clear, we saw a great 
expanse of  arid earth more close-up than we had expected.

When we landed, and I rendezvoused with the waiting 
volunteers they booed me a bit in good fun because I did 
not have to endure a rough, 12-hour tradetruck ride from 
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Taleh
While in New York during the Somalia IV training, the As-
sociate Director of  the Peace Corps in northern Somalia, 
Bob Blackburn, had discussed the idea of  a introducing 
the group to a part of  Somalia’s history, geography, and 
culture by doing some clearing of  debris from Taleh, a fort 
that the country had built during their fight against colo-
nialism in the 1700s. 

Taleh

Understanding Somali History
Bob was good friends with one of  the commanders of  the 
Somali police, and with him, they planned what was to be 
one of  the most memorable experiences all of  us would 
have.

Because it was very hot in the afternoons, we worked 
only in the mornings. In the afternoons, we had classes in a 
nearby primary school in Somali language, and some dis-
cussions about the history of  the fort and the fight against 
colonialism. 

Mog, that they had taken, which was hard on the body, and 
the dust and heat were hard on the lungs and skin. When 
I told them of  the ride on the small plane, they conceded 
that I had a memorably rough ride as well.

Loading up in a tradetruck for the trip from Taleh to Hargeisa (644km-400mi)

a note: A “tradetruck” is a vehicle for long distance, 
public transportation unique to Somalia. It is a large, 
flat-bed, approximately 5-ton truck, with a waist-
high fence mounted around the periphery of  the 
bed. It can carry about 30 passengers standing and 
lying down — yes, lying down. On the few paved 
roads, they were not comfortable, and on dirt and 
stone roads, they were very uncomfortable. They 
were built for endurance, not comfort. The trucks 
were also used to carry goods from town to town.
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Some of  us slept in the school classrooms, and some slept 
under the Milky Way, which was so, so brilliant, as there 
were no electric lights within hundreds of  miles. 

Our food was prepared by cooks from the police force, 
and we all ate together, mixing speaking in English and 
Somali. In my case, it was 95% English and 5% Somali. 
However, a dozen of  the volunteers were already quite flu-
ent in Somali, which greatly impressed the police

The two weeks went by quickly, and on reflection, most 
of  the PCVs thought that the isolation and close contact 
with a group of  Somalis enabled them to feel more com-
fortable than they would have had they gone immediately 
to the towns where they would live and teach.

At Peace Corps/Washington, many said that the 
Peace Corps in Somalia was like the Marine Corps of  
the Peace Corps. Our experience confirmed this appella-
tion, and although almost all of  the volunteers had very 
negative feelings about the experience at the time, but 
once they were at their posts most of  them realized that 
experiences at their posts or in regular travel around the 
country was not nearly as difficult as their experience at 
Taleh had been. 

In the North

On to Hargeisa
I went to Hargeisa from Taleh with the volunteers and Bob 
in a tradetruck. It was a trip that took two very long days.

Once in Hargeisa, Bob introduced me to the Director 
of  Education for the Northern region of  Somalia. 

Some volunteers also taught a few English lessons to 
the police, with whom we worked clearing the rocks. 

One of  the most successful and memorable parts of  
these English lessons was the mastery of  the hymn “The 
Ink is Black, the Page is White.” Here are a few lines of  
the lyrics.

Oh, the ink is black, the page is white
Together we learn to read and write
To read and write
And now a child can understand
This is the law of  all the land
All the land
 . . .
Oh, a child is black, or a child is white
The whole world looks upon the sight
What a beautiful sight,
. . .
The world is black, and the world is white
It turns by day and turns by night
It turns by night
. . .
Oh, the ink is black, the page is white
Together we learn to read and write
To read and write
And now a child can understand
That this is the love of  all the land
All the land
. . .
And now at last, we plainly see
The alphabet of  liberty
Liberty.
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social activity would tend to be more welcome. Many vol-
unteers who Bob had been responsible for did not like this 
suggestion, but saw that, when they participated occasion-
ally, their life at the boarding school was made much easier. 

Just as Bob had advised that I urge the PCV teachers to 
introduce new activities for just minutes per day, he advised 
me to urge that they do some chat chewing now and then. 
During my two years of  visiting the PCVs in the northern 
region, I participated in the social meetings without chew-
ing chat, offering olives to the teachers, knowing they did 
not like to eat olives. So, they accepted the fact that I did 
not like chat chewing, but liked visiting with them.

Visiting the PCV Teachers in the Northern Boonies 
and in Hargeisa
Though Bob and I visited the first two sites together, he 
suggested that when his replacement came, he and I should 
visit the volunteers separately. Neither of  us would know 
the principals and other officials, so there was no need for 
one of  us to introduce the other. Many of  the posts were 
at boarding schools far from towns, and having two of  us 
visit every six weeks would not be as beneficial for the vol-
unteers as having one of  us every three weeks.

When we visited the teachers in Hargeisa, we decided 
to visit them together and share meals after our visits so 
we could learn from each other ways to make our visits 
to volunteers more productive for the both them and us. 
However, we continued to visit volunteers outside Hargeisa 
separately every few weeks, and the volunteers got twice as 
many visits.

He then drove me to two towns nearby to help settle in 
some of  the volunteers, and at those schools, he introduced 
the volunteers and me to the principals and other teachers. 

Bob was on very friendly terms with the staff at all of  
the schools he had visited many times before.

I stayed at the Blackburn home and had meals with Bob 
and his wife, Barbara, and their young son Christopher. 
After a meal at the dining room table, I would say “Soft 
seats!” as I liked to chat after meals sitting on the sofa rath-
er than the chairs around the table. Years later, when I vis-
ited Bob and Barbara in Philadelphia and then in Oak-
land, they would say “soft seats” after our meals.

Bob was full of  good humor, always making joyful, 
witty comments. When he introduced me, he always said, 
“This is John Fan-se-low, your pants are low.” He also re-
peated two of  my favorite comments: “Ready for a new 
idea?” and “What does it all mean?”

Good Advice from Bob
Bob shared some very sound advice with me about how to 
ensure that the volunteers would be accepted in a positive 
way. During training, I had advocated activities that were 
very different from what the students were used to, and 
Bob said that introducing a new activity for just a few min-
utes a day and teaching mostly in the ways students were 
used to, in the long run, would lead to more acceptance of  
alternatives. 

He also pointed out that the Somali teachers, at board-
ing schools in particular, spent afternoons chewing chat, a 
narcotic leaf, and drinking tea in the staff room or one of  
the teachers houses, and those PCVs who joined in this 
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In the South

Differences in the Southern Region
Different countries not only colonized the northern part  
and the south part of  Somalia, but the people in the two 
regions were quite different, too. In the north, nomad-
ic camel herding was the main work. In the south, most 
workers were involved with agriculture. The people in the 
north were Cushitic, and in the south Negroid. 

The schools in the south were in towns, not in isolated 
locations where the students boarded. They could frater-
nize out of  school, and eat in the cafes in the towns where 
they taught. Some became friendly with teachers from 
Egypt, who their government had sent as part of  its foreign 
aid to teach math and Arabic. Also, because many towns 
in the south were quite close to each other, volunteers were 
able to visit fellow volunteers on weekends.

As a result these volunteers, in most cases, were not 
isolated, the deputy director and associate director and I 
decided that we would visit these volunteers together, and 
because the distances between the towns were not as great 
as in the north, we could make more frequent visits.

The Staff
The associate director for the south, Bill Thompson, 
was responsible for the Peace Corps Somalia 5 group of  
school construction volunteers. 

The deputy director, Pat O’Reilly, had been a college 
counselor, so he was extremely helpful, not only in guid-
ing volunteers in dealing with their loneliness and different 
cultural values, but also in demonstrating how I could sug-
gest alternatives in more fruitful ways. 

The New Associate Director(s) for the North
Bill Donohoe, and his wife Margaret, had been volunteer 
teachers in Ethiopia where they had experienced isolation, 
and teaching in difficult circumstances similar to those in 
the north of  Somalia. Though only Bill was a paid employ-
ee and had a title, Margaret really acted as co-associate 
director. This was the pattern in the Peace Corps — two 
staff members for the price of  one. 

Bob and I agreed that Bill and Maggie should deal with 
issues with colleagues at isolated schools, and conflicts with 
students and administrative matters, and I should deal with 
these issues as well as teaching skills.

The Doctor
A Peace Corps doctor was stationed in Hargeisai, and he 
travelled with both me and with Bill and Maggie. He pro-
vided additional emotional support to the volunteers as 
well as medical support. He was an invaluable member of  
the team.

The Extras
Although my main focus was on language teaching, I had 
a budget to buy teaching materials the PCVs needed, thus 
I was able to make a small contribution to science teaching 
by providing money for the PCVs to buy materials to cre-
ate the science kits. The PCVs then presented workshops 
to the Somali teachers demonstrating ways to use them 
and provided them with kits as well. The initiative for these 
kits came from the volunteers, and the financial support 
enabled their creative ideas to become a reality. 
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The volunteers felt that, important as these matters 
were, they would have benefitted from professional support 
on a regular basis. In response, the Peace Corps Training 
Division invited universities, which had trained volunteers, 
to submit proposals in which they would describe this issue 
during the training in the U.S., and hire a person from the 
training staff to accompany each group of  volunteers to 
their countries to provide in-service development on a reg-
ular basis in the field.

The title for these staff members would be Contractors 
Overseas Representatives — CORs.

Teachers College was awarded one contract for a COR 
in Somalia and one for a COR in Kenya, Uganda and Tan-
zania. I was appointed the COR for Somalia, and Dr. Marie 
Gadsden, who had been in charge of  Peace Corps Training 
for Africa, was appointed to the 3 East African countries.

Part of  the contract included a budget for us to buy 
teaching materials for the volunteers, such as the science 
equipment I mentioned earlier. 

I worked with half  a dozen Peace Corps staff in Soma-
lia, and Marie worked with about a dozen for her coun-
tries. In both cases, we worked harmoniously with, and in 
total support of, the Peace Corps staff. It turned out that, in 
some other countries where CORs were appointed, there 
were conflicts between them and the Peace Corps staff. As 
a result, after Marie and I completed our two year con-
tracts, the COR initiative was halted.

Working with Other School Officials
At the end of  my first year I had one of  my regular meet-
ings with the Permanent Secretary at the Ministry of  Ed-
ucation. He was the civil servant who ran the Ministry. Af-

What a blessing Pat was for all of  us. A jovial, sup-
portive, insightful, down to earth intellectual interested in 
everything from sports to classical music to modern and 
classical art to pop music and all sorts of  film.

It was unfortunate that there were so many volunteers 
in the south that Pat visited that he had no time to visit the 
volunteers in the north because of  his great interpersonal 
gifts. Pat had been a counselor at a community college in 
California before he came to Somalia, and many of  the 
volunteers in the south had personal problems that I was 
not equipped to deal with. Of  course if  a volunteer was de-
pressed or lonely these feelings affected their teaching. So 
the PCVs in the south had a benefit that those in the north 
did not have. Though as I have to say, Margaret Donohoe, 
the wife of  the Associate Director in the north fulfilled this 
role to a very, very large extent. She and her husband, Bill, 
had been volunteers in Ethiopia so she was very aware of  
the emotional side of  our jobs of  teachers. Though my 
main focus was on teaching I dealt with the states of  mind 
of  the teachers. But it was good that there were two others 
on the staff who were able to focus on the emotional side 
almost completely. 

Back to the Beginning:  
CORs for Constant Professional Development
In the early years of  the Peace Corps, many volunteers 
said during their Completion of  Service Conferences that 
they felt that they had been deserted after their training 
— which was true. The in-country Peace Corps staff were 
mainly administrators who dealt with annual leave, medi-
cal evacuations, policy on payments for housing, emotional 
support, etc. 
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At about the same time the new Chief  Inspector of  Schools 
was appointed, a new UN representative responsible for 
developing an English curriculum had been appointed. 
He was a Shakespeare scholar from Australia. His prede-
cessor was a primary school inspector from New Zealand, 
who I had gotten to know because we ate supper at the 
same restaurant. One teacher he had been responsible for 
inspecting was Sylvia Ashton Warner, who wrote books 
about ways to use the experiences of  learners to gener-
ate the language to be learned rather than to have them 
read stories about children in England. Her books were 
too radical to be published in New Zealand, but they were 
published in the United States and were very influential.

The New Zealand UN rep had not visited one school 
during his time in Somalia. He was driven from his house 
to the UN Compound in the morning, picked up for lunch, 
and supper and taken home at night. 

The Australian UN rep wanted to know something 
about English language teaching, since he had no experi-
ence in the area. So when we met at lunch one day, I said 
he would be welcome to visit schools with the new Chief  
Inspector of  Schools and me. 

He agreed with enthusiasm.
During the first visits, I taught a five-minute lesson and 

then gave a dictation. I asked the students to open their 
notebooks and put their pencils on their desks. I then asked 
them to listen to me say a greeting such as “Good morn-
ing.” I then said, “Write.” I continued with the same steps 
saying sentences from their textbooks. Such as “This is a 
book. This is a pen. Where is the book? Where is the pen?” 

I said the sentences many times. The only requirement 
was that they could not write as I spoke. They had to write 

ter we finalized the number of  Peace Corps Volunteers he 
would like us to send, he said that he wanted me to meet 
the newly appointed Chief  Inspector of  Schools. I did not 
know that this position existed. The reason was that the 
person in the position during my first year was an appoin-
tee who did no work. 

The Permanent Secretary had his assistant phone the 
new Chief  Inspector of  Schools to ask him to come to 
his office. He introduced us, and the Chief  Inspector of  
Schools invited me to his office.

We chatted a bit. 
I was overwhelmed by his enthusiasm for raising the lev-

el of  English in the Southern region. I was also impressed 
by his sharp intelligence and questions. His main concern 
was the level of  English that, according to test results, was 
good, even in small villages with teachers who he thought 
might not know much English. I said that at the schools 
that I visited where there were Peace Corps Volunteers 
posted, the test results and the actual level of  the students’ 
English were not in tune. The reason for this, he guessed, 
was that both Peace Corps Volunteer teachers and Somali 
English teachers prepared students for the tests by going 
over previous tests and having students memorize correct 
answers. Some Somali teachers even helped the students to 
write the correct answers during the exam as well. 

The Chief  Inspector of  Schools and I went to lunch to 
talk more. I said I was about to visit a dozen schools and 
that he would be welcome to come with me. He agreed but 
asked whether we could also visit schools in small towns 
where there were no Peace Corps Volunteers. I said of  
course.
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the staff was to cheer them on, but they needed no encour-
agement. They did these projects with great energy. Doing 
them provided their main satisfaction.

Did We Make a Difference?
During my second year, Peace Corps/Washington sent 
an investigative reporter from the Philadelphia Inquir-
er to evaluate the programs in Somali. He knew nothing 
about Somalia or language teaching. On the one hand, this 
meant he was ignorant, and could not evaluate what we 
were doing. On the other hand, his ignorance meant he 
might ask questions that those of  us in the field would not 
think of  asking.

The reporter interviewed most volunteers alone. How-
ever, since we visited many volunteers together, sometimes 
he chatted with both the volunteers and me.

His report was very positive. When he described the 
volunteers using pictures in their teaching favorably, he said 
that the biggest visual aid in Somalia was John Fanselow.

Of  course, one positive evaluation from one investiga-
tive reporter does not prove we made a beneficial differ-
ence.

However, the realization of  the Chief  School Inspec-
tor and the UNESCO Australian expert that the students’ 
level of  English was not what the tests showed led to one 
important change: an expansion of  the types of  items on 
the Ministry of  Education English examinations that were 
administered by schools. Of  course, the revised examina-
tions led to some changes in the teaching activities, as well. 
One was the use of  more dictations. Another was the in-
troduction of  a wider range of  questions during reading 
lessons. The previous focus on memorization alone was no 

after I had said the sentences. Not one student in any of  
the classes could write more than a few words from any of  
the sentences. And when they did, they misspelled most 
words.

The Chief  Inspector of  schools gave dictations, be-
cause he thought maybe the students could not write what 
I said because they had not heard an American speak En-
glish before. But he saw that they did no better when he 
dictated the greetings and sentences from their textbooks 
than when I said the sentences.

After our observations, the Chief  Inspector of  Schools 
upwardly revised his estimate of  how many Peace Corps 
Volunteers were needed. He also met with the staff at 
NTEC to discuss ways to increase the number of  teachers 
that they could admit and train.

PCV Initiatives
During school vacations the volunteers were required to 
have projects. Rather than considering this requirement 
onerous, most volunteers welcomed the freedom to do 
something different. The science teachers developed sci-
ence kits for Somali teachers to use. A dozen volunteers 
formed a theater group and toured the country presenting 
skits in Somali in small towns all over the country. A few 
volunteers toured the country taking super eight-millime-
ter movies. They edited these, added sound tracks, and 
showed them in dozens of  towns. They had filmed people 
from many places, and when people saw themselves and 
people they knew, they were thrilled. The volunteers often 
showed the films three times in one sitting.

My only role in these projects was to observe them in 
amazement. You might think that my role and the role of  



436 437

Valerie Matthis
Peace Corps Volunteer 
Somalia IV (1966–68)

Michael asked: Valerie, what was your background in 
teaching before you met John?

❝  I had a BA in English and had taught very little be-
fore joining the Peace Corps and meeting John. As 
a matter of  fact, I had only practice taught before; 
I had no practical experience at all. I was a true 
novice. ❞ 

Michael: When and where did you meet John? 

❝  After being accepted into the Somali Peace Corps 
training group in1966, I was sent to Columbia 
University for teacher training,  and that is when I 
was first introduced to John. ❞

Michael: What was your first impression of  John?

❝  Honestly, I met him 50 years ago and don’t remem-
ber my very first impression, but I do remember 
being part of  a Fanselow fan club that continues 
to this day. His easy manner, supportive spirit and 
unflinching honesty makes him the ideal teacher. ❞

longer the case. Inferences were required, as well as some 
relationship between the experiences of  the students and 
the content of  the reading passages. 

This Is the Third Goal
It is also crucial to remember that one of  the other pur-
poses of  the Peace Corps was for volunteers to learn about 
other countries, and educate those in the U.S. upon their 
return, and through the years, volunteers who have re-
turned from Somalia have supported causes of  Somalis 
who have settled in the US, particularly in Minnesota, and 
published books about their Peace Corps experience, and 
the people they came to know.

Friends and relatives all have asked me whether I thought 
my two years in Nigeria and two years in Somalia made 
any difference. Civil wars erupted in both countries shortly 
after I left them. I said that I learned a great deal about 
different ways of  looking at the world, a lot about teaching 
and learning, and a lot about myself   . . . and, I did no 
harm.

↔
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my class of  girls and swatting the ubiquitous flies 
from his face, John brought out paper and helped 
me cut out clock faces for the next day after the 
class. 

I was particularly downtrodden, feeling that 
nothing I could do could possibly change the no-
madic lives of  my students. What good would 
knowing English verbs and tenses possibly make?  

Well, I can still hear the sound the scissors made 
on the construction paper. He didn’t complain or 
criticize, he just got down to business and offered 
concrete advice and support. 

That was John, steady and solid.  I soon forgot 
my negative feeling and concentrated on being the 
very best teacher I could. 

Funny, how you remember certain things.
In my personal life, the biggest lesson I learned 

from John was simply that learning never stops. ❞

  Michael: How has your relationship developed over 
time?

❝   My memory of  his evaluation of  my lesson during 
the Peace Corps training in NYC is vivid and pos-
itive. He observed my classes at P.S.99 that envel-
oped the classroom with fairy dust: the students 
stopped throwing desks and erasers and settled 
down to listen raptly to the Christmas lesson I had 
prepared.  John later gave a glowing account of  the 
presentation that still leaves me feeling light headed.

During my days in Somalia, he was, as ever, full 
of  ideas and materials and even if  he was not al-
ways physically present in my village, just knowing 
that he was scheduled to make his rounds made the 
routine palatable. 

In the years after I was in the Peace Corps, I of-
ten needed a reference, and he was always willing to 
provide it. 

And I remember one occasion when I was back 
in NYC, and at loose ends, and John treated me 
to a night out on the town. That was above and 
beyond the call of  duty! He apparently has been 
known to throw a few parties for his students over 
the years. His relationship with his students and 
former students does not stop at graduation. ❞

 

Michael: If  you could isolate one thing, what would be 
your lasting image of  John?

❝  That one is easy. After sitting on a stool observing 
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1966 to 1968

Mog — What a City

Back to Mog
After arriving in Mogadishu from Hargeisa, the Peace 
Corps driver met me at the airport, as Julius was busy 
packing his papers, and organizing his files in the Peace 
Corps office so he could more efficiently bring a new asso-
ciate director up to speed. Julius again invited me to stay 
in his house.

Earlier he had asked the Peace Corps driver to make a 
list of  houses and apartments that were available for me to 
visit and choose from. In the north, I did not need a place 
to live, since I would rarely stay in Hargeisa more than one 
week, and Bill and Maggie would have many things to dis-
cuss with me, and so I would stay with them. 

Other times I visited the various PCVs at their posts, 
and I stayed with them. So, all I needed when I worked 
away from Mog was a small suitcase for changes of  clothes, 
my sleeping bag, and a wooden box which Bob Blackburn, 
former associate director in northern Somalia, bequeathed 
to me to hold my notebooks, samples of  materials to share 
with PCVs to see whether they wanted me to buy for them, 
and my tape recorder.
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I could have cooked more, but the food was so delicious 
at the Italian restaurant where I had all my meals that it 
would have been a big waste of  time. My neighbor from 
NTEC still invited me over for a meal, usually on the week-
ends, but I could still enjoy her company and meals even if  
I did not live next door. 

But what I at first thought was a pleasant place to live 
turned out to be a disappointment. As I was wondered 
what to do, the new Deputy Director and Associate Direc-
tor arrived. They rented apartments in the middle of  Mog, 
and they experienced Somalis all around them, the lights 
of  the city, the scents and the noises. It was so much more 
exciting than living in my sanitized enclave, so I asked the 
Peace Corps driver to try to find an apartment close to the 
apartments which he had found for the new staff.

A Glorious Discovery

I rented a four-story apartment in the building on the far 
right of  the picture. It was painted pink at the time, and 
was called the Palacio Mediterraneo. It had only six apart-
ments. Mine was the one on the top left. The white, cren-

I was going to be staying sometimes up to two weeks, 
in Mog, which would be a bit of  an incursion on the hos-
pitality of  the associate director. And also, I needed a place 
to keep my belongings . . . I needed space to be alone. 
Mog was my base of  operations. I spent most of  my time 
on the road visiting posts all over the country, sleeping in 
the homes of  the PCVs, and, in the case of  Hargesisa, the 
associate director’s house.

Searching for a Place to Live 
The driver took me to a few places. One was in an enclave 
where foreign aid workers lived. The houses were on a qui-
et street a twenty-minute walk to the center of  Mog. I had 
wanted a house which had sheets, towels, kitchen utensils, 
and air conditioning. This house had all of  these things.

After we had looked at the house, I noticed that there 
was a light on in the house next door. So, I knocked and 
met a professor from Eastern Michigan State University 
who was teaching at NTEC—The National Teacher Edu-
cation Center. USAID had awarded a contract to Eastern 
Michigan to staff this teacher education center.

She said she loved living in the area as it was very qui-
et and clean. She invited me to have supper with her the 
same night so I could experience being in the area.

I decided to rent the place.

A Disappointment
There was a Catholic church a five-minute walk from my 
apartment — which was important to me — so going to 
mass was very convenient every Sunday, but the twen-
ty-minute walk into the center of  Mog became tiring, es-
pecially when I had to walk home after dinner. 
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The two towers of  the Catholic cathedral.

There were many minarets I could see from my 
living room. This is my favorite.

The  beach

elated building on the far left 
was a branch of  the Ministry 
of  Agriculture, which seemed 
incongruous to me. 

Between my building and 
the Ministry of  Agriculture 
there was a tea shop called 
Mariano’s.

Ironically, in the Decem-
ber 14, 2009 issue of  The New 
Yorker, which featured a story 
on a bombing in Mogadishu, and there was a photograph 
of  my apartment. It was no longer pink and had only three 
stories — one floor had collapsed with the bombing. Sur-
prisingly, the Ministry of  Agriculture was still pretty much 
intact.

Views from My Apartment
The views at dusk on a clear day confirmed my decision 
to move into the center of  the city from my sanitized en-
clave. In the photo above, on the middle right, you can see 
a white minaret. Just to the left is a grey structure — it is a 
triumphal arch smack in the center of  the city — ala the 
Arc de Triomphe.
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So What Did the Doctor Say?
Joe Gleeson, a PCV from Somalia II, and I filmed many 
places around Somalia to produce some movies to use for 
the training programs, and he came to my apartment to 
edit the film during a school break. 

For some reason, he slept in my bed in the bedroom 
and I slept on a cot in the living room.

After the first night of  his visit, when I woke up I was 
not able to move. My back was frozen. I did not have any 
pain, but I could not sit up. With Joe’s help I was able to 
roll over and he helped me slide to the floor, and then I was 
able to crawl to the bathroom.

He went to the Peace Corps office — a five-minute 
walk — and asked the Peace Corps doctor to come to ex-
amine me.

The doctor could not find anything wrong. He said that 
I might have been in a draft during the night — that sea 
breeze that I bragged about to everyone. As a precaution 
to be sure there was nothing wrong he took some blood 
which he said he would send to Frankfurt, since the types 
of  tests he wanted done could not be done in Somalia. He 
told me to take 4 aspirin immediately and 4 more 4 hours 
later. I said I had never taken more than 2 at a time at 6 
hour intervals. He said take 4 now and 4 hours later.

I did. 
After the first 4, I was no longer very stiff and after the 

second 4, I felt as if  nothing had happened. 
I walked to the restaurant where I had eaten lunch and 

supper every day I was in Mog. 
A few weeks later, when I was in Hargeisa, the doctor 

cabled the results of  the blood test, and all results were 
negative. So, his diagnosis of  a cold draft was confirmed.

In addition to the wonderful views from my windows, they 
provided a constant breeze from the Indian Ocean.

Apartment Upkeep
The guard told me that the other five apartments in the 
building were occupied by Russians involved in foreign aid 
projects all over the country. So, like me, they were rarely 
in their apartments in Palacio Mediterraneo.

Once I was settled on the PM, I needed to hire some-
one to do my laundry — which took a lot of  time as it had 
to be wash by hand and ironed, and wipe up the floors 
because so much salt water spray was blown into the apart-
ment. Mariam and Nur did the wash and wiped the floors. 
I paid Mariam, and do not know how they divided the pay.

Though I stayed in the apartment only a few weeks 
now and then, I told all the volunteers that they were wel-
come to stay in my apartment when they visited Mog, so, 
in addition to my laundry, Mariam and Nur did the laun-
dry of  guests. 

With the staff — the guard, me, Mariam, and Nur.
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what I learned from Dr. Diamond. In subsequent years, 
when I was in cities that were very hot and humid such as 
Lome, Togo, I soaked my hands and never had any recur-
rence of  the blisters.

I was fortunate that the two trivial medical events were 
the only medical problems I had in Somalia.

The Most Vital spot in my neighborhood: 
Cappuccetto Nero
Even when I lived in the sanitized enclave, I ate lunch and 
supper at Capppuccetto Nero. I usually ate lunch alone. 
For supper, I sometimes met PCVs I had observed during 
the day, and we discussed my observations over cappuccino 
or a glass of  wine after we had eaten.

I also ate with a UN specialist from New Zealand a cou-
ple nights a week. On Thursday nights, pizza was served, 
and the restaurant was packed with families, so, I got there 
early before they came.

I kept a running tab, and the night before I was off to 
visit PCVs around the country, I paid my bill, rather than 
pay after each meal.

With Mohammed at Capppuccetto Nero

 But There’s More
After editing the film for a few days, some blisters filled 
with liquid appeared on my fingers — something that I 
had never experienced before. I went to the Peace Corps 
office to see the doctor again. He said maybe I was allergic 
to the film, and he taped pieces of  film in a few places on 
my back to see if  I would have any reaction. After a few 
days, there was no reaction on my back. He prescribed a 
small dosage of  a mild steroid which he said is a drug that 
often cures such symptoms.

The day after I started to take the steroids, I flew to 
Hargeisa. The day after I arrived, the blisters began to dry 
up. Two days later, my fingers were back to normal. I ca-
bled the doctor saying he was a genius.

A month later, I flew to New York to prepare Somali 
VI trainees. 

One weekend I flew to Chicago to visit my family. I had 
told my mother about my fingers, so she called her doctor 
to ask him to recommend a dermatologist. She made an 
appointment with one Dr. Diamond for the day I arrived, 
a Saturday.

After I described my symptoms, Dr. Diamond told me 
that the sweat glands of  some people do not work well. 
So, the sweat builds up in our fingers and fills the blisters 
with liquid. He said that all those with this condition had 
to do was soak our hands in an astringent solution for fif-
teen minutes a few times a day. He prescribed Domeboro, 
an over the counter astringent. Each packet cost about a 
dollar. I was able to use one packet for three days because 
I kept the bowl I soaked my hands in in the refrigerator.

By the time I returned to Somalia, the Peace Corps 
doctor had completed his tour, so I was not able to tell him 
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at the waiter. We shouted above him saying we would eat 
the dish he was preparing. 

It was the most dramatic meal I have ever had.

Natural Air Conditioning
In PM, the breeze from the Indian Ocean mitigated any 
need for air conditioning. Outside, walking on the streets, 
there was little breeze, but sitting on the beach, I felt the 
same breeze as in my apartment. So, from time to time, I’d 
hauled a chair to the beach. 
My other pleasure was to walk on the beach from my apart-
ment to a bar called Lido, about a mile away, carrying the 
green glass globe that is next to my chair in the photograph 
above. After leaving Lido, I waded into the water, rested 
on the ball, and let the breeze blow me back to the end of  
the beach beneath my apartment. The best things in life 
are free. Of  course, swimming would have been healthier, 
since I would have had to exert myself, but being blown 
along at that stage of  my life was my preferred option.

A peaceful place to visit.

Mohamed, the waiter who served me six days a week, 
soon knew my tastes, and it was only rarely that I had to 
look at the chalkboard to see what dishes were being served 
each day.

In the picture, there are three bottles. One is filled with 
sparkling water. I mixed that with white wine, which is a 
custom I had noticed most of  the Italians who ate there 
did.

I ate on the terrace outside the restaurant. I never ate 
inside. Often street boys came by and asked for money. At 
first, I found this annoying. But over time, I decided that 
this was part of  living in the center of  the city and passed 
small coins through the lattice work around the terrace.

Oh, There Were Other Restaurants Too!
There was another Italian restaurant in Mog called Azans. 
One part of  the restaurant was on the ground floor and 
one on the roof. On cool, clear nights, I had supper at 
Azans to enjoy the sky plus the food. The PCVs in Mog 
had a sendoff celebration for me on this roof  when my tour 
ended.

And once a month or so, I went to a Chinese restau-
rant: Ming Sing’s together with some PCVs,. 

One night the Peace Corps administrative assistant 
came along. She ordered a dish, but after thinking about 
her choice, she called the waiter back to change her choice.

Each of  the rest of  us at the table would have been 
happy to eat what she had ordered, but she insisted on can-
celing her order. 

Well, the chef, who was also the owner, had already 
started to make the dish, and the next thing we saw was the 
chef, with a meat cleaver in his hand chasing and shouting 
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Marty Ganzglass 
Peace Corps Volunteer Lawyer  

Somalia IV (1966–68)

❝  John Fanselow was the TESL instructor for sever-
al Somali PC programs. I knew him when he held 
that post for Somali IV in training at Columbia 
Teachers College. John is one of  the most decent, 
thoughtful human beings I have ever met. His 
self-deprecating manner, his wry sense of  humor 
and his low-key approach to what we thought were 
crises helped to get us through many “situations,” 
in a country which had the reputation as being the 
toughest assignment for PCVs.

John served not only as teacher, but mentor to 
many of  us both in Somalia and in our subsequent 
lives. ❞ 

↔

Visiting with the PCVs vs. Being at Home
I relished my time visiting the volunteers and chatting with 
the associate director Bill and his wife, Margaret, in Har-
geisa, but after three to six weeks of  sleeping in other  peo-
ples’ homes, I treasured my weeks alone when I returned 
to Mogadishu. 

I spent part of  some days in the office, but scheduled 
at least a few days a week to spend alone in my apartment. 
The breeze was always refreshing. My arm chair was al-
ways handy to take to the beach to sit in, and write points 
to discuss in future workshops, and issues to raise when 
I returned to Teachers College to prepare a new group, 
and to write letters to friends and family. I also listened to 
cassettes on my tape recorder of  Mozart sonatas — rather 
narrow tastes.
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1966

Reporting In

I spent around three weeks per month on the road visiting 
volunteers outside of  Mogadishu in the south, and Har-
geisa, in the north. During the weeks I was in these two 
cities, I visited the volunteers teaching there.

During my first year in Somalia, I wrote reports of  my 
visits for the Peace Corps staff, and I also I wrote letters to 
each of  the volunteers I visited, reiterating the conversa-
tions we had, and telling them what follow up I was doing, 
such as mailing them science kits, readers for their students, 
and books for them personally to read about teaching.

You can imagine that letters to around 60 teachers and 
the reports on 60 teachers to the staff filled hundreds of  
pages — thank God I learned how to touch type in sec-
ondary school — would be too much to share here, so I am 
sharing just a few reports to staff and letters to volunteers. 

At first I wrote typical reports and letters, but though 
there were many similar themes in my reports and letters, 
each teacher’s situation was unique.

Rereading my reports, I have been surprised to see how 
much of  my time I spent in conversations with principals, 
district educational officers, and Ministry of  Education Of-
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There are far too many details to share. The main 
point is that often I dealt with what Bill Thompson 
was responsible for, just as he, on his visits, dealt 
with teaching issues. We worked as a team.

Nov. 26th

Since I had observed Dave and Marilyn on Sun-
day, I felt it would be better to teach some classes 
to show them some of  the things I had suggested a 
few days before. Demonstration classes are worth 
scores of  books and many discussions I feel. They 
felt that the techniques were much clearer when I 
demonstrated them.

I also observed the two NTEC graduates. They 
have spirit and are eager to work. But they have 
no support, no books, and no materials. Dave and 
Marilyn encourage them and loan them books, but 
I feel more is needed. NTEC staff are aware of  this 
problem, but I am writing a memo to Scot Street 
at NTEC emphasizing the importance of  support.

Later Reports to Staff
When a new director arrived in Mogadishu, I told him that 
I had been sending reports to his predecessor. He said he 
would prefer oral reports so that he could ask me questions 
about what I had noticed. Also, he said that what he was 
interested in learning about the volunteers might be differ-
ent from what I was interested in.

I usually spoke with him from my notes rather than 
from memory. However, when he wanted to know some-
thing that was not in my notes, I had to depend on my 

ficials. I saw myself  primarily as a teacher educator focus-
ing on teaching, but I now see how administrative policies 
are closely related to what teachers are able to do in their 
classrooms. Professional development was not just for the 
volunteers, but also for the COR!

Some Reports to the Peace Corps Staff
Below are several reports to the directors in the north and 
south. I never asked them whether they were in any way 
useful. In any case, here are a few. As you will see I deal 
with volunteers’ concerns, placement of  volunteers, prin-
cipal’s concerns, and relations with students . . . not much 
about teaching.

Nov. 13th 1966
Observed Dave and Marilyn. They enjoy their 
work and this makes all the difference. They are 
doing a good job with their classes.

Talked with the REO, or as they call them in the 
south, the inspector. He said that the sites were 
ready for new schools to be built and that the mon-
ey was ready. He was most emphatic in stressing 
the point that the money they had would revert to 
the government if  it was not spent, or allotted for 
the buildings by January. 

Kismayo needs two classes to replace rented ones 
and want some expansion. They have 23,000 shil-
lings and will get 20,000 shillings more from gov-
ernment.
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october 27th, 1967
Dear Bill,
Books are on their way for science. Studs Lonnigan, 
too. Pictorial Education and thumb tacks and pup-
pets are on their way, too. Science Kit. Ditto. 

But to the lessons! The great thing about your 
lessons is your earnestness — both in front of  the 
class and in your discussions of  the lessons after-
wards. 

The English lessons I do not want to discuss 
too much for fear of  running the discussion into 
the ground. If  you and Annabelle use the checklist 
I left and re-read some of  the books, I am sure you 
will refine your methods very much.  

I hope the wine lasts until December. And be 
sure to eat more for the long haul of  the second 
time. I hope you forgive us for the great amount of  
time we spent discussing TESL. I would like to hear 
how it develops in December. We can talk about 
other things, too — I’ll get special permission.

october 29th 1967
Dear Charles,
Yes, we made it back. The only time we got stuck 
was when you saw us in the hole right outside of  
Bur. Many thanks to you and Habib and your stu-
dents for coming out to lend your hands.

After a visit to you, we all get a new burst of  
spirit. Charles, you have adapted so well. Your 
language is so good. Your interest in teaching and 
work in the classroom are so good that one won-

memory, reminding both of  us of  how inaccurately we of-
ten remember things. 

He took notes of  his questions and my responses. And I 
took notes of  his questions so that I could look for addition-
al information that I had not previously sought, if  needed. 

Morale was important to the director. Previously, I did 
not try to gauge this. He also wanted reports on any ad-
ministrative matters that he and the administrative staff 
were not attending to.

Since Bill Thompson, responsible for the school con-
struction volunteers, and Pat O’Reilly, the Deputy Direc-
tor, and I continued to travel together we continued our 
previous practice of  discussing what we saw and what we 
did and how our visits could be more enriching for both 
the volunteers and us.

In the north as Bill Donohoe, the staff member respon-
sible for the northern region, and I got to be closer and 
closer friends our conversations became more helpful to 
each other.

Some Letters to the Peace Corps Volunteers
For much of  the first year, I sent letters to each volun-
teer after my visit. Curiously, I never asked the volunteers 
whether they read them or, if  they did, to what extent they 
were useful. Through the years, I have advocated asking 
people I advise for anonymous comments about the de-
gree to which my advice has been useful. However, I never 
asked the PCVs about the letters I sent them. More typing 
skill development only?

As you will see, my main focus was on restating sugges-
tions I made, what I observed that was positive, and confir-
mation of  items I had promised to send.
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Indian Ocean. Croce del Sud, another spot that we occa-
sioned, was a restaurant in a hotel of  that name, was a bit 
more formal .

I have always believed that discussing lessons and life 
after a meal with some wine in a dining room or café is 
more relaxing and memorable than discussing these things 
in an office or classroom.

In the north, volunteers had cooks, so we ate in the din-
ing rooms of  their houses. In the south, most ate in cafes 
in the towns they lived in. In both cases, I brought bottles 
of  Chianti, which was not available in the north and was 
too expensive for most volunteers to buy in the south. In 
the north, I also brought olives and condensed milk, which 
were not available in the south. 

Later in the First Year | Moving Beyond Letters
As the volunteers read more and tried a wider range of  ac-
tivities, they had more and more questions that they want-
ed to discuss. In the letters that I had been sending, I dealt 
with what I had suggested. However, discussing questions 
from the teachers was obviously a richer experience for 
both of  us. In addition, I wrote down the teachers’ ques-
tions, and they wrote them and my comments. We each 
were likely to learn and remember more from doing this 
than from the sending of  my suggestions.

In the second year, we were recording and transcribing 
more and could analyze and generate alternatives live in 
the moment. This was better than me sending suggestions, 
too, which often did not arrive for five or six weeks after 
my visit. 

I was usually on the road for at least three weeks, some-
times four, and when I returned to Mogadishu I had mail 

ders if  a support visit is needed. Don’t get content, 
but feel very satisfied in the extreme for your fine 
performance.

Perhaps one of  the best things from my point 
of  view about the visits to Bur is that you quickly 
adopt any suggestion I make just about as fast as I 
get the suggestion made. 

Your new history test with multiple-choice 
questions that I suggested on the way up you had 
given before my trip back. Your refinement of  oral 
drills that you showed in the adult class was fine, too.

Pls. greet Mohamed Shirre for me and en-
courage him as much as you can. He is very ener-
getic and interested. Perhaps if  he is in Mogadishu, 
in December he will want to sit in on some of  the 
demonstration lessons we are scheduling.

The class picture has been developed; we will 
have it printed this week and get it up there as soon 
as possible.

Delivering Comments with a Meal
In most cases, I made my in-person comments during 
meals with the volunteers, during which we discussed many 
things other than my suggestions. But even though these 
conversations were informal, given the setting of  having 
or relaxing after a meal, most of  the volunteers took notes 
there at the dining table. So, even if  they did not read the 
letters I wrote, they had their own notes of  my observations 
and my suggestions.

Cappachetonero was our favorite restaurant in Mog. If  
we decided just to chat while we were having tea we went 
to a tea shop at the end of  the street I lived on right on the 
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to answer, meetings to attend, and volunteers to observe in 
there in the city. 

I had always been urging volunteers to move beyond 
routine. After some months, I started to follow my own 
advice. As a result, my visits and the conversations about 
them became more valuable for all of  us.

↔
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↔

1967

Somalia VI Training at TC

I travelled back to New York in the Spring of  1967 to par-
ticipate in the training of  the next group of  trainees who 
would be teachers in Somalia.

I carried with me the information that most of  the So-
mali IV volunteers had thought that studying the Soma-
li language in New York City was difficult because there 
were so many distractions. Also, it was time-consuming  for 
them to travel between their residence in the Paris Hotel at 
96th Street and the classrooms at120th Street twice a day. 
At least an hour every day was wasted. 

So for Somali VIs, after a few weeks of  training at 
Teachers College focusing on teaching methods, culture, 
and history, similar to the classes that the Somali IV train-
ees had, we moved to a small resort in the village of  Mon-
roe, north of  New York City, for intensive Somali language 
lessons. There was no wasted time traveling, and because 
we were the only guests, the trainees were able to share 
meals at small tables with the Somali language teachers 
and returned volunteers, some of  whom were also fluent 
in Somali.
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over the opinions of  the trainers, who had spent hours with 
the trainees rather than conducted a one hour interview.

Another topic, totally unrelated to teaching ability or 
emotional maturity, was the question of  sexual orientation. 
In the sixties, being what we now call gay was a not con-
sidered acceptable by many. The Peace Corps was keen to 
ensure that Peace Corps Volunteers were not gay, both 
because of  the social and political climate around this is-
sue in the United States, but also the attitudes in many 
countries where we served in which homosexuality was 
a crime.

One of  the volunteers who went to Somalia resigned 
after he had already begun his work in the country because 
he realized he could not avoid engaging with men and 
thought it would harm the Peace Corps. 

Another volunteer in another Somalia group was en-
trapped by the police in Mogadishu, and videotaped in an 
encounter with a Somali man. Fortunately, the American 
Ambassador was able to negotiate his release from custody 
and enabled him to leave Somalia.

The Issue of Judging
One of  my central themes in all of  my writing and teaching 
is to try to analyze rather than judge. I had not developed 
this theme very much until some years after these training 
programs. However, the selection process contributed to 
my thinking about the issue of  judging. So, although I ex-
perienced a great deal of  anguish as I saw some volunteers, 
who I had seen teach and interact with a range of  students, 
staff, and colleagues in constructive ways, be told they were 
not fit to go to Somalia, in the long run, I learned a lot from 
the selection process.

A note: In case you were wondering, there was 
a Somali V. That group’s assignment was “school 
construction.” They would be designing and su-
pervising the construction of  schools all around the 
country, and their training was given a site where 
they could develop the necessary skills.

The Selection Process in Both 1966 and 1967
Part of  the selection process during Peace Corps training 
programs in the sixties required psychologists to interview 
prospective volunteers to evaluate their emotional matu-
rity, and to what extent their personalities were suited to 
teaching. 

When we began to review the trainees about three-quar-
ters of  the way through the training program, the psychol-
ogists and psychiatrists, who had conducted a one-hour in-
terview with each trainee, told us what to observe in some 
of  the trainees about whom they had questions. Some they 
thought were quick to anger. Others they thought were 
very talented, but could find it hard to adjust — they called 
this type of  volunteer high gain/high risk. 

One of  the trainees who was judged to be high risk 
and was deselected went on to become a beloved principal 
of  a Catholic high school in a major city in the southern 
United States. When I later learned where he was working 
and what was his employ, I remembered sitting with him 
outside on a bench saying what a tragic mistake the selec-
tion committee had made. 

None of  the trainers wanted to send any trainee over-
seas who would have excessive trouble or would cause prob-
lems for the program, however, in every case that the psy-
chologists and psychiatrists made an objection, they won 



466 

Care and Feeding of Trainees
Teacher preparation was central to all of  the Peace Corps 
training programs. But there were trainees who had emo-
tional needs that we were not equipped to deal with, nor 
would the in-country staff have the time to do so overseas. 

Fortunately, Carolin Tinoly, a fellow PCV from Nigeria 
I, came to TC to visit. We had been extremely close during 
our training and continued as close friends when we re-
turned from Nigeria. 

When she visited me in New York, I introduced her to 
Carl, the head of  the program, and urged him to hire her 
to look after the PCVs as well as do administration in the 
Peace Corps training programs. 

Carolin was full of  energy, a good listener, extreme-
ly positive, full of  fun and an excellent detail person. She 
handled arranging doctor’s appointments for trainees, 
scheduling extra meetings and scheduling sessions in the 
weekly time table, etc. 

When trainees shared personal concerns, had ques-
tions about what to expect outside their teaching life, and 
other issues she shared not only her experiences, but those 
of  other PCVs with whom she had been close. Though she 
had not experienced Kenya, Uganda or Somalia, many 
feelings were similar no matter which country trainees 
wound up in. Carolin kept everything confidential so the 
trainees felt free to be open and honest with her. 

We have continued to be very close friends for decades 
and relish our time together as trainees from Nigeria, and 
fellow staff members for other training groups.

↔
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1969

A Program Review

In September of  1969, the Director of  Peace Corps/Afri-
ca, C. Payne Lucas, called me from Washington. He asked 
me whether I would be open to evaluating the program in 
Somalia. 

I thought that, if  I revisited Somalia, I would get a 
chance to see the extent to which the teachers were us-
ing activities I had suggested they use. I could also see the 
completed schools that the construction group had started 
as I was leaving. Finally, I could have reunions with peo-
ple I knew such as the Minister of  Education, for whom I 
had negotiated the revision of  the English exams, and the 
Chief  Inspector of  Schools with whom I had visited many 
schools,and discussed possible reforms of  ways to promote 
teachers. 

Sentimental reunions with the night watchman at my 
apartment in Mogadishu, and the waiter who served me 
every day I was in Mog, would be welcome, also. So, I 
called Payne back and said I would love to do an evalua-
tion.

He said that, since I was going to be in Africa, may-
be I would consider stopping off in Benin and Togo to re-
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Mohammed, who had served me most of  the time was on 
duty, and he was surprised and thrilled to see me. And I 
was thrilled to see him.

Getting Down to Work
The next day, I went to the Peace Corps Office to meet 
with the staff to plan my visits to the volunteers. We agreed 
that we would meet to discuss what I learned after my vis-
its. 

I asked the administrator to make an appointment with 
the Minister of  Education and the Permanent Secretary 
(PS) at the Ministry of  Education the next day to catch 
up on old times and to start discussions about the number 
of  volunteers the government would be requesting for the 
next group. The Permanent Secretary is the person who 
administers the Ministry and carries out the Ministers’ pol-
icies.

Although I had an appointment with him, the PS was 
still surprised to see me. His nickname was “deaf ” in So-
mali. The Chief  Inspector of  Schools, who I had gotten to 
know well in my two years there, said that he was given the 
name because he often did not respond to requests with 
any action, it was not that he was deaf. Rather, he could 
not respond to many of  the requests for lack of  funds, re-
sistance from the Minister, etc.

PCV Nick Kremer, who had extended his contract for a 
third year to assume my role to visit the volunteers and dis-
cuss their teaching, travelled with me. As far as my central 
reason for revisiting Somalia was to see the extent to which 
volunteers were using activities I had suggested — it was 
going to be easy to describe the reality.

view of  the volunteers on my way back to New York. I had 
trained all of  the volunteers in Benin and many in Togo. 
In addition, I knew the staff in both countries, so I gladly 
accepted this part of  his invitation, as well.

The previous evaluation of  the Somalia program had been 
done in 1968. An investigative reporter from The Philadel-
phia Inquirer had done it. He had known nothing about 
Somalia or teaching, and I had thought this was a positive 
since he could see what was going on with a different lens 
and no preconceived notions. I travelled with him quite a 
bit stay. He had been asking people questions for decades, 
but he found many of  the responses from volunteers, stu-
dents, teachers at the schools, principals, and education of-
ficials fascinating.

He found his observations of  classrooms, which was 
something he had never done before, stimulating. Though 
he did not envy those of  us who spent many days per 
month on the road, he was excited by the rough and dusty 
rides he experienced.

His report was very positive, and the African Region 
Director at Peace Corps was able to use his report to sup-
port continued sending of  volunteers to Somalia. 

Somalia Revisited
When I got off the plane in Mogadishu, I was greeted by 
half  a dozen volunteers standing on the airport observa-
tion deck holding a large piece of  cloth with the words 
WELCOME BACK, JOHN painted on it.

After the drive to town and checking into my hotel, we 
all went to Capachetonero, which is the place where I had 
eaten almost all of  my meals while living there. The waiter, 



470 471

Driving around the north was tiring as the roads were often 
dirt-and-gravel rather than paved, and for some stretches 
all we could see from the Land Rover were acacia trees and 
an arid landscape. When we stopped for tea in small towns 
sometimes we saw a scene like the one above in a market. 
Memorable to say the least!

Visiting the South
During our visits to the posts in the south, I was shocked 
by how easy going life was there. I had, of  course, expe-
rienced the different atmospheres in the north and south 
during my two years there, but somehow the differences 
were starker on this visit. Fortunately, the volunteers in the 
north had not spent much time in the south, as they were 
teaching and had no time to travel, and so were not aware 
of  the great differences in their circumstances.

In addition to visiting teachers in the south, we saw 
the completed schools that were in the construction stage 

At the market

First to the North
We visited posts in the north first. I was reminded of  how 
isolated many of  the volunteers were at the boarding 
schools in the middle of  nowhere. Their resilience during 
my evaluation tour impressed me more than ever.

Having said this, looking at the photo below which is 
one of  many I took during my return visit, the exhilaration 
many students exhibited gave me and the PCVs much joy. 
The title of  the photo is the title of  a collection of  lesson 
plans I produced first with PCVs in Nigeria and later with 
PCVs in Somalia.

Teaching English in Exhilarating Circumstances

Most of  the District Education Officers were still in 
their positions, as were most of  the principals. Though I 
did not know any of  these people well, it was refreshing to 
chat with them after being away for a year. Many aspects 
of  their jobs were just as difficult as it was for the volun-
teers. They were always short of  both teachers and funds.
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sorghum. I only saw a few of  them. The director 
had told me that the methods they tried to improve 
yields had failed as their training in agriculture had 
been in places that had very different kinds of  soil 
than in Somalia. The few I talked with were very 
disappointed that their methods had failed.

Back to Visiting the Teachers
Nick and I were both pleased by the wide range of  ac-
tivities the teachers were using, and were pleased by their 
questions about how they could tweak the activities so they 
would have greater benefits for the students. 

Most of  the teachers in the south taught in primary 
schools but the same exhilaration I experienced in the 
north. 

Primary school students in southern Somalia

Meanwhile
We enjoyed many fine dinners in restaurants that we had 
eaten in earlier. Having cappuccino for breakfast, even in 
small towns, just as if  we were in Rome, was a real treat. I 
mean, I was supposed to be working. And in a way I was. 
But nothing is work, psychologically, unless there is some-

when I was last there. The school construction volunteers 
were a heroic bunch. Bill Thompson, the staff member re-
sponsible for them, was also heroic. Drawing plans for the 
schools, though requiring creativity as well as knowledge 
of  building materials, was the easy part.

The difficult part was getting materials to the schools 
and hiring workers. These were difficult because, in some 
towns, the local government official in charge would add 
a certain percentage of  cement to the amount needed. In 
this way, the local official could get enough free cement 
to add a porch to his house. Ditto for the local official 
in charge of  hiring workers. If  a volunteer needed three 
workers the official requested four, and pocketed the salary 
for the fourth worker.

Bill Thompson and the volunteers were furious, pri-
vately, but in negotiations with officials, they were concil-
iatory and understanding. So, if  10 bags of  cement extra 
were requested, Bill and the PCV would negotiate it down 
to 5, or even fewer.

The schools that I observed were very inviting. Be-
fore the Peace Corps construction volunteers designed the 
schools, all the schools were simply rectangular boxes with 
corrugated tin roofs, small windows, and no aesthetic ap-
peal. The exteriors were all painted cream-colored with 
green on the doors, door frames, and window frames.

For most of  the PCV constructed schools, shades of  
blue paint were used for the wood. Some schools had sky-
lights, and angular ceilings so breezes were captured to 
cool the classrooms. 

A note: A group of  eight volunteers had come to 
Somalia after I left in 1968 to improve the yield of  



474 475

We then walked to our car to drive to the beautiful port 
town of  Kismayo, our last post to visit in the south. 

Nick and I were shaking hands with the PCV teacher 
when another teacher came up and told us that he had 
just heard an announcement on the radio that the presi-
dent of  Somalia had been assassinated in Las Anod, 1,500 
km. (approximately 930 miles away) in the north, and was 
where Nick had taught.

We told the PCV that the protocol was to go to the 
police station if  there was any trouble. The teacher who 
brought the news then told us that a policeman had assas-
sinated the president. 

We said that, though we had no idea what would hap-
pen, it would probably still be a good idea, that if  there 
was any violence, to go to the police station. And in fact, 
we decided to go there together to express our concerns 
and ask for advice. The police on duty said that they had 
no other news but that it would be fine for the PCV to visit 
the police station whenever he wanted.

We left the school and went into Kismayo. As we ar-
rived, the police at the traffic signals informed us that a 
curfew had been established. We told him where we were 
going, and he allowed us to go to the PCV’s home, where 
he parked the car. Though cars could be used until early 
evening, when the curfew started each night, our car stayed 
parked for the three days the curfew lasted. We had no 
need for it since we were able to walk any place we needed 
to before the time of  the evening curfew.

Since the schools were closed, and we did not feel 
like discussing teaching, we sat around and thought back 
about conversations we had during previous visits  and 
talked about non-teaching experiences.

thing else you would rather be doing. And the observations 
as well as the shared meals and the conversations with Nick 
on the road were pure pleasure.

In Jilib, our second to last visit in the south, we ob-
served a PCV teaching the song “Where have all the flow-
ers gone,” which we both considered very touching, and 
we had our discussion with the volunteer. 

As you can see, when you read the partial lyrics below, 
it is a very powerful anti-war song, which was played con-
stantly as a protest against the Vietnam War.

Where hAve All the FloWers Gone

by Pete Seger

Where have all the flowers gone, long time passing?
Where have all the flowers gone, long time ago?
Where have all the flowers gone?
The girls have picked them, every one.
Oh when will they ever learn?
Oh when will they ever learn, oh when will they ever learn?

. . .
Where have all the husbands gone, long time passing?
Where have all the husbands gone, long time ago?
Where have all the husbands gone?
Gone for soldiers, every one
Oh when will they ever learn, oh when will they ever learn?

Where have all the soldiers gone, long time passing?
Where have all the soldiers gone, long time ago?
Where have all the soldiers gone?
Gone to graveyards, every one
Oh when will they ever learn, when will they ever learn?
Young girls have picked them every one.
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climbed in the truck, the banana plantation driver drove us 
back to Kismayo for repair.

The volunteers asked me whether that breakdown of  the 
vehicle was unusual. I said that it was the first broken trans-
mission I had experienced, but that I had had many other 
experiences of  breakdowns while driving around the coun-
try. I then told them about the time that Bill Thompson, 
who was an excellent driver, and I, who was a terrible driv-
er, got stuck in deep muddy ruts during the rainy season 
— appropriately called goo in Somali. That vehicle had a 
winch on it and  four-wheel drive. I attached the cable on 
the winch to a tree, but when we activated the winch rather 
than the cable pulling us out of  the rut it pulled the tree out 
of  the ground.

So, Bill tried driving the vehicle very slowly, while I 
trotted in front trying to locate the less deep ruts for him 
to steer into. This did work . . . but it was very slow going 
as my trotting was very slow. Eventually we got to higher 
ground where the ruts were very shallow, and we were fi-
nally on our way again.

On another trip, we got stuck in the mud and could not 
move. While sitting there not knowing what to do, two no-
mads came by,crawled under the vehicle and, with their 
bare hands, clawed out the mud in front of  all four tires. 
Then, we were able to drive out of  the ruts we were in with 
their help, my pushing the vehicle from behind and Bill 
gunning it forward. We gave the nomads some shillings in 
gratitude.

Two weeks later on the return of  that trip, we saw the 
same two nomads. They had bought new cloth to replace 

A Litany of Mishaps 
I told of  an experience with the volunteers that happened 
during one of  my last visits to them. 

We had driven to the beach in a Peace Corps vehi-
cle to go for a walk. Mark, one of  the volunteers, drove, 
and he parked in a place on the beach with some large 
rocks. Later, while he was backing out of  the parking place 
the transmission was damaged by one of  the rocks but it 
seemed minor. We left the next day to go the next post, but 
after about one hour on the road, the transmission sudden-
ly froze and we could not move the vehicle. 

Both the Chief  Inspector of  Schools and the UN rep 
from Australia were with us, and when I said to the UN 
rep that we would have to put the vehicle on a large truck 
and return to Kismayo he exclaimed, “We can’t go back to 
Kismayo.” But we had to have the vehicle repaired. 

We walked to the main house on a banana plantation 
about half  a mile from where we were stalled. 

Luckily the owner had a large truck, and had one of  his 
drivers drive along a small road on the plantation parallel 
with the main road. 

Unfortunately, there was a four-foot-wide ditch be-
tween the two roads, so we gathered some large boards 
from a plantation shed and laid their ends on the back edge 
of  the truck and down to the wheels of  our vehicle. We 
steered the vehicle so that the wheels were in line with the 
boards and began to push the vehicle onto the boards. But 
as soon as the two front wheels were on the boards, one of  
the boards broke. So, we had to push the vehicle back off 
the boards and put double boards down. Luckily, when we 
pushed the vehicle back over the double boards, they did 
not break. After we loaded the vehicle onto the truck, we 



478 479

On the way back to Mogadishu two weeks later, we 
met with the owner of  the goat at the police station where 
we had reported about killing his goat, and paid him a fair 
price for it. Had we stopped after we had killed the animal 
there would possibly have been quite a demonstration and 
a demand for the cost of  the goat that would have been ten 
to twenty times the going price.

In the north I usually rode with the Peace Corps driver, 
and who fortunately was also a mechanic. On one of  my 
trips with him, we had six flat tires, and the driver was able 
to fix each one in around fifteen minutes. 

One time, in a small town, I was driving with Yano, a vol-
unteer. We had a flat tire close to his home, and I drove 
very slowly to the house so as not to damage the tire.

After supper we decided to repair the flat tire. Yano 
opened a beer, and we got out the tools to repair the flat 
tire. We kept falling on the ground as we tried to remove 
the nuts from the tire and the tire from the rim. We fell be-
cause we lost our balance. We hurt our wrists as we tried to 
remove the tire from the rim. It took us ninety minutes to 
change the tire. But during this hour and a half, we laughed 
so hard at our failures that our stomachs hurt. More mag-
ical moments.

Back to Mogadishu
Travel was permitted outside of  Kismayo after three days, 
and I flew to Mogadishu.

The next day I revisited the Ministry of  Education, as 
I had promised to do, to discuss the number of  volunteers 
that the government wanted. 

their goo-covered clothing. They waved, and we waved. A 
truly heartwarming moment. We had been quite discour-
aged when we got stuck in the mud, but their getting us 
out of  the mud, and then seeing them again, were magical 
moments.

Another memorable trip was one I took with Patrick Mur-
phy, one of  the three lawyers in Somali IV. He wanted to 
visit with some PCV teachers in their classrooms, and see 
some cities along the coast between Mogadishu and Kis-
mayo. He was a close friend of  the head of  the Somali Po-
lice who had told him that he would arrange for us to meet 
some police in the south who would take us to see some 
elephants in the wild while we were in the area.

About 100 kilometers from Mogadishu, Pat hit and 
killed a goat that had strayed on the road in front of  our 
jeep. He slowed down intending to stop. I said “speed up.” 
When we reached the next town, we stopped at the police 
station and reported the fact that we had killed a goat. 

We then continued to our destination.
Pat relished visiting with the PCV teachers, and with 

the students, who loved to chat with visitors so that they 
could use their English.

The day we to see the elephants, we set off with a pair 
of  policemen in their vehicle at around 6 am. It was light 
enough for us to take super 8 mm movies, which we spliced 
into a video that we were able to use in the next Somalia 
training program.

Seeing the elephants in their natural environment —  
not in a game park — was so dramatic that Pat and I were 
both able to visualize them when we talked about that visit 
decades later.
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Also, our lives cannot be easily separated into work, non-
work, planned events, spontaneous events, etc.

A note: I thought that experiencing the assassina-
tion of  the president, the curfew, the bloodless mili-
tary coup, and the Peace Corps being expelled was 
quite a bit to deal with. I had never had a string of  
experiences this dramatic previously. But more was 
to come.

A Frightening Development
A few nights before my scheduled departure for Togo via 
Nairobi, I was having dinner with the Somalia Peace Corps 
country director to share the main items in my evaluation. 

I also wanted his take on the programs. Though the 
programs were ending and he as well as other staff and the 
volunteers would be out of  Somalia within a few weeks, he 
like most volunteers, still had many months left in his tour 
and would be transferred elsewhere. So, getting his take on 
what he thought were his accomplishments and what he 
had wanted to do to improve the program would be helpful 
in deciding on the type of  position he would prefer. He was 
the only one who could provide this personal information 
and his personal feelings. Of  course, he would talk to the 
Washington staff, but getting an outsider’s perspective on 
his views into the report could perhaps indicate some areas 
the DC staff would not think of  discussing on their own.

We had barely started our discussion when the phone 
rang. Staff rarely got calls at home because matters dealing 
with the program and volunteers were dealt with at the 
office. 

In the meantime, there had been a bloodless coup a 
few days after the President had been assassinated, and on 
the day he was buried. 

When I met with the Permanent Secretary of  Educa-
tion, he said the government wanted to double the number 
of  volunteers from the last request. 

After our visit, I returned to the Peace Corps Office 
and urged the director to send a cable to the Peace Corps 
in Washington saying that the new government of  Somalia 
would most likely be asking us to leave within two weeks. 

This was an easy call since the new leader of  the coun-
try was a military general. The military had been allied 
with the Russians while the police had been allied with the 
Americans. There was no way the military would want 
Americans around.

Since a coup was what others and I expected, the 
volunteers had been asked, if  they had to leave Somalia, 
would they like to be transferred to another country or 
would they like to cut short their time and end their ser-
vice. Some volunteers decided to serve in other countries 
with pleasure and others to start new lives back in the US 
or in jobs they found in other countries.

More Than an Evaluation
As you read these narratives about travel incidents, which 
have nothing to do with my evaluation of  the teachers or 
the programs, I hope you realized that many of  our ex-
periences could not be easily categorized as related to an 
evaluation. I have included them for a number of  reasons. 
First, they were very memorable. Second, to remind every-
one that our perceptions obviously change over time. What 
seemed terrible at the time later often seemed hilarious. 
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in Mog, they had to have done a lot of  planning to get him 
there. I don’t know. I was not privy to any of  these details, 
nor was I interested. 

After a few days in which the director and the Ambas-
sador spent quite a lot of  time negotiating about the army 
plan to print photos of  the PCV on the front page of  the 
major newspaper with a headline something like “PCVs 
have been corrupting the morals of  our youth,” the mili-
tary agreed to release the PCV. What leverage the Ambas-
sador or the director had I do not know.

The effort to discredit the Peace Corps must have re-
quired a great deal of  planning, and this was a reminder of  
the intense negative feelings some Somalis in the army had 
against the United States. During my time on the staff and 
during my return trip to do the evaluation I often heard 
students and some citizens shout out “American spies” with 
intense hatred. But until the entrapment I had not heard 
of  any actions, just angry shouts.

I was the only person aside from the director and the Am-
bassador who knew about the arrest. We decided that the 
best way to keep the arrest secret was to develop a cover 
story. If  the PCV left before the others, it would seem fishy. 
The cover story that emerged was to tell the PCVs and oth-
er staff that the PCV had to be medically evacuated, and 
since he was too weak to travel alone, he needed a person 
to travel with him. Since I was about to leave the country 
anyway, I would be able to accompany him.

A couple of  days after his release, two seats were 
booked on the plane from Mogadishu to Nairobi. The di-
rector drove the PCV and me and the Peace Corps Doctor 
to the airport. We checked in, had our luggage tagged, and 

As the phone conversation started, I saw his face tighten. 
After he put the receiver down, he looked not quite terri-
fied, but very frightened. He told me that an army officer 
told him that a PCV had been arrested and he wanted the 
director to go to the army station near what had, until just 
recently, been the Parliament to hear the charges. Before 
the coup, the police would have handled what was a civil 
matter. But after the coup, the military was dealing with 
everything.

The director immediately called the US Ambassador 
Fred L. Hadsel. They agreed that they would go the army 
station together. He thought it would be more convenient 
for me to stay in his house than return to my hotel, so that 
when he knew what was up, we could discuss the matter in 
the privacy of  his home.

As the minutes turned to hours, I knew that the charge 
was not routine. When he returned, he looked worse than 
when he had left. It turned out that some army officers 
had arranged for a Somali man to invite one of  the PCVs 
to a secluded part of  the beach on the outskirts of  town to 
have a sexual encounter. The liaison was videotaped. They 
wanted to be able to have a video of  the PCV committing 
what was a crime under Somali law.

It seemed that the army had been surveilling this par-
ticular PCV, and perhaps others, because they wanted to 
find some illegal behavior on the part of  a volunteer so 
they could embarrass the Peace Corps. They to humiliate 
it as they left the country. 

The volunteer who was arrested had invited a man to 
his house now and then. Based on this information, the 
military suspected that the PCV and his visitor were gay, so 
they set up an entrapment. Since the PCV was not posted 
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How Peace Corps Washington handled the incident I 
do not know.

Of  course, I could not write anything about the incident 
in my evaluation of  the Somalia program. But had I been 
able to share my thoughts and feelings I would have writ-
ten that the director’s only concern was the safety and wel-
fare of  the volunteer. No comments like, “Why did you 
get yourself  in this predicament? You should have not met 
any men at your house!” He had only concern for how the 
PCV felt and how he was coping.

A note: When I shared these memories with vol-
unteers who remained in Somalia after I left, they 
told me what they thought what was going on in 
regard to the evacuation of  the PCV who had been 
entrapped. Some in Mogadishu thought that he 
had been accused of  spying, but this was a non- 
starter since PCVs had been arrested and taken to 
police stations or military bases to be interrogated 
for years. Nothing special. One PCV speculated 
that the PCV had been arrested for child molesta-
tion. This was the closest to the reality. How could 
anyone have speculated that the PCV had been en-
trapped?

It turns out that the denial of  permission to leave Somalia, 
that started the day I left Mog, continued for quite a few 
days. The PCV and the Ambassador and the PC Director 
made two or three trips to the airport that had to be abort-
ed. So, the tension between those in the military who want-

went to the waiting room. When the departure was an-
nounced, we walked towards the boarding stairs, the PCV 
first. As he was about to step on the first step, I saw over 
my right shoulder two soldiers walking briskly towards the 
plane, and I saw the cargo door being opened. I turned 
around to look at the airport observation deck and saw the 
director signal me to continue up the stairs as the soldiers 
walked the PCV back towards the terminal.

At first, I thought that anyone who saw the PCV being 
walked back to the terminal would think that the cover sto-
ry of  the need for him to leave because of  a medical prob-
lem would seem strange. But on reflection, I thought that 
his being escorted back from the plane could mean he had 
felt dizzy and was thus unable to board the flight, and he 
needed help walking back to the terminal. 

Obviously the agreement had been abrogated. 

I had with me a for-eyes-only confidential letter spelling 
out the affair for the PCV director in Nairobi about the 
incident, the agreement and the contingency plans. 

At dinner with the director in Nairobi, I narrated what 
I knew, stressing that the director, the ambassador, and I 
were the only ones who knew what had happened. Even 
the PC doctor was in the dark, though he might have sus-
pected something since he was not in on what we said was 
a medical evacuation. We wanted to protect the PCV at all 
costs. And to the best of  our ability, we did. 

I never found out when the PCV was finally able to 
leave Mogadishu, but since there was no negative news, I 
knew he had been able to leave without incident. 
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ed to embarrass us, and those who thought they should let 
us move on was intense. We will never know the tensions 
and how in the end our ambassador and the PC director 
prevailed.

↔
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1969

Shocking Changes in Togo and Benin

When in 1969 Director of  Peace Corps/Africa, C. Payne 
Lucas invited me to evaluate the program in Somalia, he 
also asked me to do the same in Togo and Benin as previ-
ously I had gone to Togo during July and August for several 
years for in-country training.

I would combine the workshops and visits to teachers 
to critique their lessons with the evaluations. We talked 
about their classes and then I asked them to tell me about 
the program — what they liked, didn’t like, what should be 
changed.

Togo
The day after I arrived in Lome, Togo I wound up at a re-
ception. I do not remember what the reception was for or 
even why I had been invited. However, I met the daughter 
of  the American Ambassador in Benin. As we chatted, I 
said I was going to visit Benin the next day. She said that 
she was returning there the next day and I would be wel-
come to return with her. So, I did.
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the rough roads in Somalia and meals of  fried goat liver 
and eggs in remote desert villages, which I did enjoy, to 
have five-course French meals and a siesta was very re-
freshing.

Visiting the PCVs
I was pleased to find that the volunteers who had been in 
the training program in which I taught were doing most 
of  the activities I had introduced to them. All of  them had 
excellent relationships with their students and colleagues. 

They said that the major tension in the first few weeks 
of  their service was with their lack of  proficiency in French. 
But as they were using French all the time, their proficiency 
improved and at that point the students considered them 
competent not only as English teachers, but also as French 
speakers.

I had supper in the home of  the volunteer I consid-
ered the best teacher, and was surprised to find the kitchen 
sink full of  dirty dishes, and dirty clothes were strewn all 
around. Because shopping for food, doing the dishes, cook-
ing, laundry and keeping a decent house were very time 
consuming, most volunteers hired a cook and a cleaning 
person who did it all. 

This volunteer considered having a servant was out of  
tune with the goals of  the Peace Corps. As the condition 
of  his house was none of  my business, I did not ask him to 
consider hiring some help.

Later I mentioned my observation to Sam Stokes, and 
asked him to look in on the PCV to see if  he was in any 
way depressed given the condition of  his house. Later Sam 
told me that the PCV was fine, but as I had observed he 

Benin
When we arrived at the ambassador’ residence in the cap-
ital, Porto-Novo, she asked me to come in to meet her 
mother and father. He invited me to dinner and said he 
would invite the Peace Corps Director as well. 

I knew the Director, Sam Stokes, who had been a PCV 
in The Ivory Coast, and was very pleased that I would be 
able to meet him in an informal setting before I met him 
in his office, even though Sam was informal in any setting.

During the course of  the meal, the Ambassador learned 
that I did not speak French. When he heard this, he became 
anxious about my driving alone around the country to vis-
it the volunteers. I said that I could say “straight ahead,” 
“right,” and “left” and ask “Is it straight ahead, right, or 
left?” and that was all I needed to know. I said that I had a 
map, which would help anyone I asked directions to point 
to the right, left, or straight ahead. He was not completely 
convinced, but since I was due to leave the next morning, 
there was no option but to accept my explanation.

As it turned out, I was able to drive, even to the more iso-
lated posts around Benin, because the utility poles with the 
phone lines ran along even the smallest roads between the 
larger and smaller cities. I just followed them.

Sam had also told me that there were government rest 
houses along the roads I would be driving on, and I stopped 
at these for lunch each day and discovered that they served 
five-course French meals in even the smallest towns. 

After I finished eating, I was told that I could take a si-
esta if  I wished, in the bedrooms in the cottages that were 
part of  the compound. I mean, I could not believe it. After 
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steps to my room, when I met the former deputy director 
of  the Peace Corps in Togo, Marc Dagbovi. He thought 
he was seeing a ghost as we had not seen each other for 
a year and he had not known of  my planned visit. The 
French and the French speaking Africans embrace when 
they meet. Our embrace was one of  the most intense I 
have experienced. We later had supper together reminisc-
ing about all of  our visits together in Togo.

As I visited schools in Togo, I was very gratified that the 
volunteers were using the range of  activities that I had sug-
gested. Most lived in the towns their schools were in and 
had friends outside of  the educational network. So, they 
were very satisfied with their lives. 

Some of  the volunteers felt that the Peace Corps Direc-
tor had favorites, who when they requested to extend their 
leave, they were granted it, while others she was not keen 
on, they claimed, were denied extended leave. 

I discussed these claims with Marie. She said that, in 
fact, she felt that volunteers who she considered more pro-
ductive should be given different treatment, but that if  I felt 
differently, she would try to treat volunteers more equitably.

Since her term was to end soon, I saw no reason to 
highlight it in my evaluation. Rather, I highlighted the 
professionalism that they felt she exhibited. And some 
commented on how inspired they had been when she first 
spoke to them in training and when she spoke at any gath-
erings. All the volunteers I spoke with who had visited her 
home for meals enjoyed visiting with her husband when 
they visited Lome, as I did. 

The principles — the Ministry of  Education officials, 
and the teachers — knew nothing about relations between 

thought “having a servant was not in tune with the Peace 
Corps ethos.” Good on him!

What I find most memorable about my visit with this 
volunteer was the contrast between his outstanding les-
sons, which were presented with care and precision, and 
the condition of  his house. So much for trying to move out 
of  what one knows — teaching and learning — to how 
people act in their daily lives.

Togo Revisited
Another Coup!
When I returned to Porto-Novo, I learned that there had 
just been a coup. So, from a coup in Somalia, I was on 
hand for another coup in Benin. 

In spite of  a curfew after the coup, I had no trouble hiring 
a car to drive me from Porto Novo back to Lome, in Togo.
When I returned to Lome, I had dinner with the Peace 
Corps Director Dr. Marie Gadsden who I knew because she 
had been in charge of  training for the Africa Region of  the 
Peace Corps during my time training PCVs at Teachers Col-
lege. We had also met many times in East Africa when we 
both were educational advisors hired by Teachers College.

Her husband, Robert, fortunately had no interest in 
ESO. He had been a geographer at the Department of  
the Interior and was a jazz enthusiast. We talked about 
geography and music, which was a welcome change. No 
discussion of  coups either.

Visiting Volunteers
At my first stop on my tour, about 100 kilometers north 
of  Lome, I checked into the hotel and was walking up the 
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Tilahun Gamta 
One of  John’s first doctoral students

at Teachers College

Michael asked: When and where did you first meet John?

❝  I first met Prof. John Fanselow in September 1972 
at Teachers College, Columbia University, when I 
came from Ethiopia for my Doctoral studies. ❞

Michael: Tilahun, what was your first impression of  John 
when you met him starting your doctoral studies with him 
at Teachers College in 1972?

 ❝ As a person, he impressed me as fair, very kind, 
and an unassuming person. As he is free from any 
kind of  prejudice, he made me feel at home in-
stantly.

As an educator, he impressed me as a man who 
knew his subject matter, how to teach it, and how 
to involve his students. Moreover, he impressed me 
as a down to earth, practical man, who guided his 
students to come up with the best solution to the 
problem under discussion. Himself  an acute ob-
server, he also encouraged his students to be good 
observers. ❞ 

Michael: How has that impression and/or the relation-
ship developed over time?

Peace Corps Staff and volunteers. Nor did they care. Their 
concern was the relationships between PCVs and their 
teacher colleagues, the principals, and the students. If  
these were fine, then they were relaxed and would contin-
ue to request replacements.

I took notice of  the treating of  each volunteer differ-
ently while listening to the concerns of  some volunteers. 
As I continued to prepare volunteers and teach teachers, 
I kept in my mind the need to treat everyone as much as I 
could in the same way. We all have preferences in selecting 
friends. However, to let our preferences influence our deal-
ings with people we are responsible for is not fair. This was 
a crucial lesson for me. Evaluations are not just for those 
we are asked to evaluate.

Coup Number III
The day before I was to leave Lome, the national polit-
ical party voted to have a one party state. Not a coup as 
in Somalia and Benin, but a variation of  a coup. Three 
evaluations, three changes of  government. Whether called 
a coup or not, for sure changes of  government without 
elections. One of  the more memorable coincidences in my 
career.

Neither the new government in Benin nor Togo asked 
the Peace Corps to leave the country. The Peace Corps 
continued to send teachers, agriculture experts, and health 
experts until 2019 when all Peace Corps Volunteers from 
around the world were recalled at the beginning of  the 
Corona Virus pandemic.

↔



494 

 ❝ Although I have always addressed him or referred 
to him as Professor Fanselow out of  respect, I consid-
er him as a close friend to my family and me. I know 
his family members and he knows mine. When my 
wife gave birth to our son, he was the first to come 
to our apartment with a gift. What else can attest to 
his modesty than a professor coming with a gift to a 
student’s apartment? Another example, as my doc-
toral thesis adviser, a thesis based on his well thought 
formula for observing teacher-student classroom be-
haviors, he was extremely patient with me so that I 
was able to produce a useful dissertation. In addi-
tion, knowing that I needed to babysit most of  the 
day, he arranged a suitable time for me to see him 
whenever I had a problem with writing my thesis. 

He also employed my wife as a part-time secre-
tary when he was the program chair for the 1976 
TESOL Convention in New York, for which we are 
ever grateful. ❞ 

Michael: How has the relationship influenced you profes-
sionally and personally? 

 ❝ After graduating from Teachers College in1976, I 
became a professor of  English and teaching meth-
od in Addis Ababa University, Ethiopia. I benefited 
a lot from Professor Fanselow’s method of  teaching 
and attitude to his students. As a result, in all mod-
esty, I became a successful Associate Professor and 
researcher.  I retired in 1996 and headed to USA, 
where I do my research freely without interference 
from the Ethiopian Government. ❞



495

↔

1971 to 1996

The Golden Years at Teachers College
Columbia University

Relaxing Demands
Because I had been invited to join the faculty at TC, I felt 
quite relaxed about gaining tenure. Being relaxed I think 
made me more productive from my first days teaching full 
time as an assistant professor. I felt I could be myself  and 
pursue my ideas.

One idea I followed up on was to not give any grades 
or tests. At the beginning of  every class I told the partici-
pants that I did not give grades, but rather used the pass/
fail option. I further told them that they would all receive 
a pass.

I believed that just as I felt I could be myself  without 
pressure most of  those in my classes could. I considered 
teaching as a kind of  dialog in which while not all are 
equal, all have different strengths and weaknesses and dif-
ferent perspectives. To listen to others and learn from them 
is as important as to speak or write. I mention writing be-
cause often I asked participants to write responses to my 
questions rather than respond on the spot. In this way, all 
responded. And I allowed all to take as much time as they 
wished.
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A note: practica —A college course designed to 
give a student supervised practical knowledge of  a 
subject previously studied theoretically.

As a result, observation and analysis of  teaching and try-
ing alternatives became a natural part of  our conversations.

The TC MA Program in TESOL was one of  the few 
in the world that focused on the observation and analysis 
of  what teachers were doing rather than on what authors 
of  books were advocating or condemning.

I taught a number of  courses:
• Observation for Experienced Teachers,
• Observation for Inexperienced Teachers, 
• Practice Teaching for Inexperienced Teachers,
• Practica for experienced teachers, and
• Supervision for Experienced Teachers who coordi-

nated programs or were heads of  ESOL programs at 
their schools. 

Just as we observed videos of  teachers, we observed videos 
of  supervisors discussing classes with those they supervised.

I developed the MA in TESOL at Teachers College 
based on my two years at a Teacher Training College in 
Nigeria as a Peace Corps Volunteer. There all the teachers 
observed each other as part of  each course. This practice 
had been established by teacher educators from the U.K.

Writing
When I joined the faculty, Arno Bellack, who had with 
colleagues, written a book about observing and analyzing 
classrooms based on recording social studies classrooms 
called The Language of the Classroom, invited me to a 

Often I would ask them to turn to a particular page 
in one of  the books we were reading together to compare 
what authors said in various books to their responses to my 
questions. I say my questions, but in fact I asked partici-
pants to write questions they wanted to ask and then indi-
cated a few to ask their questions to me and all the others 
in the class. Again, we compared our results.

I consider my twenty five years at TC “Golden Years” 
because I learned so much from those in my classes. 

Together with colleagues we decided to not be very se-
lective in admitting MA candidates. My colleagues and I 
both believed that everyone had something to offer.

Developing the MA Program in TESOL
A central feature of  the TC MA Program in TESOL that 
my colleagues and I developed was that all MA candidates 
had to practice teach or take practica if  they were experi-
enced teachers. 

I think that my office reflects my range of  interests.
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mott a professor anthropology. We titled our courses “Lan-
guage and Education.” I expanded my ways of  analyzing 
interactions as a result of  this co teaching.

Though observation and analysis of  interaction was 
my main focus for my teaching and writing, I was very de-
voted to teacher education. With Karen Kepler Zumwalt, 
a professor of  curriculum and education, we established a 
Teacher Education Center at TC. We found it ironic that 
Teachers College had not had such a center much earlier.

Social life
While I was department 
chair, I had fellow faculty 
members to our apart-
ment for dinner a couple 
of  times each year. When 
I was responsible for five 
departments, I had the 
other department chairs 
for lunch at the faculty club a few times each semester. I 
invited each of  the five department secretaries to lunch 
on the birthdays of  each 
of  them. I enjoyed these 
shared meals. And we all 
got to know each other on 
a personal level. 

I also had meals with 
colleagues based on friend-
ship. I had one with Joan 
Gussow to celebrate her 
birthday at a restaurant overlooking the CU campus and 
another one with Ann Gentile at my family’s apartment.

With Ann

With Joan

weekly brown-bag lunch where a half-a-dozen faculty from 
science, math, social studies, and English departments met 
to discuss recordings of  classroom interactions.

These lunches encouraged me to start to write about 
what I was doing with the MA participants from the be-
ginning. I based my initial observation system on Bellack’s 
system. I titled my first article for The TESOL Quarterly 
“Beyond Rashomon — Conceptualizing and Describing 
the Teaching Act” (1977). 

Recently I uploaded “Beyond Rashomon” that I wrote  
from  January to November, 2012  onto “Academic Com-
mons” (academiccommons.columbia.edu), a site where Co-
lumbia professors can share their work. Now, 44 years later, 
223 people had downloaded the article! Unfortunately, Arno 
Bellack cannot see the immense influence he had on me.

Collaboration
During war time, collaboration has a very negative conno-
tation . . . for example supplying information to the enemy. 
But in the academic world in my experience collaboration 
has been extremely positive.

Professor Ann Gentile studied how the body works be-
fore and after strokes, and I found out after I had a hip 
replacement and had physical therapy that she was foun-
dational in the field of  physical therapy.

She was very modest and never mentioned how signif-
icant her research was. But in her work she had to work 
with physicians, patients and those who study anatomy — 
a great collaborator.

Ann encouraged me to co-teach courses with Lois Bloom, 
the Thorndike Professor of  Physiology, and Ray McDer-
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Early Retirement
Given the fact that I considered my years at TC as golden, 
it probably seems strange that in 1996, I took early retire-
ment. It was not that I was unhappy at TC as you just 
learned, but TC had offered an early retirement package a 
few years before which it then decided to cancel. We had 
one year to decide whether to accept or reject the package. 
The college hired a financial consultant with whom I con-
sulted, and he said that if  I were going to retire within the 
next two years I would be working for nothing. I took the 
package.

My wife, Kumi, was living in Tokyo as were our daugh-
ters, and I had been commuting between New York and 
Tokyo to visit family as well as direct and teach in the MA 
TESOL Program in Tokyo that I had established.

The dean asked me to continue to direct and teach 
in the MA Program until we could find a replacement. I 
agreed. After two years a new director appointed.

At this point I faced the fact that I had not thought about 
income once the early retirement benefits expired.

Then, just as the financial situation seemed dire, I was 
invited to be president of  a Japanese owned college in New 
Zealand. This provided my financial lifeline.

When I told one of  the Japanese staff I had hired to ad-
minister the NZ college that I had been invited to be pres-
ident he said, “John, you do not find jobs; jobs find you.” 
On reflection, this was true. I did not apply to teach in the 
Peace Corps Training Programs for Nigeria. Carl Graham 
invited me to do it. I did not apply to the TC faculty, but 
was invited to join it.
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1972 to 1996

A Life Enriched by Service

My initial understanding of service
At every Boy Scout meeting, we would be told that it is 
our duty to do a good deed every day. “Pick up a piece of  
litter and put it in the trash can; hold a child’s hand as the 
child crosses the street; hold an elderly person’s arm as the 
person walks along the same sidewalk.”

A few times a week at least, the nuns at St. Johns said 
the aphorism “It is in the giving that we receive.”

In college I was a member of  a service fraternity for 
which previous membership in the Boy Scouts was neces-
sary to join. We washed cars and donated the money we 
collected to The Red Cross. We pruned trees and raked 
leaves and repaired huts at a Boy Scout camp. We put 
pamphlets that the city needed to be distributed to citizens 
to read in mailboxes. 

When our two daughters were in the Spuyten Duyvil 
Nursery School, I served on the board for two years and 
was co-chair for two more years. Talk about receiving 
more than we give. 

I learned about child development from the teachers 
who attended the board meanings, how we could reach out 
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an elected member of  professional organizations. Doing 
a good deed every day would not be discouraged, but it 
would not count as service. This was a very useful wake 
up call.

Hearing my chair’s advice, however, did not deter me 
from setting up a Community English Program at Teachers 
College with a colleague. During the day, ninety percent of  
the classrooms were empty, so we advertised that we were 
offering ESOL classes during the day for a nominal fee for 
people in the neighborhood. These classes provided a rich 
resource for our practice teachers. When I checked with 
the chair to see whether the CEP would count as service, 
though, he reluctantly said no. I say reluctantly because he 
thought the CEP made a great contribution to our neigh-
bors. But in the past, it was not something that had ever 
been noted in any reviews for promotion or tenure.

Service at Teachers College
Though I never campaigned for any Teachers College com-
mittees, I was nominated for many, and through the years, 
I served a three-year term on the College Policy Council 
— a group that looked at ways the administration served 
the faculty and students or failed to serve them. I was on 
the Faculty Advisory Committee — which was in realty 
a grievance committee — for four two-year terms. One 
of  the members of  this committee was a world-renowned 
authority in conflict resolution, Mort Deutsch. During our 
eight years together on the committee, I learned as much 
as his students did in probably three of  his courses.

As chair of  the Committee on Facilities and Finance, 
I learned how complex it was to keep hundred-year-old 
pipes that provided heat from leaking, how to conform to 

to the community to provide a more diverse student body, 
and ways to raise money so we could support families un-
able to pay the tuition, to name just a few things. 

 My enriched understanding of service after 
Teachers College
At the end of  my first month as an assistant professor at 
Teachers College, the chair of  my department visited my 
office. He had told me earlier that he would like to discuss 
the criteria for promotion and tenure. Earlier all of  the 
new faculty had been given a packet of  materials including 
a document on Criteria for Promotion and for Tenure.

We both had the document in our hands. He high-
lighted the three criteria: research, teaching, and service. 
He said that although all three were listed as if  they were 
equal, in reality they were not. Research was a gold coin, 
teaching a silver coin, and service a copper coin, and if  I 
got a gold coin in my evaluation I would get tenure, if  I 
received a copper coin I would not be promoted nor would 
I ever get tenure.

Though I was just starting to do research, I had an 
understanding of  the difference between peer reviewed 
articles and newspaper articles. And, I knew that jour-
nals published by state organizations carried less weight 
that national and international journals. And since I had 
been teaching part-time, I was familiar with the evaluation 
forms that were used to evaluate our teaching.

I was most curious about the service criterion. I told him 
of  my membership in a service fraternity in college. and my 
being on the board of  our daughters’ nursery school. 

He said that service at Teachers College meant being 
on elected statutory committees at the college or being 
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Yet deans and presidents influence 100 plus faculty 
plus 4,000 plus students per year. Therefore, if  they do not 
work out, the negative influence can be huge. The pro-
cess for selecting deans and presidents consisted of  check-
ing with referees by phone, reading the applicant’s books 
and articles, interviewing them a couple of  times in small 
groups of  the selection committee, and having meals with 
the candidates, again in small groups of  the selection com-
mittee. Actually, I did not think about the huge differences 
in these selection procedures till I reflected on them during 
the writing of  this memory.

My reflection of  the different ways we hire people re-
minded me that in all of  the committees the most crucial 
skill is listening.

↔

new standards for handicap access, and how dedicated the 
workers were to ensure the elevators kept running, the air 
conditioning functioned in the summer, and broken rail-
ings were repaired which we did not know were damaged.

The other advantage of  serving on committees is that 
I met faculty from other departments, many of  whom be-
came lifelong friends. So again, it is in the giving that we 
receive.

I was elected to be on a search committee for the dean in 
1983 and for the president in 1994. These years were af-
ter I had been granted tenure, so I did not have to accept 
the nomination, but I wanted a say. In the event, the se-
lections were not ones that I had hoped for, but I learned 
that the trustees, who were of  course members of  these 
search committees, had different values. They tended to 
look outward, while we on the faculty looked inward. Of  
course, the image of  the college to the outside world is 
important for, among other reasons, fund raising. But in 
the end, it is the respect for the president and dean from 
the faculty that determines the influence of  the college 
on education.

Looking back at the granting of  tenure and the ap-
pointment of  deans and presidents from outside of  Teach-
ers College, I am shocked at the difference. 

Before one is tenured, one is reviewed, visited, and 
evaluated for about 6 years. In contrast in the programs 
I taught in having my tenure, there were around 150 stu-
dents a year in New York and another 40 in Tokyo with 
many professors teaching in programs of  say 30 students. 
So, if  after they are tenured things do not work out, they 
can negatively influence only a handful of  students. 
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Michael: How has your relationship developed over time?

❝	 I’ve only seen John once since doing my last session 
of  a seminar with him in Spring 1984. 

Maybe half  a dozen times over the three de-
cades since graduating, I’ve sent him letters or 
emails telling him what I’ve been up to and trying 
to express how much his teaching has meant to me. 

His replies are always prompt and encouraging, 
and in return he tells me what he’s been up to, too, 
as if  he were a fellow traveler on the path rather 
than a master addressing a bungling acolyte. Ear-
lier this year, he sent me a digital image of  a note 
I wrote to him the summer after graduating, while 
I was still in NYC working at my first teaching job 
before leaving for China that Fall. I was deeply 
moved that he’d kept it all these years. 

Apart from such contacts, the relationship has 
developed by virtue of  continual discovery in my 
work of  new depths in the wisdom and effective-
ness of  what he taught me — not only in his own 
teaching directly, but through the program he cre-
ated, and the other teachers and other students, 
fellow travelers all, who gathered in the light of  his 
genius in those days. ❞     

Michael asked: How long did you and John work together 
in Tokyo?

❝	 As you might know, SIMUL at one point filed for 
bankruptcy. That happened in 1997. Up until then 
we worked closely together. Then in September of  

Michael Capurso
Graduate of  TC MA Program in TESOL 

Teacher in New York City Community Colleges

Michael asked: What was your first impression of  John?

❝	 I thought, and still think, that John is the most per-
ceptive listener I have ever met. Without a trace 
of  arrogance, impatience, or (needless to say) judg-
ment, he understood everything I told him, and 
most of  what I chose not to tell him, better than 
I then understood it myself. At the time, becom-
ing a teacher seemed to me to be a preposterous 
idea — not because I had any negative notions of  
the profession, but because I thought myself  utterly 
unsuitable for it, and this seemed to interest him. 
(After thirty years in “Education” he is still the only 
person I’ve known in the field who would respond 
in that way to such doubts on the part of  a prospec-
tive teacher.) 

Without making any effort to sell TESOL, 
he explained to me that the program was not so 
much  concerned with language teaching as it was 
with language itself. This, and his assurance that it 
might be possible for me to finish my studies in one 
year interested me. By the time I left his office I had 
decided to switch from CU to TC, and felt certain 
it was the best choice I’d ever made. ❞ 
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College side in Tokyo, he put very big confidence 
on those individuals. So that’s why working level 
guys were very, very comfortable to work under 
him. That’s how he operated. In that sense, my im-
pression was that he was a very good manager of  
people. That’s why we became such close friends. I 
visited New York at his invitation to visit Teachers 
College and to meet the administration and educa-
tion staff  there. And at the same time I visited with 
him, Kumi-san, and their two daughters. He took 
me to his apartment and at that time … in Novem-
ber … there was a big festival in New York that we 
enjoyed together. ❞ 

Michael: So you worked together and you are still friends 
now. Did you learn anything from him?

❝	 After I quit SIMUL he invited me to join IPC, In-
ternational Pacific College, in New Zealand. Then 
I worked under him for almost one year or so. ❞

Michael: What was your role at IPC?

❝	 Administrator. Day to day business administration. 
I worked there for almost four years under him as a 
business manager. IPC was a Japanese sponsored, 
locally authorized . . . half-Japanese, half-Kiwi or-
ganization. So at that time I had a chance to see 
him as an educator and a teacher. Every time we 
came back to Japan to do recruit activities, to take 
students from here to New Zealand . . . so many 
students were recruited from Japan . . .. ❞  

1997 we filed for what in the U.S. would be “Chap-
ter 11 bankruptcy” and, technically speaking, 
Teachers College was one of  the debtors, so some 
technical manipulation had to be done. Otherwise 
they couldn’t survive because they would have had 
a certain involvement with bankruptcy. So physical 
space-wise that was a very tough situation for us. ❞

Michael: Did that end SIMUL’s formal relationship with 
Teachers College?

❝	 It was taken over by a new company, Benesse, an 
educational business giant. So Benesse took over 
the SIMUL business as a whole, including the ed-
ucation business. At that time, I was in charge of  
that department. So I shifted to the “new SIMUL” 
under the management of  Benesse. In my case, af-
ter one year . . . in 1999 I left New SIMUL. At that 
time the Teachers College program itself  was kept 
as it was. But after I left New SIMUL . . . I’m not 
sure if  it was two or three years . . . then Teachers 
College independently opened a new location by 
themselves. ❞ 

Michael: Most of  the people I have talked with have 
known John as a teacher, but you also knew him as a busi-
nessman. How would you describe his business or admin-
istration style?

❝	 Very human. That’s why I felt it was very easy to 
work with him. He put very big confidence in oth-
ers. So with people like me or those on Teachers 
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impressed me . . . and he was always so passionate. 
That’s a very strong impression for me. ❞ 

Later Michael wrote to John —

	❝	Dear John,
This is the letter I’ve been meaning to write 

since your retirement and in fact since I last saw 
you at the TESOL Conference in Chicago a cou-
ple of  years ago. There hasn’t been a day that’s 
gone by in the interim when I haven’t thought of  
writing it, but the realities of  my work and my life 
are so demanding that, like a great deal else of  im-
portance, these overdue pages have gone neglected. 

I have a powerful need to tell you what our 
teaching and your example have meant to me in 
my life, how profoundly and permanently they 
have shaped me, my instincts and my values, my 
beliefs and my aspirations. I cannot begin to imag-
ine what I would have done or become had I not 
had the benefit, by chance or provident interven-
tion, of  your wisdom and your passion. All that I 
learned from you, and from the program that you 
built, prepared me so well for all of  the challenges 
and opportunities I’ve encountered that perhaps 
no thanks could be adequate. The lessons continue, 
and always will.

On the professional side of  the puzzle, in the 
occupation I’ve been pursuing for ten years now as 
a “technical assistance” provider to Western New 
York school districts for the. NYCED’s Office of  
Bilingual Education, the rare privilege I experience 

Michael: Where did you go to recruit?

❝	 The mother company of  IPC is running Clark 
High Schools. It’s a very special program high 
school. They did recruitment activities and we vis-
ited each location in Japan from Sapporo to Fukuo-
ka to do explanatory sessions for the students. John 
and the manager and I would tell them what IPC 
was all about. So I always saw what John presented 
to the potential students. ❞

Michael: How would you describe him as a teacher?

❝	 Passionate! He loves to deal with students and has 
some sort of  empathy for them. He is always very 
friendly and approachable teacher. He is always 
welcoming to new students who approach him. At 
the same time he gives them very unique ideas or 
some quite different approach.

John the teacher. From the beginning of  his 
career to now . . . always, constantly teaching. His 
passion for teaching . . .. Japanese teachers, espe-
cially, are very grateful for his passion. You may 
know he has given a series of  lectures . . . all of  
those recruitment sessions for IPC . . . at the same 
time, same location . . . is offering shorter lectures 
or crash programs for a Japanese high school or 
junior English high teachers. They were based on 
his book Try the Opposite. Sometimes I would pro-
vide support for his lectures. So I sat beside him 
and worked with him in many different places. 
That’s how I got to observe his teaching. It always 
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has echoed in my mind, bringing me up short with 
a gasp and a smile perhaps not unlike the burst of  
enlightenment that accompanies “Satori,” remind-
ing me when I need it most of  what life is for. Your 
gift of  laughter is among the most precious I have 
ever received, and one I needed most. 

How does one repay such beauty? One way, 
perhaps the only way is by doing my work and my 
visiting as well as I possibly can. For the past five 
years I’ve been teaching, “on the side,” a graduate 
course in multicultural education at a Jesuit college 
in Buffalo to future teachers. It is the most difficult 
thing, in many ways, that I have ever attempted, 
but also in many ways the most rewarding. If  I can 
be, even to only a few students, in some small way 
what you have been to me, then I will have succeed-
ed beyond my dearest hopes.

Along with this book of  poems which I treasure, 
and in which I hope you may also find some value, 
I offer a few enclosures with this letter. Some poems 
of  my own, written for my students and also writ-
ten in homage to you. And a copy of  a letter writ-
ten by Albert Camus to his beloved teacher when 
he learned he’d been awarded the Nobel Prize. I 
have no expectation of  winning that exalted honor, 
but Camus is a far better writer that I in expressing 
what I’ve sought to tell you here.

Good health. Long life.

     Yours Faithfully. 
     Michael Capurso ❞

of  believing that the work I do makes the world 
in some small way a better place is due in large 
measure to the skills of  perception and analysis, 
consideration and responsiveness, that I learned 
from you. The work I do has gone far beyond its 
original focus on the lives of  language minority 
students, their families and teachers. Somehow or 
other, I have come to be regarded as the person to 
call whenever racial tensions in a community cease 
being hidden and become dangerously overt. This 
responsibility is a consuming one, for which I have 
never felt properly prepared but it is not something 
one can walk away from; if  it were not for the way 
you helped me to understand people, institutions 
and communication, I would never have been able 
to make even the limited progress that I have so far 
achieved. My calling is my own, but my capacity to 
answer it was engendered by you.

On the personal side, the lessons go much 
deeper still. Having become a person who lives in 
between cultures, and being devoted to a cross-cul-
tural marriage, I have at times felt so lost and so iso-
lated that life grows very dark indeed. From you I 
learned principles of  non-judgment and disciplines 
of  understanding without which it is no exaggera-
tion to say that I might not have survived.

Beyond these, there is something perhaps even 
more precious. You are fond of  parting from peo-
ple, as they forge forth not without trepidation into 
the unknown, with the reminder and the wish “En-
joy!” I cannot tell you how often, and in how many 
different circumstances, that word in your voice, 
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1975 to 1976

Organizing and Teaching at the  
 ’76 TESOL Convention 

New York 
When I arrived at the 1975 TESOL Convention in Los 
Angeles, I ran into James E. Alatis, the executive director 
of  TESOL in the registration area. After a short greeting 
he told me that I had been elected second vice president of  
the organization, and as a result I would be the chair of  the 
1976 TESOL Convention, which was to be held in New 
York City. He said he would ask Carol LeClair, the TESOL 
executive assistant, to mail me reports from the people who 
had organized the last previous conventions.

Since I was told that I should begin running the ’76 
convention well before it began, I decided to start imme-
diately by making up a one-page questionnaire of  sugges-
tions for 1976 to hand out to as many current attendees as 
I could. I walked through the hallways to various sessions, 
and also had friends distribute the questionnaires, and I 
put boxes at the registration tables and on tables on each 
floor where questionnaires could be returned.

The Planning Begins
In addition to a chair of  the convention — me in this case 
— and a program chair, each TESOL convention requires 
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person would bring a different perspective from that of  us 
two New Yorkers.

In 1973 I had been invited to give a workshop at an 
adult learning center in La Puente, California. My choice 
for presenter/presentations chair, Holda Dorsey was the 
director the learning center, and she fit my two criteria: 
from the west coast and not at a university. 

Fortunately Holda accepted my invitation. We worked 
together on writing criteria for the workshops and also ex-
panding the range of  lengths of  the workshops. Though 
Holda and a selection committee rated the workshops, 
when there was a disagreement, Holda and I discussed the 
proposals, and she and I made the final decision. Some-
times one of  us knew the person presenting. Other times 
we thought that the topic was more important than the 
readers had thought.

Holda’s job was almost as time consuming as mine 
since she had to advertise the invitation for people to sub-
mit proposals, contact people who submitted proposals to 
thank them, read the proposals , and send results of  the re-
views and, send the evaluation to the selection committee. 
Since she was the head of  the adult learning center where 
she worked, she had secretarial help.

In my case, I hired the wife of  one of  my doctoral stu-
dents from Ethiopia to assist me in writing the letters, etc. 
TESOL provided a budget so I could pay her a certain 
hourly wage. We met a couple of  times a week for her to 
help me with the correspondence because I was still teach-
ing full-time. And again, my naiveté. Most people who 
were served as a the program chair went to their dean and 
requested a reduced teaching load . . . that never occurred 
to me so I had my full load plus being program chair.

the local chair to organize their members who live in the 
host community to volunteer to prepare bags with pro-
grams, flyers and other gimmies, answer questions about 
where various rooms are, and help first time convention 
attendees work their way through the program. 

The local chair is a volunteer who is selected by the local 
affiliate board, so when I got back to New York, I went to 
the State Affiliate Board and asked them to suggest a local 
chair. 

I knew the person the board recommended to be the 
local chair of  the 1975 convention, Darlene Larson, be-
cause we had been fellow students at Teachers College, 
Columbia University. We also knew each other because we 
had been Peace Corps Volunteers around the same time — 
she and her husband Gerry served in the Cameroons, and   
about 100 miles from where I had been in Southeastern 
Nigeria. We did not know this until we met in New York. 

Another person required to help with each convention 
is someone to organize the workshops. 

There are two parts to the convention. At the begin-
ning there are two days of  pre-convention workshops for 
smaller groups, and then there are three days of  presenta-
tions to the entire assemblage. 

To evaluate the potential presenters and their presen-
tations, a selection committee, invites plenary speakers, 
and prepares the printed program. All of  this being such a 
huge job, every year the second vice president appoints a 
person to do this work.

Because both the local chair and I were from New York 
City, I wanted to appoint a person from the west coast, and 
who was not teaching at a university, as I thought such a 
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I changed the notice to “Teach at the TESOL Conference 
in 1976 in New York City.”

When I sent letters to those whose abstracts had been 
accepted, I said, 

If  you could have participants read your paper/
presentation silently and have them discuss it, the 
participants would be much happier about their 
experience than if  you read it aloud.

 Remember, most of  the participants are teach-
ers. They prefer interaction rather than being read 
to. And just a reminder that lectures in universities, 
though almost universal, have a retention rate of  
around 10% — the lowest of  almost any other way 
of  conducing classes. 

 Remember, in my request for you to submit a 
proposal I did not say, “Call for papers” but “Teach 
at the 1976 TESOL Conference. 

The number of  people who did not read their papers in 
1976 was not a great deal much lower than previous years, 
but those who had in the past felt that reading papers was 
required, felt free to present as they wanted to. 

Each year thereafter the Program Chair and the editor of  
the TESOL Quarterly co-edit selected presentations from 
the Convention. In “On TESOL 1976,” Ruth Crymes, the 
editor of  the TESOL Quarterly, and I read more presenta-
tions that were more informal. We thought this was partly 
due to my urging people not to read papers. If  even a few 
more did interactive presentations their written versions 
would be less formal.

One of  the perks of  being the second vice president 
was you got to travel to another city . . . in my case, I took 
the subway to the hotel. But it was much more convenient 
actually. I did not have to miss any classes and I could see 
my wife and children every day as usual.

For the local chair and the workshop coordinator there 
were no perks except the satisfaction of  what they were 
doing. 

Some Innovations
On the flight back to New York from 1975 conference in 
Los Angeles I thumbed through the comments participants 
had made on the questionnaires I had given out.

The most frequent comment . . . a complaint really . . . 
was that the people presenting read aloud for 25 of  the 30 
minutes, which allowed for only 5 minutes for questions. 

Others said they would prefer it if  people gave out cop-
ies of  what they were going to read so participants could 
read the presentation silently, which would take half  as 
much time, and then there would be at least 15 minutes 
for questions. 

And some said that while participants were reading si-
lently, the presenter could circulate, and sit and chat with 
individuals to ask them what interested them about what 
they were reading or what did not interest them. In this 
way those presenting could learn something as well.

Before every conference before 1976, the program chairs 
had this notice put in various journals and put on posters 
mailed to educational institutions: “Call for papers at the 
Annual TESOL Conference in . . ..” Because of  the com-
plaints participants had made about people reading papers, 
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begin, and asked for the presenter’s CV. Sometimes the 
presenters didn’t have a CV. So they’d say, “I’d like to in-
troduce so and so, he teaches at such and such a place, and 
he’s going to speak about this, that, or the other thing.” So I 
asked the those presenting if  they wanted to be introduced 
and 90% said that they didn’t want to be introduced. So I 
saved a lot of  time of  going through a ritual that everybody 
thought was ridiculous. But this was the tenth conference 
and one wonder why for nine years everybody had done it.

We also introduced a poster session, I think, in ’76 or ex-
panded the number of  posters we accepted. We also ex-
panded the range of  hours for workshops from one hour to 
between one and three.

Convention Details
As program chair I was responsible for producing a con-
vention program. Fortunately for me the editor of  the New 
York State TESOL Organization newsletter, Alice Osman, 
volunteered to assist me. As editor of  the newsletter she 
had a lot of  experience not only with writing text, but also 
with layout. 

A note: . . . about Alice. She carries both an Amer-
ican and Finnish passports that makes it easier for 
her to visit her relatives in Finland. Since the bomb-
ing of  the Twin Towers in 2001, each time she re-
turns to the US from Finland the Homeland Secu-
rity Officer agent at the passport control counter 
sees her passport, and she is asked by a to come 
to an interview room. Alice pronounces her name 
Os'man, but the agents hear the name pronounced 

In the late ’80s, the electronic presentations software 
Power Point was released. So now, instead of  people only 
reading their papers aloud, they show the pages of  what 
they’re reading on PowerPoint. They read them slower 
than the participants since reading aloud is slower than 
reading silently. 

So if  anything, with the technological revolution it’s 
worse than when people read their papers because now 
they have to look at the print on the screen which they can 
read faster than the person reading aloud. And instead of  
the person looking at the audience — at least looking up 
once and awhile from the paper they were reading at the 
lectern — they’re facing the PowerPoint slides ignoring ev-
eryone in the room.

From the beginning of  TESOL Conventions those pre-
senting would be introduced. Often the person doing the 
introductions had just met the person before the presenta-
tion was to start. Some introductions took up to 5 minutes 
because those introducing were unfamiliar with those they 
were introducing, and so did not know what to emphasize 
and what to cut. They often had not read the abstract of  
the presentation so this also limited the usefulness of  their 
introductions.

And before ’76 every person who presented was in-
troduced by someone else, but the person who introduced 
them didn’t know them in most cases. So the program chair 
had to send letters to about 300 people and say, “Would 
you be willing to introduce so and so on such and such a 
day at such and such a time?” 

In the past sometimes an introducer was late and ar-
rived three minutes before the speaker was scheduled to 
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Executive Director and his wife, the TESOL executive as-
sistant, the local and workshop chairs, the past and present 
presidents of  TESOL and of  course the present program 
chair. All these invited guests also sit on this dais.

One of  the persons who was invited to sit on the dais 
was Mary Finocchiaro who was the director of  the gradu-
ate program in TESOL at Hunter College in the City of  
New York. She was seated on my right and her husband 
was seated on my left. 

He was a cardiologist and during our conversation he 
said he worried about Mary. He said she worked too much, 
was a bit overweight and had swollen ankles. When I talked 
with Mary she was full of  energy, and exuberant, as she had 
been when I met her before. I was shocked when Mary’s 
husband died from a heart attack a few of  years later.

When Mary retired she moved to Italy where she took 
a leadership role in the Italian affiliate of  TESOL. 

Back to the banquet. During the 
time set aside for concluding re-
marks, I presented a framed piece 
of  cloth from Nigeria which I had 
used for the cover of  the program as 
well as On TESOL 1976, a book to 
be published the following year, to 
the Local and Workshop Chairs, the 
TESOL Executive Assistant and to 
the TESOL Executive Director.  

Lessons Learned Being Program Chair
After contributing to the organization of  the 1976 TESOL 
Convention, I started to plan one-day conferences at 

John at the convention

with the stress on the second syllable as in Osama 
bin Laden.

I forgot the number of  people who had gone to the confer-
ences before . . . in the three thousands . . . so we ordered 
four thousand programs. Unfortunately we ran out be-
cause almost five thousand attended. The highest number 
in the 10-year history of  TESOL conventions.

But in the event, when people didn’t have a program 
they had to talk to other people, share programs, and 
go through them together so it was one of  those things 
that sounds very bad, but it led to much more interaction 
among many of  the participants. 

Every year at the conference the central office sends 
an invitation to past presidents for a luncheon reunion and 
past second vice presidents. Local chairs had never been in-
vited. I asked Jim Alatis, the executive director of  TESOL 
to invite the local chairs. He accepted my suggestion with 
delight. As I told him the job of  the local chair is more time 
consuming than that of  the second vice president. 

In addition to presentations listed in the convention pro-
gram, there are many reunions that universities, interest 
groups and affiliates plan for during the convention. The 
local chair also coordinates with those wanting to have 
these meetings because they need function rooms and how 
to order food and drink.

The Final banquet
Participants buy tickets to a final banquet for the last night 
of  the convention. At a head table, which is raised above 
the main floor, were round tables sitting the following: the 
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Laura Holland
Professor, University of  Oregon

MichAel Asked: When and where did you first meet 
John?

❝   I met John in September of  1988, my first term 
enrolled as a graduate student at Teachers College, 
Columbia University in New York City. His course 
on observation caught my attention and from the 
very first moment of  the very first day, he knocked 
my socks off  with the ideas and practices for class-
room observation he was discussing. 

Particularly striking was the notion that the per-
sonal and pedagogical baggage we all bring with 
us into the classroom can, in fact, color what “we 
see.” And in terms of  our classroom teaching of  
any sort, that we are naturally prone toward gravi-
tating into grooves, but with strategic manipulation 
of  our practices, we can break out of  potential ruts 
by engaging in reflection and making small chang-
es, and reflecting some more, and . . . systems and 
tools for action he proposed resonated fiercely with 
me from day one, and are practices I maintain to 
this day. ❞

↔

Teachers College. I was able to do this because of  the les-
sons I learned being program chair. 

Of  course I learned even more planning the one-day 
conferences. 

So together with the Institute of  Education at the 
University of  London, IATEFL and ESADE, I co-orga-
nized a number of  summer workshops, some sponsored by 
TESOL and IATEFL as well as Teachers College and the 
Institute of  Education. 

I say co-organized because one of  the key lessons 
from being program chair is that the more people you 
involve in the planning, the richer the final program is. 
Many perspectives are superior to one perspective. A 
wide range of  participants came to the workshops and 
institutes: those who teach adults, secondary and primary 
school students, university teachers, and teacher’s aides, 
to mention a few.

Virginia French Allen
One of  the people who taught me during my early years 
of  study for my Ph. D. at Teachers College was Virginia 
French Allen. In each class she would now and then men-
tion that those of  us who were going to prepare teachers 
had a responsibility to do volunteer work, not just in com-
munity centers, but also in professional organizations. 

One of  the reasons I accepted the invitation to stand 
for election as the Second Vice President was Virginia’s 
belief  in me. 
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1985 to 2014

A New Adventure —TCMA in Tokyo

Temple University Led the Way
In 1982, Temple University in Philadelphia established an 
MA in TESOL in Tokyo. I taught one of  the first classes in 
the program. I found both the Japanese and other interna-
tional MA candidates to be extremely committed. 

I only taught one group because JALT chapters had in-
vited me to also teach one-day workshops around the coun-
try. These invitations enabled me to see much of  the coun-
try, and meet a wider range of  teachers. I found those who 
came to the workshops just as committed as those at Temple.

The Final Celebration — 2014
John Tells the Story at Graduation

It is often said that without knowledge of  the past, 
we cannot understand the present. So as I welcome 
you all to the final formal celebration of  the contri-
butions of  600ish TC graduates from the first-and-
only off-campus MA Teachers College ever offered 
in Japan, starting in 1985 and approved in 1987, I 
want to tell you how it all began. 
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ers College MA in Tokyo. I use the word dreamed 
because Temple had an undergraduate program 
in place with classrooms and administrative staff 
available when it started its MA. 

I knew that there was no chance that TC would 
invest money for space, administrative staff and 
promotion for starting a program in Tokyo. 

But the staff at Temple and I both thought that 
there was enough interest among both Japanese 
and foreign teachers in the Tokyo area for at least 
two MA Programs, especially since each program 
had a different emphasis. TC’s focus was more on 
professional development and Temple’s focus was 
more on academic growth.

Enter Virginia LoCastro with whom I had 
worked at the American Language Program at Co-
lumbia before she taught at The Language Insti-
tute of  Japan and then at SIMUL International. 

Virginia introduced me to Mr. Tatsuya Komat-
su —“TK.” I shared my dream with him and we 
discussed how we could start an MA program to-
gether. He was keen on reform of  the English ed-
ucation in Japan, and said that his administrative 
staff at SIMUL could easily deal with a new pro-
gram, and that classrooms at SIMUL were often 
empty at times when we would hold classes for MA 
candidates. So the need for a large investment van-
ished after a couple of  conversations with TK.

When I returned to New York I introduced the idea 
to Professor Leslie Beebe who, like me, thought that 
not only could we both learn a lot about language 

On the one hand I am sorry I cannot say these 
words to you myself, but on the other hand, having 
Jennie, here, read them reminds you all that though 
some think of  me as the founder of  the program, 
the off-campus MA that you are graduating from 
was from the beginning a collaborative enterprise. 

In the early ’80s, just after I completed my term 
as president of  TESOL International, I was invited 
to do workshops for JALT chapters and The Lan-
guage Institute of  Japan in Odawara, and to teach 
in the Temple University MA Program.

After teaching and visiting schools in Nigeria, 
Somalia, Togo and Senegal for five years earlier 
in my career, I was not surprised to see the differ-
ences in expectations, class size, values and teach-
er preparation between schools in the Tokyo area 
and New York City. But though I had had these 
differences in the back of  my mind they had no real 
impact on the way I dealt with teachers from Japan 
and other countries who came to Teachers College 
in NY for their M.A. 

Experiencing the differences led me to think 
of  how irrelevant much of  the experiences in New 
York were. While teaching at Temple in Tokyo, I 
realized that the class projects teachers produced 
based on their daily needs were much more power-
ful than those produced by Japanese teachers doing 
projects based on the needs of  Spanish speakers in 
NYC schools. 

After discussions with the director of  the Tem-
ple Program, and others who taught in it, I dreamed 
of  the possibility of  starting an off campus Teach-
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Even before the MA was approved, each had 
a distinctive task: TK, along with Mr. Muramat-
su, promoted the MA in Japan; Virginia LoCastro 
dealt with budget, class schedules, etc., and coordi-
nated space with the SIMUL administrative staff; 
Professor Beebe was the cheerleader in NY for the 
MA and helped recruit professors from other pro-
grams to teach the out-of-department courses.

At the opening press conference announcing the 
MA program I told the reporters present that the 
central goal of  the program was to enable teachers 
to see their teaching and their students through a 
different and new pair of  glasses. 

Those who were familiar with 
Kurosawa’s Rashomon of  course 
telling people such an obvious thing 
would hardly get much attention as 
I have done for decades, I put on 

The MA team — Mr. Komatsu (TK) Virginia LoCastro, Leslie Beebe and John

learning and teaching by offering classes in Japan, 
but also other TC faculty could benefit. Almost all 
TC faculty had international students in their class-
es, but few had ever observed schools outside of  the 
United States.

With support from our department, Leslie and 
I wrote a proposal, discussed it with this and that 
committee, and faculty from other departments, 
and submitted it to the New York State Board of  
Regents, and the accrediting agency that super-
vised Teachers College, and with the guidance of  
Roland Rinsland, the TC Registrar we were ready 
to begin courses in 1985 for credit in Tokyo.

Approval of  the MA, however, was not granted 
until 1987. So the teachers were quite courageous. 
There was no guarantee that the courses they took 
in 1985 and 1986 would lead to an MA in Tokyo. 
The only assurance they had was that if  they went 
to New York the courses would count towards an 
MA from TC in New York.

The collaborative development of  the program 
was a theme that we wrote into the proposal. Just 
as Leslie Beebe, Professors Gussow, McDermott, 
Monroe, Goodwin, Schoonmaker and Reardon —  
to name a few — jointly developed the program, so 
courses were developed that ensured that teachers 
in the courses collaborated. We had group inter-
views for admission since interaction was one of  
our central goals. 

The press conference at which the off campus 
MA program was announced you will see those 
who were in charge of  the program. 
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Take heart second, because 600 graduates of  
the TC off campus MA are still having personal 
revelations about their teaching, their lives and 
their students. 

And the 100 or so students each of  the 600 
graduates have taught — that’s 60,000 per year —
continue to be enlightened by graduates of  the off 
campus M.A. To extrapolate further, many gradu-
ates from the past and most of  you here tonight will 
continue to teach for from 10 to 30 years. 

So as you are given a pair of  glasses with only 
hundreds of  blinking lights, you are reminded of  
the couple million students who have been and will 
continue to be illuminated — see the world differ-
ently as a result of  their study at TC Tokyo! No 
small feat for a program that about 30 courageous 
teachers enrolled in before it was approved. 

Take heart third because from the beginning, 
due partly to the fact that we had cohort groups 
for each participant to identify with, graduates 
have been meeting informally not only at confer-
ences but at personally arranged social/profession-
al events. 

TCCUJAA has organized many formal events 
and arranged with Kanda University of  Interna-
tional Studies for graduates to use its space both for 
formal and informal meetings.

The blinking lights will remind you that the fo-
cus on professional development that was the key-
stone of  the original TC MA in Tokyo continues 
through the efforts of  TCCUJAA s well as the in-
formal meetings among graduates. The lights will 

the glasses you see in the photograph during the 
press conference. 

This photograph appeared in Asahi and when 
my mother-in-law saw it she had second thoughts 
about having approved my marriage to her daughter!

In a few minutes, John Allegrante, the Vice Presi-
dent for International Programs will present both 
your diplomas and a pair of  novelty 2014 glasses 
which will emit blinking lights.

I want you each to have a pair to remind you 
of  the original purpose of  the off campus MA — 
to see not only the world of  TESOL in many dif-
ferent ways, but also to see that nutrition, peace, 
education, curriculum design, US history, statistics, 
anthropology, to name just a few areas, can enrich 
our teaching of  English. And TC’s MA program is 
distinct because of  the requirement to take 3 cours-
es unrelated to TESOL. 

Though the unfortunate and misguided closing 
of  this very, very successful program is no doubt 
distressing to most graduates as well as most TC 
faculty who taught in the MA Program in Tokyo, 
take heart!

Take heart first, from 1985 to 2014 — 3 de-
cades — the TC faculty who came to Tokyo learned 
a great deal. They also consistently said that the 
teachers in Tokyo were some of  the best they ever 
had partly because most had no need for an MA, 
but joined the program because they were keen for 
personal and professional development. 
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Brian Bresnihan
University of  Hyogo

Hyogo,  Japan

❝  John is a great believer in individual freedom, mo-
tivation, and action.  He tries to encourage his stu-
dents to be conscious of  and self-initiating in their 
observations, decisions, behaviors, and actions.  
He also sees the great benefits of  people working 
together, of  confronting and accomplishing tasks 
with others, and is always encouraging this, as well.

In a private conversation, John once said to me 
that the teacher is not, and can not be, responsi-
ble for the students’ learning. The teacher can only 
teach. The students have to do the learning them-
selves. You cannot learn someone something. This 
may seem obvious to me now, but it wasn’t when he 
told me. If  I had not heard this (learned this) when 
I did, I think it is very likely that I would not have 
lasted as a teacher.

When Breaking Rules was nearing publica-
tion, I remember how ambivalent — leaning to-
wards unhappy — John was about this happening. 
He knew that with its publication, for most people, 
FOCUS would tend to become fixed, inorganic, 
dead, instead of  how he saw it, as alive, organic, 
and ever-changing in its details.  It would become 
content to learn, and the using of  it to generate al-
ternative teaching/communicative practices would 

also remind you that in the MA in TESOL Kanda 
University of  International Studies has launched the 
themes of  collaboration, focus on practice and pro-
fessional development with academic study as sec-
ondary rather than the other way will continue the 
strengths of  the TC MA. 

 The new MA is led by Yasushi Sekiya, a for-
mer doctoral student of  Leslie’s and mine who has 
taught in the TC MA almost from the beginning 
and Bill Synder, who so ably guided the TC pro-
gram through its final years. 

Finally, congratulations to you who are graduat-
ing and to the alumni committee that planned this 
grand celebration of  3 decades of  TC in Tokyo. 

↔
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take second stage. As a result, he began emphasiz-
ing it less and asking students to come up with their 
own categories more.  I think this was a mistake be-
cause of  the power using FOCUS gives one to see 
and understand and create changes and because 
few people are able to come up with categories and 
systems of  analysis that anywhere near as useful as 
FOCUS.

  John is incredible at seeing and making connections 
among things, and about his incredible ability to 
come up with alternatives on the spot. Witnessing 
him do this is as pleasurable as it is amazing. 

I never saw him teach the same content the 
same way. Everything was always new and different 
from what I had experienced before. 

The same has been true of  his presentations 
at conferences. I’ve not seen or heard of  another 
teacher or lecturer being so creative and innovative.

Seeing how John responded to and worked 
with answers to his questions in class that real-
ly had nothing to do with what he had asked was 
an eye-opener. In such instances, I never saw John 
point out the discrepancy. He just used whatever 
the student had said to continue his lecture/teach-
ing. He simply wove it into what he was talking 
about and doing it without any hesitation. That he 
was able to do this was due to his great abilities in 
making connections and his creativity, but also due 
to his great respect for and interest in each person 
as an equal human being and what each person 
could contribute. ❞



537

↔

49

1989 and 1998

Surprise Visitors from Japan 

Teachers College, New York
In October of  1989, the departmental secretary, Virgin-
ia Deering, came into my office, one of  four in the suite, 
and said that two men from Japan wanted to see me. She 
knew that though I kept regular office hours, if  a student 
wanted to see me, she would just wave the student in. But 
an unscheduled visit from two men from Japan without an 
appointment was unusual, so she wanted to check with me. 
They had given her their business cards and apologized for 
coming without an appointment.

The two men, Minoru Kasuya and Takahiro Saiki 
were from the Soshi Educational Foundation. Its head of-
fice was in Kobe, Japan. When they entered my office, they 
apologized for coming without an appointment. 

They had made appointments with Professors Gluck 
and Passin at the Japanese Studies Program, and they had 
wanted to see four individuals who were planning to start a 
college in New Zealand for international students, mainly 
from Japan, and they needed advice. As it turned out, each 
of  the four they had come to see said that they were unable 
to give any advice, and each of  them said that the person 
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Somehow, they knew that I frequently visited Japan, 
and they said that they would like to continue the conver-
sation on my next visit, either in Kobe, which is where their 
headquarters was, or in their Tokyo office.

Continuing Conversations in Japan
The next time I was in Japan, we met at the branch office 
of  the Soshi Educational Foundation, which was in Tokyo 
Station. The chairman of  the foundation, Hiroshi Ohashi, 
was there along with his wife, Setsuko, who was the deputy 
chair, and Minoru Kasuya, who had been one of  the men 
who had come to my office in New York. It turns out that 
he was Setsuko’s brother and thus the brother-in-law of  
the chairman.

They said that they had just returned from a planning 
session in Hawaii at the East West center, since the cen-
ter had experience in connecting people from the U.S. and 
East Asia. 

They said that one of  the people at the meeting was 
Ken Cunningham, a member of  the Foreign Affairs Min-
istry in New Zealand and a former NZ Ambassador to 
Japan, and Ken was very enthusiastic about the idea. He 
said that many in NZ were quite ignorant about Japan and 
other East Asian countries. He saw the establishment of  a 
tertiary institution in New Zealand as a way to increase un-
derstanding of  these countries. He thought it would also 
contribute to the economic development of  Palmerston 
North, a city of  80,000, where the college would be located.

Even before that  meeting at the East West Center, Hiroshi 
Ohashi and Setsuko Ohashi had visited Palmerston North 
to look at sites and meet with the mayor, Paul Reiger, and 

they should consult with was John Fanselow at Teachers 
College.

I, of  course, welcomed them. I was a bit surprised that 
they did not know about me because in 1985, four years 
earlier, I had established an off-campus MA in TESOL in 
Japan in conjunction with SIMUL International, the most 
prestigious and well known simultaneous translation com-
pany in the country.

They handed me a description of  the program they 
wanted to establish. 

They wanted to offer a diploma and a degree focus-
ing on International Relations, International Business, and 
Japanese Studies. Giving a diploma was important because 
they did not think that they could recruit enough students 
with enough competence to earn a degree. Though a diplo-
ma would not be at the same level as a degree, they planned 
to market the diploma as an equivalent qualification.

The plan was to build a residential college, where stu-
dents would have individual rooms. In order to recruit stu-
dents from New Zealand to come to Japan, they planned 
to offer assistantships and private dormitory rooms to the 
students, and their responsibilities would include tutoring 
Japanese and other students from Malaysia, Thailand, Tai-
wan, etc., in English.

I said it sounded like a crazy idea. For one thing, pro-
viding individual rooms for students would not encourage 
the use of  English. For another, though I knew nothing 
about New Zealand. I assumed that there were a number 
of  top rate universities there, and so I wondered why stu-
dents from Japan or any other countries in that part of  
Asia would want to attend a newly established tertiary in-
stitution.
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So, I went from city to city in New Zealand where 
there were Clark International High Schools and did En-
glish lessons for potential students, first for those enrolled 
in the Clark schools and then for students from other high 
schools who came to one of  the Clark schools after seeing 
ads my presentations in the major newspapers.

Of  course, none of  the parents or students had seen 
me teach before they came to the recruitment sessions. Nor 
did any of  them have any idea who I was. But in all the an-
nouncements, the fact that I was a Professor Emeritus from 
Columbia University, Teachers College was highlighted. 
So, in retrospect, I realize that though my teaching skills 
were important, branding was even more important. Co-
lumbia University was much better known than Teachers 
College. But when it was added to Columbia University, it 
was clear the institutions were closely related.

John with parents at a school in New Zealand

other officials. They were all very supportive of  the plan. 
Though the income that the college would produce was 
one positive factor, it was not the only one. They thought 
that the citizens would benefit by having another tertia-
ry institution in the city to compliment Massey University 
and UCOL, an institute of  technology.

When they discussed their visits, they usually men-
tioned how warmly they were treated and how friendly the 
people were. The beauty of  the country also made their 
visits memorable.

Recruitment in New Zealand
In subsequent meetings, both in Tokyo and Kobe, the fo-
cus turned from planning programs, which ultimately had 
to involve academic staff that would be hired in New Zea-
land, to recruitment. It was they who would turn ideas into 
programs and courses. 

The Sochi Foundation owned a chain of  secondary 
schools in Japan, called Clark International High Schools. 
Income from these provided some of  the funding that was 
used to pay for land in New Zealand and later for building 
a campus. 

It was evident that the first recruits would come from 
these secondary schools since the parents of  the students 
had confidence in the Ohashi family. 

Minoru Kasuya — one of  my visitors in New York, who 
was with the Sochi Foundation — had visited some of  
my recruitment workshops for potential Teachers College 
teachers, and was excited by them. As a result, he said I 
had to be part of  the recruitment team. 



542 543

The teachers said that their method was to give a lec-
ture and ask questions during the lecture and to have the 
students then open their books and answer more questions 
the teachers asked about the passages that the students had 
been asked to read out of  class. This was not a surprise 
since this has been the method of  teaching for hundreds of  
years, in spite of  Plato’s description of  the Socratic meth-
od.

All of  the teachers said that the students did not answer 
their questions and did not ask any questions. Nor did they 
take notes during class or read the assignments they were 
given. 

Consequently I was not surprised by the difficulties 
they shared. I had looked at the textbooks the staff were 
using and saw that the reading level was from 9th to 12th 
grade. I knew that the Japanese students were at the 5th 
or 6th grade English reading level, at the most. I recorded 
parts of  the lessons and realized that the grade level of  the 
lecturers’ lectures — the term for those teaching at univer-
sity in NZ — was at least at the 9th grade level.

↔

In-service Teacher Development for IPC Staff in 
New Zealand
Early in 1998, almost a decade after Minoru and Takahiro 
visited me in New York, I was invited to do some in-service 
teacher development for the International Pacific College, 
staff, in Palmerston North, New Zealand. I had retired 
from Teachers College in 1996, so I was free to do con-
sulting at whatever times were suitable for the staff at IPC.

Though at the time I did not realize why Chairman 
Ohashi was so keen on involving me not only in planning 
the curriculum, making decisions about policies, and doing 
recruitment, but in doing some teacher training, it turned 
out that Professor Passin from the Japanese Studies Pro-
gram at Columbia had seen me do workshops in Tokyo to 
recruit teachers for the Teachers College MA Program in 
TESOL that I had established. He told Mr. Ohashi that I 
would be invaluable if  I did workshops for the teachers at 
IPC who taught environmental studies, international re-
lations, and international business, and of  course ESOL. 
He knew from his experience with international students at 
Columbia that most professors did not know much about 
dealing with ESOL students.

Working with Individual Teachers
At a regular weekly staff meeting, Minoru, who by then 
was the CEO of  IPC, introduced me and said I had been 
invited to do some work with teachers individually to deal 
with difficulties each teacher might be facing in their teach-
ing. He said I would be observing classes and asking each 
teacher individually to share any difficulties they had be-
fore I did any workshops. And I would ask each of  them to 
describe their teaching methods.
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over, I think it was pretty much once a year, and 
he would help with the orientations for the new 
students and because when I was working for re-
cruitment I was also doing teaching at Clark High 
School. 

A lot of  the techniques that John was talking 
about really helped in my own teaching. For exam-
ple, before I saw how John. I used to just give stu-
dents the answers after a bit if  they didn’t get it, but 
watching the way he taught . . . making them think 
for themselves and watching their enjoyment once 
they found the answer by themselves . . . it really 
affected the way I taught and dealt with students. 

We used to travel around and we would do 3 or 
4 big ones . . . Tokyo, Osaka, Hiroshima, Fukuoka 
. . . they would have all of  the prospective students 
come and do a day of  English teaching. He’d do 
that . . . he’d always do the same part of  the lesson 
where . . . he would talk, but he wouldn’t make any 
noise. The students would have to try and guess 
what he was saying. ❞ 

Michael: How often have you been in contact with John?

❝ Not very much. When I lived in Japan and I was still 
working for IPC I would go over to his house and 
have dinner every now and again with his wife. Re-
ally good guy and he’s got some really good insights 
on teaching and how learning should be structured. 
So it was really good in my early teaching days to 
pluck his brain for ideas and techniques on how to 
better teach my students. ❞ 

Joseph Rush 
Graduate of  International Pacific College

High performance manager and  
sports interpreter for Rugby in Kobe, Japan

Michael asked: Joe, what was your first impression of  
John?

❝  My first real impression 
of  John was . . . I think he 
was wearing sunglasses at 
that time, and he got up on 
stage . . . from memory, I 
think he even rode a little 
bike on stage at some point 
during commencement, 
so I was thinking it was a 
bit of  a gap between what 
I was thinking and what I 
was seeing.  ❞

a note: The “little bike” Joe mentions was actually 
the scooter shown above.

Michael: How has your relationship with him developed 
over time?

❝  I had more to do with him once I started working 
for IPC recruiting students in Japan. We had John 
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similar techniques of  having the students think for 
themselves. I think it comes back to that same thing 
where if  you give someone a fish you can feed them 
for a day, but if  you teach them how to fish they can 
do it for a lifetime. That’s a lot of  what I got out of  
what he taught. ❞ 

Michael: Are there alternatives outside of  teaching that 
you have explored as a result of  John’s teaching?

❝ In terms of  the way I taught, yeah, I definitely start-
ed reading more books and looked at different ways 
of  teaching. Interpreting-wise as well, listening to 
what John says you don’t just look at things as black 
and white anymore. In the interpreting world you 
usually translate things into your own language, 
and back in those days it was unheard of  to go the 
other way around. So I would never really be trans-
lating from English into Japanese, but why not? If  
I can speak the other language just as well as I can 
English, there’s no reason why I can’t. Just because 
the rule is there it doesn’t mean it can’t be broken. 
I think it just gave me a bigger outlook on life. 
There’s always other ways you can do things and 
it doesn’t have to be the mainstream way, either. ❞

Michael: Have you used dictation or transcription in your 
lessons since studying with John?

❝ Yeah. Another one of  the activities that he did quite 
often and that I also used was dictation, but getting 
them to use the same text a couple of  times and also 

Michael: What one word would you use to describe John?

❝ I don’t know if  you could do it in one word  . . .  I 
would go as far as saying it would be “complicat-
ed.” At the same time, very simple. I don’t know, it’s  
. . . I don’t think you could nail him down to just 
one word. There are so many that you could use. ❞ 

Michael: Is there a lasting visual image that you have of  
him? 

❝ One of  the more funny memories that I have of  
him is he was doing the same class that he usually 
does where he pretends that he’s speaking, but he 
doesn’t make any sounds and the students have to 
guess what he’s trying to say. 

There was one girl in front row who didn’t 
speak any English, but she called me over and she 
said, “Look, when he comes closer and he’s doing 
that ‘mouth thing’ I can actually hear what he’s 
saying. Should I pretend I can’t hear?” [laughs] 

That was one of  my impressions, but I think 
that his technique of  getting people to think for 
themselves has had a lasting impression on me and 
it definitely changed the way that I taught students 
after that, and I think for the better. I mean, I got 
much better results once people started thinking for 
themselves and learning more and not just being 
given the answer, but to find the answer for them-
selves. 

I did private teaching during my last seven 
years as an interpreter and I found myself  using 
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the “read, think, and write.” So they would read 
some text, put it away so they can’t see it, write it 
down . . . I mean, repeat it. Or “listen, think, write” 
where they would listen to it, have a bit of  a think 
about what they’ve heard, and then write it down. 
And I think that thinking part in the middle was 
quite important for the students, because if  you just 
tell them to listen and write it almost feels like it’s 
a race with them . . . like they listen and they have 
to put it down straight away, but if  you put that 
thinking bit in there they have to associate more 
with the language. There’s probably hundreds of  
those techniques that I don’t even realize I picked 
up from him. ❞
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1998

65 Joyful Minutes Mirroring  
27  Joyful Years at Teachers College

Retiring from Teachers College
I left Teachers College after 27 years of  gratifying teaching 
with no plans, though as it turned out, I had a fortuitous 
post retirement career, as gratifying as my years at Teach-
ers College.

The Retirement Party
At the end of  the 1998 academic year in May, a group of  
my students organized a party to celebrate my retirement. 
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     Leslie Beebe
Professor of  Applied Linguistics, TC

❝ I want to thank the many students who made this 
possible. 

Welcome all.
First of  all, I’d like to just talk little bit about 

John’s TESOL career. That’s not 
an easy thing to do in one minute. 
In 1961,  John was a Peace Corps 
Volunteer in Nigeria. He went on 
to become a training consultant for 
the Peace Corps’ Africa Region. 
John received his Ph.D. in TESOL 
at Teachers College in 1971, and 
he has been at Teachers College 
ever since. 

He was the chair of  the Department of  Lan-
guages, Literature and Communication and Direc-
tor of  Division IV — the Division of  Instruction, 
which includes the departments of  math and sci-
ence, movement sciences, social studies, music and 
dance. 

And for as long as we can remember, John has 
been director of  TESOL. John created the first 
off-campus MA — the Tokyo TESOL program. 
He created the Barcelona summer program, and 
brought several TESOL Summer Institutes to 
Teachers College. He was also active in the profes-

Leslie

In addition to being a retirement party for me, the event 
was a reunion for many of  the students. Some had not seen 
each other since they had graduated.

Recently — twenty five years after that gathering — I 
found a video that was made at the time. When I look at it 
I am astonished that I had not remembered anything that 
I or others said. Viewing it was a very joyful experience, 
and so I decided to share some transcribed excerpts in my 
memoirs.

The party was held in a room with built-in bench-
es along the two long walls, but otherwise there were no 
chairs. There were tables with snacks and drinks. During 
the remarks, most people were sitting on the floor. There 
was a podium with a mic in the front of  the room. There 
was also a portable mic so people could speak from any 
place in the room.

Except for my comments at the end of  the party, the 
others are from the attendees, and I have preceded them 
with gems.

↔
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Well, having tried to do what is impossible — 
that is to summarize John’s career in less than one 
minute — let me now move on to a more personal 
note. John and I have worked at Teachers College 
for twenty-two years, my entire TC life. John, it’s 
hard for me to even imagine not having you here. 
I will miss you in a million ways. Your mind is a 
mental Rolodex, and your vision, a guiding light. 
Our best adventure was probably during the Tokyo 
MA program, the first Teachers College off-cam-
pus degree that you spent five summers setting up.

In March of  1987, we flew to Tokyo, at our 
own expense I might add, to publicly promote the 
program. The opening reception at International 
House was a huge banquet and a great success with 
scores of  distinguished guests. There were mem-
bers of  the Japanese Diet and executives of  large 
corporations. 

After the reception, we held a 
press conference. Twenty-five report-
ers came to THAT event. At one 
point, John walked out of  the func-
tion room. He then put on his now 
famous huge green sunglasses, and 
the Japanese press went batty. Cam-
eras were clicking and flashbulbs were flashing as 
John explained to the bemused bilingual Japanese 
press that we in TESOL take a broad view.

This picture was later put on the cover of  a bi-
lingual Japanese/English book that John and I did 
with our Japanese partners. It was what the Japa-
nese book business called a “selling cover.”

John

sion and he always asked his students to be. How 
many people can say that they were president both 
of  their state and their national professional or-
ganization? But John was president of  both NYS 
TESOL and International TESOL. John was chair 
of  the task force that brought state certification to 
New York for public school teachers. John has lec-
tured all over the world. And those of  you who 
go to our conferences know that when John Fans 
speaks, it is to a packed house. He is a famous and 
beloved plenary speaker.

John is also a writer. His book, Breaking Rules, 
has broken the record for its influence on teachers 
around the world. And he’s breaking rules at this 
time. (As you are taking pictures of  him, he is tak-
ing pictures of  you.) 

His book, Contrasting Conversations, has ben-
efited teachers worldwide. His Japanese book, Try 
the Opposite, brought his message on trying alter-
natives to Japanese teachers. 

John is also master of  the great titles, for exam-
ple: “I can’t, I’m talking with the lady.” His articles 
have affected millions. “Beyond Rashomon,” the 
classic Fanselow.

John’s messages have changed experimentation 
and alternative practices, and have been powerful 
themes in his books and his classes. When I think 
of  John, I think of  powerful teaching. His messages 
are so distinctive that John has received the ultimate 
compliment: he is an adjective. When students and 
faculty hear something he has said they say, ‘That’s 
‘Fanslovian.’ That’s downright Fansleft.’
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they had each time Leslie showed pictures of  me 
with my huge glasses on.

Pam Martin 
Assistant Professor of  TESOL, TC       

❝ I just realized that I have known John Fanselow for 
almost twenty years. I can’t believe it. I first met 

John in a small town in the Sahel 
in Cameroon about nine kilome-
ters from the Chad border. Not on 
your map. I was a very green, fresh 
off  the mall Peace Corps Volun-
teer. Now of  all the travels you may 
have heard about John Fanselow, 
the many travels John Fanselow 

has done, especially in Africa, you may not have 
heard that he’s been to the village I where I was in 
stationed in Cameroon. In fact, I’m not sure John 
is aware that he has been to my village.

But it’s true. I met him there. I met him through 
a book that another volunteer had given me. And 
it was called Teaching English in Exhilarating Cir-
cumstances by John Fanselow. As it turns out, it was 
a kind of  fateful encounter because, ever since then, 
I’ve been teaching in circumstances made ever so 
much more exhilarating by my connection with 
John Fanselow., and my point here is that John has 
actually travelled to many more places than even 

Pam

John, what I didn’t tell you was that, when in 
Tokyo, I used to visit Japanese bookstores to check 
to see whether they still carried our book. One 
time, a small bookstore didn’t have any for sale. So 
I went to the huge Kinnokuniya bookstore to find 
it — Not an easy task if  you are not fully literate in 
Japanese in a four story Japanese bookstore — but 
I found it, displayed with full view of  the cover. And 
there you were with those huge green sunglasses, 
with your head turned, looking right into the book 
beside it — a Japanese book on breastfeeding with 
a very graphic illustration on the cover. And you’re 
staring right at it. I took a picture. Now that was 
something for a scrapbook.

Of  course, what you really intended by those 
great big glasses was that we take a wide perspective. 
We at TC do not stand for simple prescriptions and 
cookbook formulas. Rather, we stand for change, 
alternatives, breaking rules, exploration, certain-
ly experimentation, professional involvement, and 
conversations with teachers. It is about dialog with 
teachers and among teachers and teacher educators. 
It is about looking through a lens and taking a broad 
view of  what it means to be a TESOL professional. 

So, John, we just want to say, “we’ll miss you.” 
We wish you the best in your new endeavors. Good 
luck. God speed. May the TESOL force be with 
you. Things won’t be the same without you.❞

A note . . . At that point Leslie, and others next to 
the podium put on sunglasses with unusual frames. 
Participants laughed and applaud with gusto as 



556 557

What I would like to do at this moment is offer 
you our gift. 

John: “I need my visual aids.” (lAughter.) (he 
opens his glAss cAse, tAkes out his glAsses And 
puts them on.)

“Did someone get an award? 
(he reAds the first word he picks 
up.)

“A scholarship?” (John reAds 
the rest of the words After un-
folding eAch of them.) 

“Thank you. ‘Dedication’ . . 
. oh, I’m supposed to put these in order!” (much 
lAughter)

“I was at Morris High School this morning; do-
ing the same activity! But they had a green enve-
lope. It was about slavery. It was about sequencing. 
Yesterday it was about time lines. This is the week 
for words like over the years.” (he wAlks bAck to 
the piAno where the words were spreAd out on 
top.)

John: “I can’t do sequencing.” (ApplAuse) ❞

Rafael Arias 
Student, TC

❝ John will be remembered in his fight to break rules. 
I will remember John for having let me learn things 
instead of  teaching them to me. I will remember 

he knows. And he has touched lives and changed 
people in surprising and wonderful ways wherever 
he has gone. So John, we know that you may be 
leaving TC, that you will continue to travel and that 
you will continue to touch lives in places you never 
even heard of. We hope that you will remember us. 
And we hope you will take with you our love and 
our appreciation. So, as a very small token, here is 
a large empty loose-leaf  notebook for all to sign, 
and before you leave this room, it will be filled. ❞

Patricia (Patti)
Student, MA TESOL Program at  TC 

pArty orgAnizer

❝  Patti: ‘Well, I’ll be very brief. I 
am getting too emotional here. 
(lAughter) What more can we 
say? Teachers, students, future 
teachers, colleagues, we’ll miss 
you. You’ll always be with us. 
What I would like to do at this 
moment is  offer you our gift. 
I just want to thank you on behalf  of  the cur-
rent students and alumni. (everyone ApplAuded) 
And a gift cannot be done in an ordinary way.  
(she hAnds John An envelope.  John opens it And 
it contAins individuAl words cut from A piece of 
A4 pAper. they Are to be ArrAnged in order to 
mAke sense.)

Patti



558 559

Virginia Deering
Departmental Secretary, TC

❝ There is so much to say about John — he treat-
ed everyone the same, he was always there for 

the students. But to me, the most 
touching memory is his inviting a 
Maryknoll missionary, who had 
been stationed in Japan and was on 
leave in Chicago, to preside at John 
and Kumi’s wedding. He wanted 
Kumi’s parents to be able to expe-
rience the wedding in Japanese. ❞

When Sergio Gaitan began 
working with John Fanselow, he 
was amazed by John as a men-
tor and as a human being. Sergio 
admired John`s non-judgmental 
approach, his love of  life and his 
disciples. Sergio thought of  John 
as the perfect mentor because of  
John’s genuine interest in the growth of  his students. 

John inspired Sergio to think of  the classroom 
as a place where everyone has the gift of  inspiring 
and teaching others. John taught Sergio that life is a 
classroom where the diversity of  each human being 
brings to it and deepens our learning capacity and 
our ability to mentor. Sergio died in August 1996. ❞

Jane

Virginia

Rafael

Jane Franck
Director of  TC Library 

❝  Between 1985 and 1996 an extraordinary relation-
ship evolved between two men of  faith, two who 
shared a faith in education in the most profound 
definition, two who came from different back-
grounds and who took different steps to meet at 
Teachers College. As witness to this meeting and 
the years that followed, it forms the central years of  
my own commitment to education and to TC.

John for having allowed me to see myself  and my 
teaching from multiple perspectives so I could 
analyze its components and alter them. I will re-
member John for having made me aware of  the 

tyranny of  going through motions. 
And I will remember John for hav-
ing allowed me to learn the most 
basic lesson – one that has deeply 
changed the way I teach and the 
way I am: that human beings are 
endlessly capable of  learning, if  
only they are given the chance. 

Teaching, like good art, is sup-
posed to provoke.

Thank you, John, for having provoked my 
thinking and the thinking of  so many others with 
your “breaking rules” and for having touched me 
and so many others with your wisdom and your 
grace. Thank you. ❞
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that time, we not only had search committees and 
departmental committees, but also everyone had 
to go through a college wide ad hoc. And I won’t 

read the whole letter. But there is 
one sentence in there that really 
I thought would be interesting to 
share. And everybody in the office 
said it wouldn’t be breaking confi-
dentially too much if  I shared this. 
This is a report by I believe it was 
Bob Schaefer who wrote it. ‘The 

committee found Dr. Fanselow an 
enthusiastic, personally attractive and competent 
young man.’ 

Of  course, you couldn’t write that sort of  thing 
today. But that was what was written in 1971. And 
all the hopes of  that committee for John have been 
fulfilled, and all the reservations, which they didn’t 
have to have, did not come to fruition.

Now I have to change a bit, because I have a 
different relationship with John. John was one of  
those senior faculty — I didn’t realize that he had 
been on the faculty only five years when I came — 
but to me he was a senior faculty member. He took 
me in and John and I share a deep commitment 
to teacher education. So my fondest memories of  
John are hatching the longest standing grass roots 
committee at Teachers College, and that is the 
Teacher Education Policy Committee, which we 
developed together in the late seventies.

And then when I moved out of  the city, John 
used to hitch a ride home with me and I would 

Karen

Mary Hines
Professor, TC

 ❝ Eager to explore this new land, 
novice researchers arrive bearing 
their microscopes and their tele-
scopes only to be greeted at the 
border by John who takes the in-
struments out of  their hands and 
gives them each a kaleidoscope. ❞

Karen Kepler Zumwalt
Professor of  Curriculum and Teaching, Dean, TC

❝ As dean, I have access to certain records. And so, 
I went to John’s initial letter of  appointment to 
Teachers College as an assistant professor in 1971. 
So, is it OK if  I share it?  (John: go AheAd. About 
the peAce corps.) 

I know about the Peace Corps thing, but I’m 
talking about the initial professorial appointment 
at Teachers College. 

John was appointed assistant professor in 1971.
 Salary $12,000.00. We’ve come a long way.
And I got permission to do this from the office. 

I read the ad hoc appointment letter about John. At 

Mary
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are workaholics, including John. And real friends 
don’t mind if  you share their success with them. 
And that we can also whine a lot with them, and 
that’s OK. 

John believes that this community is a special 
community made up of  everyone at TC no matter 
what their position: professional staff, students, sup-
port personnel, faculty, maintenance people--all of  
those are part of  John’s family. And that is I think 
what I have admired about him most.

John is a wonderful, warm, compassionate, tal-
ented, intelligent, friendly man who has had a mar-
velous openness, and I know he is just an e-mail 
away.

John, you were my favorite person at TC — 
bold, intelligent, risk taking, and forging ahead to 
what you knew was the right thing to do.  My admi-
ration has not dwindled and I still know no male 
academic with the kind of  courage and moxey 
that you have. ❞

Lois M. Bloom
Edward L. Thorndike Professor of  Psychology, TC

❝ For a long time we’ve both been at Teachers Col-
lege. And for all the years I’ve been at Teachers 
College, it was always easy to pick up the phone to 
make a phone call. I would call and say, “Hello this 
is Lois Bloom. “ And the answer at the other end 
of  the phone would be, “Oh, Professor Bloom, how 
are you?” But later when I picked up the phone and 

Ann Lieberman
Professor Emeritus of  Curriculum and Teaching, TC;
Past President, The American Educational Research 

Association (AERA)

❝ I came to TC three years after John. I decided to 
write my comments on this paper plate in the spirit 
of  John.

Seriously, though, it has been 
wonderful growing up with John at 
TC. His Birkenstocks, his indepen-
dence of  thought, yet his incredible 
collective spirit about TC. And I 
have learned from him that it’s OK 
to reinvent yourself  a couple of  
times. That one’s closest relation-
ships are with family and must not 

be submerged, even though almost all of  us here 

drop him off on the Henry Hudson Parkway some-
where and he would get home some way. And we 
would spend that fifteen or twenty minutes dissect-
ing the college and everything that happened that 
day. And I remember John telling me that we were 
the seat of  the college. And John has always had 
that overall commitment to the college — not just 
to the department or program he was in, but a real 
concern for the college and where it was going. And 
for that, that’s going to be impossible to replace.

John — I’m going to miss you so much! ❞

Ann
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John Fanselow and his style, and in fact what I 
planned to do, and thank God I didn’t have to it 
with the lectern on the table. 

I would have walked away from the lectern and 
I would have sat on the table, and I would have lied 
down on the table, and I would have talked to you, 
and that was what John Fanselow would have done. 
In those days, there wasn’t a tie, and he wore socks 
with his Birkenstocks in the middle of  winter.

At any rate, I never let go of  the lectern. I never 
let go of  my notes. I always had my notes. But I 
did learn something, John, no notes! (gestures to 
show her hAnds Are not holding Any notes.)

So John Fanselow, thanks for the memories. At 
any rate, you’ve been a quintessential colleague in 
many, many ways.

And I will always value your integrity and your 
commitment, and your enthusiasm for this life of  
scholarship that we try to live. And I thank you 
very, very much for being a part of  my life. ❞

Fran Shapiro Strobe
Teachers College, Columbia

❝ John, Hi, it’s Fran, Fran Shapiro Strobe. I can’t 
imagine you not being here at Teachers College. 
Even though we haven’t been in touch a lot over 
these years you’ve always been a constant, steady 
part of  my life. Do you know how important you 
are? I think that back to when we started the Mas-

made a call, and said, “Hello, this is Lois Bloom. 
“the other person would almost always say, “What 
was that name again? Could you spell it once?” 
When I told John, he said, “It’s time.”

I have a very vivid memory of  John Fanselow. 
A few of  you have heard this story. John has heard 

this story. So he’ll be hearing it 
again.  When we were bright and 
bushy tailed, one day, John Fansel-
ow said, “You know what we ought 
to do? We ought to teach a course 
together. You know how important 
language is, how important com-
munication is? For education? For 
learning? You know, you and I to-

gether could teach a dynamite course. I mean you 
and language acquisition and me on learning. We 
could teach together.” So I agreed. I think the title 
of  the course was Language and Communication?  
“No, Language and Reading.” “Reading?” “So 
Language and Communication! (lAughter)

So, I agreed and we started the course. I re-
member there were 750 people in it. How many 
were there John? Less than that?”

And the very first night of  class, I walked in.  
And I said to John, “Where’s the lectern?” and he 
said, “Lectern? You don’t need a lectern.” I said, 
“Oh, yes, I need a lectern. I’ve gotta have a lectern!”

So he says, “OK, don’t worry. I’ll get you a lec-
tern.” So he got me a lectern. 

Well, that semester was really quite a stunning 
study in contrasts. Most people in this room know 

Lois 
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even begin to calculate it. I wish you and Kumi and 
the girls every wonderful thing in the world. I’ll be 
thinking of  you in Japan and hope we can visit. 
Have a great life and keep enjoying.

Love you.  Bye-bye ❞

My Two Secretaries

Just as all people had spoken and the participants 
were beginning to stand up — they had been sit-
ting on the floor for the past fifty minutes — Shirley 
Dunlap, the only black secretary in the area where 
I taught — said in a matter-of-fact voice —

 ❝John / treats / everyone/ the / same.❞

These five words said in five seconds summa-
rized in a nutshell what the previous 11  speakers 
had said using 5,983  words in 1 hour and 40 min-
utes. Shirley had arrived late and had not heard the 
comments from most of  the previous speakers. 

Unbeknown to her, my secretary Virginia 
Dearing had said this as she began her comments 
at the beginning of  my retirement party: There is 
so much to say about John —

❝He / treated / everyone / the / same.❞

I find it touching as well as remarkable that the 

ters Program. It must have been in the late sixties. I 
got my first Masters in ’68. The second one in the 
’70s working with you. 

Then the whole doctoral work. 
You were always there, like a riv-
er, like a river in the background. 
I remember when I was working 
on my dissertation, I kept getting 
discouraged. You would be calling 
me up. I wouldn’t be there, but 
you’d be calling me up. “Come on 
in Fran, let’s work on it.” I think it’s funny how so 
many memories and moments that I have work-
ing on FOCUS together, with Tilahun here. And 
working with Vivian Zamel. It’s just so vivid. Lug-
ging around that heavy video equipment. When we 
didn’t have the portable equipment that I’m just 
talking into. It’s crazy. We didn’t have computers 
then. No personal computers. And I would type up 
every single draft or pay someone to type it. And 
you would look at it and say, “This is great, but let’s 
change the chart just a little, just a little why don’t 
you move this part there?” And of  course, I ran 
and did it, so I’m spending hours typing this up. 
And finally — and we did this with every single 
chapter. 

And finally, I said, “You know, John, I think it’s 
OK.” And you said, “Yeah, I think it’s OK.” And 
we left it. I’ve got a two-volume dissertation. You’ve 
got them in your office, too. John, you’ve been won-
derful. The impact you’ve had on my life as well 
as on scores of  teachers and students that we can’t 

Fran
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Bob Schaeffer, the dean at the time I was be-
ing interviewed, had received all his degrees from 
Columbia — BA, MA and Ph.D.  and read that 
I had received my degrees from Northern Illinois 
State Teachers College in DeKalb Illinois. He 
asked  “Where is this guy from? DeKalb. Where is 
DeKalb?” 

I didn’t know about all the issues. I had just 
gotten back from Africa. I started teaching them a 
lesson. I made them all students. 

Anyway, later we became good friends. He was 
more sophisticated than I was . . . he played squash. 

 We gotta go around the room. Today is the day for 
thank yous because (i choke up) because a lot of  
people did a lot of  things.

 I only went running with one of  my friends — 
Lloyd — he’s over there. We were students togeth-
er. We just ran. But we took showers together with 
the dean. Then it was OK.

 Joanne Dresner from Longman. Larry Anger is not 
here also from Longman, my publisher. They’ve lost 
thousands on my books. Larry before and now Jo-
anne — both were  very helpful. 

 In 1976, when you run a convention for TESOL, 
usually you’re second vice president and program 
chair, you get to go to an exotic place. You go away 
from your home. 

I was elected . . . the convention was in New 

two women who worked in the same area of  the 
college that I did, chose identical wording, with the 
exception of  present and past tenses.

John rambles

❝ Henry David Thoreau was one of  my favorite au-
thors, and when I was reading Thoreau in college, 
a professor reminded me, “How would you like to 
live with this guy?” 

Leslie has had to put up with me all these years, 
and we have to thank her for that. And we’re com-
plimentary to each other in the program. And I 
think it’s unique in the world that we have different 
perspectives, and we complimented and respected 
and enjoyed each other’s perspective. Because she 
writes course objectives and does grades and stuff, 
it allows me not to have any!

If  she weren’t here, I’d be lost. The dean said 
at the faculty meeting the other day that we have a 
strong TESOL program — she was exaggerating 
mentioning me. But it’s 
like a pair of  scissors: Les-
lie and John.

 Part of  the reason for to-
day is to say thank you to a 
lot of  people. 

And also for a little his-
tory. 

Joanne and John
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him to come to the program. “You’re admitted.” 
Gotta have someone who does puppets.

 How did I get to Teachers College? 
The director of  Peace Corps training at Teach-

ers College, Carl Graham sent me this cable, “We 
want you to come to Teachers College to train 
Peace Corps Volunteers for Nigeria. We don’t have 
anybody from Nigeria. So could you come?”  I an-
swered saying, “I don’t like big cities and I want to 
travel.” 

I came back to New York later that year. 
A friend of  mine had been a secretary in the 

Peace Corps office where I had met her in 1963.
“Where’s Mary?”  
“She used to work in the Office of  Internation-

al Relations with Carl Graham. She left.” 
So I stopped to meet Carl Graham, the man 

who invited me to come to the training program. 
Mary was there and she said, “You can at least meet 
the guy who sent you the cable.”

And I did.
He said, “We have another program starting in 

January. You couldn’t come to the earlier one so 
come to this one.”

“I don’t like big cities and I want to teach high 
school English and Spanish in Chicago.” 

I went to Chicago. I had my physical for teach-
ing. I passed the physical. My Spanish wasn’t so 
good. “We can place you in September, but not 
now.”  I said, OK. I’ll wait till September. “You 
can do substitute teaching now.” I didn’t want to do 

York City, so instead of  an airplane ticket, they 
gave me a token.

 Franklin Horowitz — all these years, different ar-
eas. (loud ApplAuse) We gotta get stimulation from 
outside people. He has been an adjunct for years. 
He should be an endowed professor rather than an 
adjunct.

 I’ve got Tilahun Gamta from Ethiopia. He is one 
of  my first doctoral students. He wrote the first and 
only dictionary of  the Oromo language, the largest 
ethnic group in Ethiopia.

 Ann Wintergerest was the New York State chair 
for the conference in Saratoga — that’s where they 
take baths. She and Laura, they dedicated the con-
ference to me. Usually, they dedicate the confer-
ence to dead people. 

 I do workshops with Gay Brooks all the time — 
another graduate. We did a workshop together re-
cently. After the workshop, a teacher comes up to 
me and says, “How long have you been teaching in 
the field? I’m new at this school.”

The next morning the teacher comes up to me 
and says, “I can’t believe this; your picture is in the 
program. You’re famous.”

 When Daniel Templons sent in his application 
during the summer and I read it. In it he said he 
did puppets. I called him up right away and told 
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 Oh, I’ve have a handout. A few people already have 
one. (wAlks to podium to get copies of the hAnd-
out) I wanted to give this to people and I don’t 
have enough. So if  you have it, you can’t have an-
other one. 

 At any rate, I gotta tell you that Ann and Lois had 
such integrity and such respect for scholarship. 

 Bob Bone was like that. When he read my early 
writing he said, “On a scale of  1 to 10 and 10 is 
high, you’re writing at this stage is 3.” But recently 
I wrote something, this thing — it’s a thirty-year 
project.   

Through the years, he sent me stuff, I sent him 
stuff. I met him on the street recently and he said, 
“John, you found your voice!” So I thought that was 
pretty good. Some of  my students have this.  It’s 
called “Post Card Realities.” (holds up A hAndout)

 The other thing is, Lois said we taught together. 
This was very important to me. A couple of  other 
things have been very important to me — co-teach-
ing with different people at the place: Gay, Lois, 
Ray McDermott before he left.

Back to the handout —I call it “Postcard Re-
alities.”                                       
It was 1961. I was in Nigeria with the Peace Corps, 
and Marjorie Mitchelmore was one of  the thir-
ty-nine in our group. Marjorie wrote a postcard. 

substitute teaching. I was a student in high school. I 
knew what substitute teaching was like. I said, “I’ll 
wait till September.”

I called Carl and said I’ll come for the spring. 
I went for the spring. It was a long spring.

 Two years later a Peace Corps friend of  mine from 
Nigeria, met a Japanese woman and was planned 
to be married. I said, “Jared, don’t do it. Marriage 
is difficult enough. You’ve both got different back-
grounds. You came from Beloit, Wisconsin, lived in 
Chicago. She came from someplace in Japan, who 
knows where? Don’t do it.”

You’ll be happy to know that he’s still married, 
and I’m still married.

 They say this is a rich program. 
If  this is a rich program, it’s because we have 

all these students from all other the world. We have 
experienced people, we have inexperienced people. 
We have people from all over the city. It’s terrific.

 What else can I say? 
Who did I omit? A lot of  people. Who else? 
Dave. We have a lot of  people like Dave who 

came to teach in the city schools, and they stay in 
the schools. When I visit the schools, I say I’ve got 
such an easy job in comparison to the teachers I 
visit. The fact that I get paid for what I do is abso-
lutely scandalous. $12,000.00 was too much. Scan-
dalous.
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Patti moved from student to student holding a microhome 
in front of  their mouths, inviting them to make a comment.

“We love John Fans low very much. We only took 
one class from him but we learned very, very much. 
We wish you a great life. Arigatoo gozaimas.”

“Thanks for the alternatives, bye.”

“It’s been great being in your classes, opened my 
mind, helped me see things differently, in a very dif-
ferent way and I just wish you much luck in your 
future endeavors. Again, it’s been great being your 
student.”

“I just want to say I agree with Joy 100% and for 
helping me out in my career.”

“John, thank you for giving me the courage and 
inspiration to break rules.”

“Hi Dad. I am glad I was able to come today.”

“John, we’re going to miss you. I’ve been thinking 
about this today. And I think you’re the Michael 
Jordan of  Teachers College.”

“John I want to wish you the best in Japan. I know 
you’ll be back here. We’ll be tapping you by e-mail. 
So nice working with you these two years. I’ve 
known about you for a long, long time and I’m glad 
I had the opportunity to work with you.”

On the postcard, she wrote, “Dear Bobo,”— that 
was her boyfriend —“People cook in the streets, 

they eat in the streets, 
they even go to the bath-
room in the streets. Noth-
ing in training could have 
prepared us for this.”

And she went to put 
it in the post box, but she 

made a mistake. It didn’t go in the post box. It fell 
on the ground. 

One of  the students at the university where we 
were in training picked it up and read it and he 
was insulted. He shared it with others who were 
also insulted. So they typed it up on a mimeograph 
stencil — before these days of  modern technology. 
Ran it off, and the student had added, “Would you 
please get the hell out of  Nigeria because you’re 
very insulting to us.”

So I wrote this paper about it — “Postcard Re-
alities.” Some of  my students have it, and have read 
it. Believe me, you can understand it. It’s the only 
thing I’ve ever written other than personal letters 
that people can understand. 

Thank you to all the people who came today 
and the big surprise, your establishment of  the 
John F. Fanselow  Scholarship. It’s kind of  above 
and beyond what I should be receiving and I am 
very honored and very humbled. It’s lovely. Thank 
you. 
As guests were leaving, many hugging each other as 

they said goodbye not having seen each other for years, 
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A note . . . In 1996, the TC Development Office re-
quired $25,000.00 to establish a scholarship. Many 
contributed at the time of  my retirement, but the 
amount did not meet the requirement, so a few 
months later, we had a fundraiser. At this event, my 
wife and I pledged $10,000.00 and the President of  
TC, Arthur Levine pledged $5,000.00. Those at the 
fundraiser pledged more than enough to meet the 
threshold. By 2021, there was around $200,000.00 
in the Fanselow Scholarship Fund and around 
$8,000.00 in scholarships were awarded each year.

Another note . . . In 2005 John’s accomplish-
ments were recognized by Teachers College when 
the President of  Teachers College, Arthur Levine, 
presented John with the Teachers College Distin-
guished Alumni Award.

“Hello John, I just want you to know that what 
you taught me is coming slowly and it comes ev-
ery day and I feel like I have a lot of  wisdom and 
knowledge. Thank you. Good luck and take care.” 
(Holds up a TESOL ’97 bag: Creating Magic with 
TESOL ’97 in Orlando, Florida 31st Convention)

“It was one Friday afternoon in the dungeon, the 
basement of  TC and Jane and I were sitting there 
in the ceramics room, struggling with clay, com-
plaining — who knows what we were doing — and 
somehow we started talking about you. So we were 
sitting there talking about our experiences and 
and our classes and I’m sure the language we were 
talking about, and we heard these Birkenstock steps 
coming down the hallway. Then all of  a sudden, we 
saw John pop his head in and he said, ‘what kind of  
language do you use when you were talking about 
language, even when we’re doing things that are so 
different and unrelated to the TESOL department 
we’re still talking about John Fanselow.”

“It was very good getting to know you over the past 
two years. It took me a while to really feel com-
fortable with you. And my picture of  you changed 
from the first day. But I guess that’s what you’ve 
been trying to teach us. And as many other people 
hope, this is not the end, just moving on to another 
stage. I hope you have fun as you’ve always had. 
And I hope I’ll keep seeing you and talking to you 
in the next years.”
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51

1998 to 2006

A Fortuitous Post-Retirement Career
Palmerston North, New Zealand

A Casual Conversation
I had retired from Teachers College in 1996, but continued 
directing the MA program in Tokyo until we found a di-
rector to replace me. This took two years. During this time, 
I was teaching part-time, so I had time to do workshops 
for teachers at International Pacific College, IPC, in New 
Zealand and do recruiting in Japan. 

Then in 1998, I was totally free. 
On a visit to Nagoya to recruit students, Mr. Ohashi, 

chairman of  the Soshi Foundation, his brother-in-law, Mi-
noru, and I met casually during a break in a program we 
were giving for the potential students and their parents. 
Mr. Ohashi mentioned that the principal of  IPC had just 
resigned to become head of  a technical college, and he 
wondered whether I would consider becoming acting head 
of  IPC for six months while we could write a job descrip-
tion for president, a title he decided would be more presti-
gious than principal.

Since I was totally free, I said “yes.” So, off I went to 
live in Palmerston North in May 1998 for what I thought 
would be six months. 
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Fourth, I would increase the number of  meetings I had 
with parents of  our students as well as recruitment sessions 
with potential students both in Japan and other countries 
in the region.

Fifth, I would become intimately involved in teach-
er development. As a consultant, I did workshops for the 
teachers dealing with specific activities I suggested they 
try. But I did not meet with teachers individually to discuss 
ways they could better understand their teaching and ex-
pand the range of  activities they used.

My roles were a bit easier because I was not a Kiwi. When 
I met people, as soon as I said one word, I would be asked, 
“Where are you from and what are you doing here?” Had 
I been a Kiwi, few would have been curious about what I 
did. Even my work with teachers was aided by my being a 
foreigner.

Another reason my duties were easier is because 
the Kiwis are the friendliest, warmest, kindest and most 
good-natured people I have ever met. I have visited 45 
countries and lived in 5. On a ranking of  1 to 5 with 5 be-
ing the highest I would rank the citizens of  New Zealand 
5. Every conversation was a delight, whether it was with 
strangers, close friends, or people I met casually for the 
first time.

We had a diploma in Japanese and also those in the degree 
programs in International Business, International Studies 
and Environmental Studies. An interdepartmental degree 
in the areas we offered was quite puzzling. 

Enrollment inched upward during my eight years as 
president with students from Japan and New Zealand. En-

I met with Minoru, who was now CEO of  IPC, on Sat-
urday afternoons in his office to work on the  job descrip-
tion. After a few months, we had still gotten nowhere. We 
met with Mr. Ohashi to tell him this, and he said, “John, 
would you be OK with being president rather than acting 
president.” I said “yes,” and the six-month appointment 
led to eight years as president.

My duties as president
As a consultant, my roles had been recruitment and teach-
er development. As president, I had the additional role of  
raising the stature of  IPC, both in Palmerston North (PN) 
and New Zealand, but also in the countries where many of  
our students came from. 

I decided with the CEO that there were five ways to 
accomplish this. 

First, I would make presentations at the opening cere-
monies and graduation ceremonies that would be distinc-
tive. These would be held in The Regent Theater in the 
center of  PN. It seated five-hundred people, which meant a 
lot of  members of  the community could come. We expect-
ed that they would then talk about the ceremonies, and my 
conversations with many of  the attendees.

Second, I would become involved in the community, so 
I could to meet and develop friendships with a wide range 
of  people. With that in mind, I joined one of  the Rota-
ry Clubs in Palmerston North, and the Peace and Justice 
Committee at the Catholic church I attended. 

Third, I would meet with more local officials in PN, 
and with ambassadors and officials in Wellington. I would 
also meet with local leaders of  educational institutions, like 
Massey University in PN and a large polytech, UCOL.
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graph below on the cover. We tried to capture the spirit of  
fun that students relished at IPC.

IPC Recruitment Team in the Tokyo Office:  
two Kiwi grads – Joe Rush (left rear) and Peter Merrigan (third from the left); 

Miho Fukuda from Japan (front left), 
 and Anis Taufik Bin Ismai-Taufik from Malaysia (in black shirt next to John)

President Fanslow (fourth from the left)

rollment did not inch up much from China, Thailand, Ma-
laysia, Korea or Taiwan. 

The increase was only partly due to the five ways I just 
listed however. Potential students also came to open houses 
at IPC or to recruitment sessions in Japan and other coun-
tries I visited because of  our recruitment team. 

Most of  the teams were made up of  graduates or cur-
rent students helping as interns, for which they tuition was 
lowered. I visited China, Korea, Taiwan and Thailand 
with Takahiro Saiki, who was in charge of  recruitment. We 
decided that we did not know what schools to visit or which 
hotels with function rooms were close to where potential 
students might be. In short, we did not know the territory. 

Finally, we concluded that my visits were a waste of  
time and money. Instead, we decided to hire recruiters for 
those countries. 

When they had recruited a group that they thought 
would be potential students, they asked Takahiro to in-
terview them. Those he thought were strong candidates 
were offered scholarships. None of  the potential students 
were willing to pay full tuition, but since we needed to have 
non-Japanese students, we were willing to subsidize them. 
The more international students we had, the more Japa-
nese students would want to come to IPC.

The administrative staff was crucial also since mailing 
brochures, and application and scholarship forms had to 
be done prepared. Also, phone calls had to be responded 
to not only quickly, but with accurate information and in a 
friendly, pleasant and welcoming voice.

One year, we sent Christmas and New Year’s cards to 
former, present and potential students as well as members 
of  the community in Palmerston North with the photo-
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my friends at Rotary and they suggested we hire a car for 
five of  us and go to the match. 

I had been invited to a reception before the match, and 
when I asked the president if  I could invite friends, he said 
of  course. 

I was invited to sit at the main table. I told the presi-
dent that I knew nothing about rugby, and though I was im-
pressed how central it was to most Kiwis, I had no interest in 
sports in general and ruby in particular.  When the president 
welcomed the guests he said that he had just discovered that 
our American friend, the President of  IPC in Palmerston 
North, has no interest in our national sport. This news was 
greeted with raucous, but good-natured, laughter.

Before we left to watch the game at the stadium, we 
were asked to complete a form indicating what we thought 
the score would be at half  time and at the end of  the game. 

When we made a pit stop on the way to Wellington 
from Palmerston North, I asked the driver about scores in 
rugby games. I knew that in basketball the scores can be 
100 while in baseball 15 would be high, so at least I had 
some information when I wrote in my predictions.

When we returned to the reception area, we resumed 
the places where we had been seated earlier. The president 
then announced that I had correctly 
predicted the scores both at half  time 
and at the end of  the game. 

I was as astonished as anyone else. 
But the crowd erupted in cheers. The 
president said that it was so ironic that 
I, who knew nothing about rugby, was 
able to predict the scores. As a prize, I 
was given an All Blacks jacket — “All 

John in his All Blacks 
jacket

IPC Promotion through Community Involvement 
— Rotary Club
The Rotary International Club is a non-sectarian organi-
zation devoted to service. To encourage diversity, in each 
club, no two members can be in the same profession. For 
the first time in my life, I met people from property law, 
farming, the travel industry, the police, and animal hus-
bandry, to name a few fields. Each of  these people had 
functions to highlight their work. I attended almost all of  
these meetings. After a few months, I became very well 
known in Palmerston North.

Rotary was founded in Chicago, where I was born, 
but until I lived in Palmerston North, the only thing I knew 
about the organization was that it awarded scholarships, and 
I had written countless letters of  recommendation to Rotary 
to support my students, both in New York and Tokyo.

We met every Monday at noon for our meeting, which 
consisted of  lunch, announcements, a guest speaker and an 
MC who made comments about special occasions or hap-
penings of  members — birthdays, embarrassing moments, 
like a member getting a traffic ticket. The members men-
tioned would drop a few dollars into a canvas bag, which a 
few members held as they walked around the room.

Though women were welcomed as members from the 
’80s, only around 22% of  the membership was women. 
Those in our club were very active. And both the female 
and male members invited women to join, though few 
did.

One of  the most embarrassing moments that hap-
pened while I was in New Zealand involved me. The pres-
ident of  the telephone company that IPC used invited me 
to a rugby match in Wellington. I mentioned it to a few of  
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At one of  the club meetings the speaker was a young 
secondary school teacher. As usual I made a point of  thank-
ing him for the presentation he gave. We then were photo-
graphed along with his mother, one of  his former teachers, 
and two other members of  the club. 

I think the smiling faces confirm my judgment about 
how welcoming, warm, etc., Kiwis are.

Often our members were invited to speak at various 
functions in the community. I went to as many of  these as I 
could because I was always eager to learn something about 
the community, and again it was a way for me to show my 
face to more and more people so that International Pacific 
College was at least in the back of  their minds.

Visiting a Rotary International Exhibit  
in Nagoya, Japan 
I went to a convention in Nagoya where various organi-
zations had booths, and I was thrilled to see that a Rotary 
International chapter in Japan had a display at the con-
vention. 

I, of  course, introduced myself  to those manning the 
Rotary booth in Nagoya, and I mentioned it at the next 
PN club meeting.

The Rotary Club International Committee
It might seem strange that an organization with “internation-
al” in its name would need to have a committee called The 
International Committee, but in fact, we did have an Inter-
national Committee. 

Sometimes International Committee meetings were held 
at a member’s home and the hosts provided dinner, other 
times we had our meetings at a restaurant. 

Blacks” is a team of  the New Zealand national rugby 
union.

Earlier we each had put five dollars into a pool, and 
the person who would predict the scores would win the 
pot. On the drive back to Palmerston North, I was given 
five dollars by each of  those who had gone to Wellington 
together.  

When I went to our Rotary meeting on the Monday after 
our trip to Wellington, the person in responsible for making 
comments about members of  course told the improbable 
tale of  my predicting the winning scores. I of  course had to 
contribute the twenty-five dollars from the pool to the club.

As you might imagine, this story circulated widely and 
increased the visibility of  IPC a great deal.

The Rotary had guest speakers every week. And we rotat-
ed in introducing them and thanking them. I often tried to 
sit next to the invited speaker, which was a way of  remind-
ing them that IPC existed.

Left to right: A club member and administrator at Massey Uni-
versity, mother of  the speaker, the speaker, a former teacher of  the 

speaker, and club president  and owner of  a wool factory 
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Meeting with local officials, educational leaders,  
and Ambassadors in Wellington
The ambassador to New Zealand from Vietnam visited IPC 
to meet the students who were from Vietnam on our Open 
Day. He said he would like me to come to the celebration 
of  their Vietnam National Day celebration at the Vietnam-
ese Embassy in Wellington. I suggested that the Vietnamese 
students might like to join us as well, and ask if  perhaps they 
could do a traditional dance or song. The ambassador did 
invite them, and their dance was sensational.

There were some Vietnamese at the National Day 
celebration at the embassy, but most of  the guests were 
Kiwis .  .  . so again IPC was highlighted for citizens of  
Wellington.

A Meal at the Japanese Embassy
Ken Cunningham was the former NZ ambassador to Japan, 
before he was invited to be a dean at IPC. He had kept in 
contact with the Japanese ambassadors after he joined IPC, 
and as a result, we were invited to private meals at the Japa-
nese Embassy. 

With the ambassador from Vietnam to New Zealand and his wife

The son of  the woman on the right was a student at IPC. 
She was a great supporter of  IPC. The man on the left with 
a black sweater was an insurance salesman. His surname was 
Ford. We called him Fordy. When anyone asked him how 
hwas, he would respond, “As long as I am above ground, I 
am just fine.” I have one arm on Fordy’s shoulder and one 
arm on the shoulder of  the person in charge of  International 
Programs at Massey University in Palmerston North.

Peace and Justice Committee at the  
Cathedral of the Holy Spirit
Though there were only a dozen members of  the Peace and 
Justice Committee I joined at the Catholic Church I went 
to, I became well known because one of  our functions was 
to serve meals to poor people in the city every month. Some 
parishioners prepared meals and others brought them to the 
parish hall. And others, including me, served the meals and 
cleaned up afterwards.

I also met those who delivered the food and sometimes 
those who prepared the food . . . and of  course I met the forty 
or so people who enjoyed the meal. They picked up the food 
at the counter. But we went from table to table serving wine 
and coffee and water.

The International Club meets
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The parents were thrilled to meet with me after the 
interviews at receptions that we held. It would be almost 
inconceivable that parents would ever meet the president 
of  a Japanese university 
personally. At the most, 
they would see the presi-
dent at a distance at some 
ceremony.

Later we would mail 
the photographs of  my 
meetings with the parents 
to the parents. When they 
saw me in some photographs with my arm around them 
they began to realize what we meant when we said we gave 
personal attention to each student.

I relished visiting with parents as much as I enjoyed 
conversations with the IPC students. I spent most of  my 
professional life with graduate students at Teachers Col-
lege, Columbia University in New York and Tokyo, and I 
found the classes that I taught very stimulating, but inter-
acting with undergraduates was very invigorating.

Staff Support
When I became acting president, I invited all the adminis-
trative staff to go for a walk with me in a field across from 
the campus. I wanted to know what they liked and did not 
like about their job, and what I could do to make their 
work more rewarding. 

The CEO was not too pleased with this. 
He believed that those at the top should determine 

what administrative staff should do and how they should 
do it. But in my experience as an administrator at Teach-

The president with thrilled parents

The Ambassador was 
very impressed that my 
older daughter, Aya, was 
able to speak to him in Jap-
anese. 

Though this fact was 
not all that important, it did 
impress the Ambassador, 
and so yet again raised the 
prestige of  IPC, though my 
daughter’s Japanese had 
nothing directly to do with 
IPC.

John Hosted Dinners at His Home
I not only went to such functions, but I also invited lo-
cal officials, along with IPC staff, to my home for meals. 
Among my guests were the mayor of  Palmerston North; 
Paul Reiger, the mayor who was in office when Mr. Ohashi 
visited Palmerston North to float the idea of  establishing 
IPC there; a surgeon who was a Rotary member, their 
spouses and others.

Meetings with Parents and Students
I visited Japan every six weeks or so with the dean respon-
sible for English language development, and we met with 
the parents to discuss the progress of  their children. 

The Dean was totally bilingual, so when I asked ques-
tions about how the parents thought their sons and daugh-
ters were doing, he was able to interpret their responses. 
He also interpreted questions they had about their sons 
and daughters.

Ken Cunningham, right rear, Aya Fanslow, 
front left, and the Ambassador from Japan 

to New Zealand
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to. They also talked with great animation about cricket, 
which was only exciting to me only because of  their intense 
interest. It was of  course a mystery to me. 

I chatted with the grounds staff as they took a break 
from pruning or planting new plants or re-planting old ones.

A Very Nice Compliment
A friend of  mine visited me on a tour of  NZ, and when we 
walked around Palmerston North on a Saturday morning, 
he asked whether I was running for mayor since so many 
people greeted me.

Conducting a Graduation Ceremony at IPC
As president of  IPC one of  my great pleasures was to con-
duct the annual graduation which were held in The Re-
gent Theatre on Broadway Avenue in Palmerson North. 

In addition to delivering my  remarks, my duties in-
cluded performing the Capping Ceremony. This entailed 
my holding an academic cap above the head of  each grad-
uate after she or he walked across the stage from receiving 
his or her diploma.   

In the photo at the 
right, which was taken 
during the 2000 graduation 
ceremony, you can see that 
as I shook each student’s 
hand with my right hand 
I placed the cap on his or 
her head with my left hand. It was not that the students 
were not able put their caps on themselves, but rather, by 
capping the student, it was affirmed that the student had 
in fact graduated.

ers College responsible for five departments, each with a 
full-time secretary, I learned that those who type letters for 
professors, chat with students to make appointments, or 
answer questions about this or that regulation can make 
the difference between making students feel welcome or 
resentful.

While at TC, I took the secretaries out for lunch on 
each of  their birthdays. And after lunch, I said they should 
take the rest of  the day off. 

I also followed this practice at IPC. There was already 
the practice of  celebrating the birthdays of  the administra-
tive staff in the administrative office. But this was not very 
personal. So, I followed the practice, but supplemented it 
by taking those who worked closely together out for lunch 
on a separate day after their actual birthdays. 

I had coffee with the library staff every morning during 
their morning break. Sometimes, I got there after I had 
been in town where I bought café au lait for all of  us. 
The head librarian, Liz 
Chisholm, and I became 
good friends, and she and 
her husband Barry had 
me over for supper now 
and then. And I had them 
to my house as well. 

I also had various ad-
ministrative staff to my 
home for dinner now and then, partly because I enjoyed 
their company and partly to show how much I valued 
them.

I had morning break with the kitchen staff in the caf-
eteria, too. We chatted about what their children were up 

With Liz Chisholm
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the first time, outside of  just a few former colleagues who I 
had shared this with 15 years ago. 

I resigned as president after eight joyful and enriching 
years. 

I did so because the chairman became more and more 
obsessed with the students’ English levels as measured by 
the TOEIC, a standardized test produced by Education-
al Testing Service. The test was supposedly designed for 
non-native English speakers working in the business world 
to take, with the content restricted to business and related 
contexts and was at a lower English proficiency level than 
the TOEFL which was designed to cover many academic 
fields and to be taken by non-native English speakers plan-
ning to apply to universities in the United States.

As he focused on the scores more and more, students 
who were non-native speakers of  English spent less and 
less time chatting with Kiwi students and more and more 
time in the library studying TOEIC Preparation books. In 
these books, sample tests were printed with explanations in 
Japanese of  why one should choose answer a rather than 
b, c, or d.

After students took the exam, illegally I took their com-
pleted exams from the envelopes we used to return the ex-
ams to be checked. I asked students why they had selected 
a rather than b, c or d. Many times, they said they did not 
read the questions. They just randomly checked the a, b, 
or c or d box. 

As a result, their scores, of  course, did not measure 
their English language ability.

During our third year of  using the TOEIC, Mr. Ohasihi, 
the director of  ETS in Tokyo, called me and asked me to John walking down Broadway from the park after the graduation. 

A few male students hugged me after I capped them, 
and a few female students kissed me on the cheek. These 
spontaneous and warm gestures enriched the capping, 
which was a ritual. 

Once the ceremonies were completed, all the gradu-
ates, faculty and families in attendance filed out of  the the-
atre and strolled a block down Broadway Avenue, which 
was closed to traffic, to the Te Marae o Hine (The Square) 
where we would  sit for photographs.

You might notice that my glasses have the numbers 
2000, the year of  this graduation. I bought pairs of  glasses 
with the years on them for all the ceremonies. They were a 
reminder of  a theme that I mentioned all the time: “Learn-
ing is looking at the world with a new pair of  glasses.”

A Difference of Opinion
As you read about my differences of  opinion and our 
friendly parting, you will be a person hearing about this for 
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fine with me since none of  the parents knew that I had re-
signed as president of  IPC. The staff did not know, either. 
I said at my final faculty meeting that in the United States 
presidents were limited to two four-year terms. And I had 
completed my two four-year terms at IPC. 

The 20th Anniversary of IPC
In 2011, IPC celebrated its twentieth anniversary, and I 
was invited to the ceremony. The chair, Mr. Ohashi (at left), 

and the IPC president at the time, Wayne Haversen (at 
right), presented me with a certificate thanking me for my 
eight years of  service as president of  IPC.

Who’s happy now?

↔

meet him. I went to his office in Tokyo and he said that giv-
en the level of  English of  our students, TOEIC was totally 
inappropriate. He said we should be using TOEIC Bridge.

Of  course, the TOEIC Bridge was cheaper than TOE-
IC, so ETS would loose money if  we followed the manag-
er’s advice. I then met with the chairman, but he refused to 
accept the recommendation made by ETS and me.

So-called standardized tests not only have backwash 
effects that limit the range of  teaching activities, and 
what students spend their time studying and engaging 
in on their own. They also are detrimental to learners 
directly because they provide inaccurate assessments of  
how well learners can use and understand language. Of  
course, they cannot determine how people use language 
with their emotions. Yet, being able to speak or write with 
humor, sympathy, enthusiasm, humility, etc., is crucial in 
how well we communicate. The billion-dollar plus busi-
ness testing complex has produced many tragic results for 
millions of  people. 

I shared some of  these points with Mr. Ohasihi, but 
he was used to judging what was effective by using num-
bers. He looked at the income and expenses of  IPC, and if  
the expenses exceeded income he cut the expenses. All was 
black and white to him regarding learning outcomes. But 
of  course, determining learning outcomes is not as black 
and white as businesses are.

Mr. Ohashi said that he would like me to continue as 
president in an honorific role coming to IPC for gradua-
tion and the opening ceremony each year. I felt this would 
be dishonest.

He also asked me to continue to do workshops with 
the Clark International High School teachers. This was 
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Michael asked: Liz, in your role as head of  the IPC li-
brary, what did you think of  the way John interacted with 
students?

❝ I enjoyed observing John interact with students. 
They all seemed to love him. He was always re-
laxed with them, and, in his usual way of  treating 
everyone alike, there were no barriers between him 
and those he was teaching. I imagine that for many 
of  them it was quite unusual for the president/
principal of  the institution to put himself  on that 
level with them. But they responded to his friendly 
approach and were very relaxed with him. ❞ 

Michael: Do you have any memories or reflections on re-
marks that John made at commencement welcoming new 
students and graduation ceremonies?

❝ In the time I was there, John often wore massive 
colored glasses during graduation and the proces-
sion through the streets. Always encouraging every-
one to look at things differently, think critically and 
divergently. 

Likewise, his remarks at graduation and com-
mencement challenged parents, students and facul-
ty in different ways, and certainly weren’t the usu-
al run-of-the-mill graduation speeches. His photo 
presentations showing different images from dif-
ferent angles tested the audience’s ability to think 
in imaginative and creative ways, something he al-
ways encouraged his students to do. ❞

Liz Chisholm
Head Librarian, International Pacific College

Palmerston North, New Zealand

Michael asked: Liz, when was it, and where did you 
first meet  John?

❝ I met John in 1999 at International Pacific College 
when I applied for the position of  Head Librarian, and 
John, as President of  the College, interviewed me. ❞ 

Michael: What was your first impression of  John?

❝ It was unlike any other job interview I’d ever had. 
When John spoke it was a conversation rather than 
an interview. He was very relaxed and friendly. 

I wish I could remember what we talked about, 
but it wasn’t the usual questions about experience, 
skills and so on. There were others on the panel, 
but John really stood out. 

I knew this would be an interesting job. 
I remember I was called back twice over the 

following days, and I recall thinking that they must 
be having a hard deciding if  I was right for the job. 
In the end I had to ask if  I had the job. 

Talking with the IPC library staff once I was in 
the job, they told me that John had come over and 
told them I was the new librarian. We laughed that 
they knew before me that I had the job. ❞
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Michael: How did he get along with other staff — cafete-
ria, grounds, administrative — at IPC?

❝ John got along so well with all of  the staff. Because 
he is curious by nature, staff  could tell he wasn’t 
phoney when he asked them questions. Admin, 
grounds, cafeteria staff  they all realized he was tru-
ly interested in what they did or thought when he 
engaged them in conversation on campus, and out-
side campus. I recall many great social occasions 
— usually dinners — with him and groups of  these 
staff. 

I’ve been at other institutions where staff would 
not relax when the president, or equivalent, was 
present, but with John there was always great ca-
maraderie and a feeling that we were all part of  
a team. As with all work places, there were often 
challenges at IPC, but I think that the staff felt that 
John genuinely cared about their well-being — as 
he obviously did. ❞

Michael: If  you can isolate one, what would be your lasting 
visual image of  John?

❝ This is easy! Coming into my office with a thought-
ful smile on his face that showed he had been mus-
ing about something and wanted to share thoughts. 
He’d launch in with little preamble, getting to the 
point quickly and a great discussion would follow. 
Never had a boss like that, before or since! ❞
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52

2004 to 2005

Distinguished Alumni Award 
Teachers College, Columbia University

In May of  2004, while I was still president of  International 
Pacific College in New Zealand, I received a letter from the 
president of  Teachers College, Columbia informing me 
that I had been awarded the Teachers College, Columbia 
University Distinguished Alumni Award. I was surprised, 
and also very flattered with the news as some of  my close 
colleagues, who were quite accomplished, had previously 
been given the award and I knew how special it was. And, 
my thinking was that my receiving the award would en-
hance the reputation of  the IPC.

The award ceremony was to be held in New York on 
November 14th, 2005. I was told that I would be expected 
to give a three-minute acceptance speech, and that I could 
invite ten guests to the awards-ceremony dinner. 

I sent out ten invitations to colleagues, former students, 
and people with whom I had studied.

On November 6th 2005, I left New Zealand for New 
York to receive the award. I wanted to have a few days to 
rest before the ceremony, and also to visit with some of  
those who were going to join me at the dinner following 
the awards.
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same question: How did you end up here? Well, 
believe it or not, I ended up in Nigeria, Somalia, 
Togo, New York, Tokyo and Palmerston North be-
cause I had studied Spanish in high school.

My original goal was to be a kindergarten teach-
er. But after I started college, my English professor 
said that because I liked literature I should consid-
er becoming a high school teacher rather than an 
elementary school teacher. He then noticed that I 
had studied Spanish in high school so he suggested 
I major in literature in both English and Spanish. 
He said that if  I could teach English and Spanish, 
I would have a better chance to get a job, and so I 
continued studying Spanish along with English and 
American literature.

When I was ready to graduate, however, I felt that 
when I spoke Spanish I sounded like an idiot.

Just as I was about to graduate, John F. Ken-
nedy started the Peace Corps, and I saw the Peace 
Corps as an opportunity for me to get some teach-
ing experience, and at the same time to improve my 
Spanish. So with much enthusiasm I applied to the 
Peace Corps and requested to teach in Peru.

Peace Corps assigned me to Nigeria to teach at Gov-
ernment Teacher Training College — GTTC — in 
Uyo. Bye, bye Spanish . . .  AND subjects in Nige-
ria were taught in the British system. Lord Lugard? 
Indirect Rule? Poles, rods and perches? Guineas, 
pounds, shillings and pence. This was all before 
decimalization!

The ceremony was held as scheduled on the 14th in a for-
mer movie theater. In addition to parents and graduates, 
scores of  people from the community came.

My Teachers College, Columbia University Distin-
guished Alumni Award remarks —

Most people here in New York, in the Northern 
hemisphere, refer to the location of  New Zealand 
as ”down under.” But we who live in New Zealand 
think of  ourselves as being on top of  the world. 
World maps sold in New Zealand show New Zea-
land on top, not on the bottom.

But I’d better move on because the person or-
ganizing this awards ceremony emphasized the fact 
that awardees were to limit our remarks to three 
minutes each. 

When I and many of  you were growing up, a 
long distance call was also limited to three minutes. 
Speaking more than three minutes raised the cost 
of  a long distance call a great deal.

To ensure that I limit my remarks, I have 
brought along this 3-minute egg timer, shaped like 
an hourglass. But the salt crystals fall from the up-
per capsule to the lower capsule in 3 minutes, not 
one hour as in an hourglass. You can keep your eye 
on the falling crystals of  salt as I speak.

During my five years in Nigeria, Somalia and Togo 
with the Peace Corps, and during my thirty years 
at Teachers College, both in New York and Tokyo 
and now at International Pacific College in Palm-
erston North, New Zealand, I have been asked the 
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1961, I have moved a bit to the technology side. I 
have supplemented my notes with audio and video 
recordings of  classroom interactions. And rather 
than do the observing, note taking and transcribing 
of  tapes myself, I involve other teachers as well as 
the person being observed.

Why my intense interest in observation and 
analysis of  communications — outside of  the class-
room as well as inside the classroom — for all these 
years since Nigeria? 

Well, many have referred to John Dewey tonight, 
one of  the key figures in the history of  Columbia 
University, Teachers College and American educa-
tion. In Dewey’s Experience and Education, as most 
of  you will recall, he wrote, “We learn by doing.” 

I believe that we do in fact learn by doing. But to 
learn by doing, we have to understand first what the 
hell we are doing to learn. And in teaching, under-
standing what we are doing to learn is not as easy 
as it might seem — which is not news to almost all 
of  us in this room, but is to many less familiar with 
the complexities of  teaching and learning.

A note: President Levine starts to turn my 
3-minute egg timer over as there are very few 
salt crystals left in the upper capsule “Arthur, 
you don’t have to worry, I’m almost done.” And 
I put a few drops of  water in the capsules to 
slow the falling crystals of  salt.

Attention to the 3-minute egg timer just now is to-
tally appropriate because in fact I have been urging 

In addition to being assigned to teach literature 
in English, I was assigned to a teacher training col-
lege, and one of  my duties was to supervise prac-
tice teachers for elementary schools, and one of  the 
requirements of  the college for its teachers was to 
have two years of  teaching experience . . . in fact, 
most of  the teachers I supervised had at least four 
years of  teaching experience. Since I had practice 
taught for a half  a day for one semester, I was the 
least experienced person at the teacher training 
college.

Fortunately, at the elementary school my prac-
tice teachers were assigned to, there were two 
streams of  each class: two first year classes, and 
two second year classes, and the same subjects 
were taught at the same time to each stream. So I 
visited stream one, took detailed notes about what 
the teacher was teaching and how the teacher was 
teaching the content, I then visited stream two and 
took more detailed notes. During my daily confer-
ences with each pair of  practice teachers, I told the 
teacher of  stream one how the teacher of  stream 
two had taught a subject, and suggested he try the 
method of  the stream two teacher. And I told the 
teacher of  stream two what the teacher of  stream 
one had done and suggested he try teacher one’s 
alternative activities. 

And thus my interest in classroom observation 
— the defining characteristic of  my career — was 
born. 

Since my observations at Government Teacher 
Training College in Uyo in southeastern Nigeria in 
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as it first appears. What might be news is the need 
to analyze interactions from many perspectives in-
cluding that what we are doing might be a total 
waste of  time.

At the Columbia University, Teachers College 
graduation ceremony in May 2005, the theme was 
the equalizing of  educational opportunity partly 
through more equitable financial support for all 
schools. Equal educational opportunity is a central 
part of  Teachers College’s mission. 

No matter how much we spend, though, unless 
we keep asking, “What the hell are we doing to en-
sure learning?” and analyze in minutely organized 
particulars, we will not move forward.

I am proud to say that at International Pacif-
ic College, where I am president, almost half  of  
our very dedicated, talented and forward looking 
teaching staff during any one term are recording, 
transcribing and analyzing 3-minute or shorter seg-
ments of  their teaching from multiple perspectives. 
This emphasis on reflective practice at a tertiary 
institution is probably unique in the world.

Scores of  former students and countless others 
teachers do the same, as the analysis of  teaching 
has become more and more widespread since the 
sixties. But to move forward, we have to record, 
transcribe and analyze because without such anal-
ysis we cannot know either what we are doing or 
what we or our students are learning as a result of  
what we are all doing.

When we analyze literary texts, we need to 
move beyond the plot to the theme and to charac-

teachers I have worked with these past 45 years to 
limit the length of  the interactions that they ana-
lyze and reflect on to three minutes or less. Why the 
intense analysis of  such a small amount of  data?

I have focused on intense analysis of  3-minute 
segments for many reasons. William Blake expressed 
a central reason best in “Auguries of  Innocence”: 

To see a World in a Grain of  Sand,
And a Heaven in a Wild Flower,
Hold Infinity in the palm of  your hand,
And Eternity in an hour.

Sorry about the intensity with which I read 
these words. But the meaning is profound as well 
as moving to me. Blake expressed a second reason 
in “Jerusalem.”

He who would do good to another must do it  
 in Minute

Particulars: General Good is the plea of  the   
 scoundrel, hypocrite & flatterer.

For Art and Science cannot exist but in  
 minutely organized 

Particulars.

When you call CITIBANK and scores of  other 
companies, you have all been told that the interac-
tion might be recorded so that service can be im-
proved. Well, business people, too, want to know 
what the hell they are doing. So the idea of  intense 
analysis of  3-minute interactions is not as unusual 
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we are doing as teachers “in minutely organized 
particulars,” and from multiple perspectives. The 
same love affair I started when I learned ways to 
analyze literary texts in college.

Alas, my love affair with Spanish, which I stud-
ied first so that I could live and relish life in a Span-
ish speaking country, has yet to be consummated. 
But my studying Spanish in high school has enabled 
me to be here tonight to receive the Distinguished 
Alumni Award, and also has made my living in 
New York richer as I am able to use Spanish dai-
ly with employees in our apartment at 111th and 
Riverside as well as many shops in the Columbia 
University, Teachers College neighborhood.

The Back Story

A Life Altering Phone Call 

In the fall of  1965, Pat Reagan, a friend from my Peace 
Corps days in Uyo, Nigeria, was then working at Teachers 
College, in their Peace Corps Training program. She told 
me that there was a possible training position there, and 
suggested that I apply. 

The director of  the program, Carl Graham had earlier 
offered me a similar position, which I had refused as I had 
already accepted a high school teaching job in my home 
town of  Chicago, but I agreed to talk to him. 

Carl phoned me, and offered me a training position for 
a group that was going to Somalia. 

After a lot of  thought, I decided to accept it. 
That call not only opened the door to the Somali train-

ing program, but to a number of  similar positions with 

ter development and the connection between plot, 
theme and character development. Multiple inter-
pretations of  the same scenes are normal when we 
analyze literary texts, including transcripts of  dia-
logs in plays. And so they must be when we analyze 
transcripts of  dialogs in classrooms.

I see that even with the added drops of  water, the 
salt crystals are now all in the lower capsule. I am 
over the 3-minute limit. and had this been a long 
distance call when I and many of  you grew up, I 
would have a hefty extra charge now. But how of-
ten do we have an opportunity to reflect on being 
given such an award? Even an AT&T operator in 
the fifties might have waived the fine had I told her 
the reason for going over the limit.

I am deeply moved as I receive the 2005 Teach-
ers College Distinguished Alumni Award. I receive 
the award as a symbol of  support for trying to un-
derstand more deeply how we learn by doing, by 
constantly asking, “What the hell are we doing to 
ensure learning?”

Looking at my resume, some might conclude 
that I have had three careers: one in Africa with the 
Peace Corps, one in the US and Japan as a profes-
sor at Teachers College and one in New Zealand as 
president of  International Pacific College — an in-
stitution dedicated to the growth of  ESOL students 
from the Pacific Rim along with New Zealand stu-
dents. In fact, I have had only one career: a love 
affair with an attempt to understand what the hell 
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Teaching English to Speakers of  Other Languages, 
or TESOL.  You not only directed the graduate pro-
gram in TESOL at Columbia University, Teachers 
College, but also established the first off-campus 
graduate program of  Columbia University, Teach-
ers College in Tokyo, splitting your teaching time 
between New York and Tokyo for a decade.

Your passion led you to teach at TESOL sum-
mer institutes at UCLA, the University of  Oregon, 
San Francisco State, Georgetown, and ESADE in 
Barcelona.  You exchanged ideas and insights with 
a wide range of  teachers from around the world, 
strengthening and refining the vision you forged 
in Nigeria.  Over the years, you have shared your 
educational expertise with educators in Japan, So-
malia, Greece, Togo, Senegal, Spain and Mexico, 
to name a few.

Your three books — Breaking Rules, Contrast-
ing Conversations and Try the Opposite — are 
classics in the field. Your article “Let’s See,” written 
for the TESOL Quarterly, which won the Malke-
mes Prize of  the American Language Institute at 
New York University for the best article of  the year, 
related ideas to practice. 

In 1997, you became Professor Emeritus at 
Teachers College, and were then named Presi-
dent of  International Pacific College in New 
Zealand.  

You have served as president of  both TESOL 
International, and the New York State TESOL af-
filiate, which presented you with its Outstanding 
Service Award. In the January/February 1999 is-

Peace Corps, plus a Ph.D. from Teacher’s College, and a 
gratifying career in higher education, and the receipt of  
the 2006 Teachers College Distinguished Alumni Award.

While I was in New York to receive the award I invited 
Carl Graham and his wife, Trudy, to our apartment for 
lunch and to discuss old times. I also wanted to share the 
news that I had been awarded the TC DAA. 

After they read the citation from the president and my 
3 minutes of  comments, and looked at the photos from 
the event, I was able to thank Carl for inviting me to come 
to TC in 1964 to prepare trainees for Nigeria and subse-
quently in 1965 to start my tour in Somalia. Though he 
knew that his calls had transformed my life, I repeated my 
gratitude to him. I presented him with a copy of  the cita-
tion and remarks saying: 

“Please accept these as a token of  appreciation for your 
initial invitation to come to TC in 1964 and the subsequent 
one to return in 1965.”

The 2005 Teachers College, Columbia University  
Distinguished Alumni Award Citation

John, your passion for teaching English as a sec-
ond language was shaped by your early experience 
at a teacher training college in Nigeria, where you 
taught students who grew up without paper or 
pencils in their homes.  You have written that these 
students had a thirst for learning that was “more 
intense by ten” than your own up until that point.

You have returned the intensity of  these stu-
dents and paid homage to their hopes through 
your own pioneering achievements in the world of  
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Arthur presenting the DAA to John

Professor Ann Gentile squeezing my cheeks, which was almost as rewarding 
as receiving the DAA

when some small alteration causes a major change to occur. 
In The New Testament St. James talks about this theme.

↔

sue of  TESOL Magazine, you were named one of  
30 American ESL Pioneers.

You are married to Columbia University, 
Teachers College alumna Dr. Kumiko Fujimu-
ra-Fanselow, Ph.D. and MA.

When you became Professor Emeritus in 1997, 
your students established a scholarship fund to 
encourage Fanslovian ideas and practices among 
candidates for MA degrees in TESOL at Teachers 
College both in New York and at the off-campus 
program you established in Tokyo.
 John, we are honored to honor your Fanslovian 
passion and career with this Distinguished Alumni 
Award.
 Arthur E. Levine, President  

Columbia University, Teachers College
The 14th day of  November 

in the year two thousand and five

A note: Jean McConochie, a fellow TC graduate 
and fellow former TESOL President, coined the 
term “Fanslovian.” 

Almost everyone has had their lives changed profoundly 
by small events like the three-minute phone call that I had 
with Carl Graham. Of  course, such changes due to small 
events occur not only in our professional lives, but also in 
our personal lives, as is attested to by my marriage.  

Small events or interventions can lead to big changes, 
perhaps beneficial, perhaps not, or to something new or just 
different. This is not a new idea, but we often do not notice 
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James 3:3–5

❝	If  we put bits into the mouths of  horses to make 
them obey us, we guide their whole bodies. Or look 
at ships: though they are so large that it takes strong 
winds to drive them, yet they are guided by a very 
small rudder wherever the will of  the pilot directs. 
So also the tongue is a small member, yet it boasts 
great exploits.

How great a forest is set ablaze by a small fire. ❞ 
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2005 

President 
International Pacific College, New Zealand

My Goals
When I became president, the chair of  the foundation and 
I decided that a key goal as president would be to raise the 
profile and the prestige of  IPC in Palmerston North. Con-
sequently, I joined one of  the Rotary Clubs in the city and 
the Peace and Justice Committee at the church I attended. 
But there were only 40 members in the Rotary Club and 
10 in the Peace and Justice Committee. With Palmerston 
Norths population of  80,000 or so, talking to 50 would not 
make much of  an impact. 

Each year we had two ceremonies — a commence-
ment to welcome new students at the beginning of  the 
year, and graduation to award diplomas. They were held 
at the Regent Theater on Broadway that seated 500. We 
only needed 200 or so for our students, staff and families, 
so we could invite 300 people from the community. We did 
this and included business leaders, government officials, 
education leaders and church leaders. 

The Palmerston North Chronicle sent a reporter to 
both ceremonies who wrote a short report mentioning the 
invited speakers such as the Governor General, the local 
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course simply braked with 
my left foot, as I had done 
with my own scooter some 
years ago.

But as I was scooting 
around the walkways on 
campus, Jason, who used 
to sell this kind of  scooter, 
told me that I should not 
put my right foot parallel 
with the scooter. Rather, he 
told me to put my feet side-
ways like this. He said that I 
should use my right foot to 
brake, not my left foot. Like this. (Demonstrates 
on stage.)

I have to say I enjoyed scooting my way. Of  
course, now I have 3 ways to scoot: my way, Shun’s 
way and Jason’s way. This hypothesis testing kind 
of  learning is common outside of  classrooms, and 
has the advantage of  reminding learners of  what 
they can do on their own. You might think that this 
kind of  out of  class learning is not efficient. Had I 
started by simply imitating either Shun’s or Jason’s 
model and listening to their explanations, I would 
have learned more efficiently. But in fact, their 
models and explanations only made sense because 
I had already come up with questions from my own 
experiments with the scooter. To learn we have to 
start with questions — hypothesis.

Much in class non-hypothesis learning can 
be illustrated by our experiences with bellhops at 

John scoots on stage prior  
to starting his remarks.

MP, the mayor of  Palmerston North, and reported the 
number of  students and guests and a few sentences about 
my remarks. Thus many more in the community learned a 
small sense of  what I did in the Regent.

IPC also printed the comments of  the invited speakers, 
student and parents, and my remarks in a booklet that IPC 
sent to guests as well as parents of  all the students and the 
students. 

Sometimes my remarks were hard understand as they 
told  of  activities  that presidents normally did not do at 
ceremonies. 

One of  the reasons I was appointed president was that 
the head of  the foundation that owned IPC had seen me 
speak with many different groups in Japan, and noticed 
that my talks were usually quite distinctive and engaging.

Below are the remarks I made at the 2005 Commence-
ment, and the 2005 Graduation.

 a note: These remarks are transcriptions of  what 
I said. I did not read from a script, but spoke spon-
taneously. Of  course I had a copy of  the lyrics for 
“New York, New York” for my graduation remarks.

2005 Commencement
“Let them fill their own buckets!”

The scooter I used to use as a child had space for 
two feet and no brake. So I wondered what to do 
with my left foot when I first used this scooter. Shun, 
the student I borrowed this scooter from, told me 
that the only place for my left foot was on the brake 
on the back. Before he pointed out the brake, I of  
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dreds of  times can see that our attempts are wrong 
before we can.

Bringing out-of-class learning into classrooms, 
which we have been doing at IPC, requires that we 
have complete confidence that our students can ac-
complish the tasks they set themselves, or we set for 
them. If  we have complete confidence, we will give 
them time to learn. We will not start with a demon-

stration of  how to scoot, or 
an explanation of  how to 
scoot or use a key.

You will of  course al-
ready know what I am 
saying. You have seen vi-
olent reactions when at-
tempts to stop out-of-class 
hypothesis-testing learning 
are made, when learners 
are not given the chance 

to learn on their own. All of  you have seen what 
happens when parents try to help children fill small 
pails with stones in a park.

When they miss the pail when tossing a stone, 
and a parent picks up the stone and drops it into the 
pail, the child usually starts to cry. “Don’t help me!” 
the child says. If  the parent starts to show the child 
how to refill the pail either because the parent does 
not think the child is doing it correctly or because 
it is time to learn and the parent wants to hurry 
a child along, the child gets even more angry and 
usually starts to cry and dumps out the stones with 
some anger!

John with a pail and stones on the 
stage floor

hotels, At some hotels, bellhops accompany us to 
our rooms. This person takes the bags that we have 
just been pulling for 15 minutes on our way to the 
hotel. And he takes the key or plastic card for the 
door. The bellhop demonstrates how to slide the 
card or which way to turn the key, even when there 
is an arrow around the keyhole showing which way 
to turn the key, and a sketch showing which way to 
slide the card.

Sometimes, the bellhop lets us try the key. But 
at just the moment that we discover that we have 
tried to put the key in upside-down we put the key 
in right side up, the bellhop says, “It goes in the 
other way.” And just as the red light goes on when 
we slide the card the wrong way, the friendly bell-
hop says, “It goes in the other way.”

At IPC, we are trying more out-of-class hy-
pothesis-type of  learning in our classrooms. We are 
trying to replace the usual question word questions 
of  the show and tell tradition of  classroom teach-
ing — “How does this work? What does this mean? 
with predicting questions such as “If  I dangle my 
left foot, will it slow me down? Is there a place for 
my left foot? Is there a way to keep me from lifting 
up the front end as I scoot? Should I put my right 
foot parallel with the scooter? Can I balance the 
scooter  by putting my feet parallel with the scooter 
or at right angles with the scooter?”

Of  course as experienced scooter riders, we 
can see what the person trying out a scooter for the 
first time needs to do differently. And of  course the 
bellhop who has used a key to open a door hun-
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No, you don’t have to listen to me more. But 
you do have to stop asking how to do things and 
what things mean. You have to learn as you used to 
as a child by asking yes/no and either/or questions, 
by hypothesizing and problem solving, not only by 
being shown and explained to.

Take Maria Montessori’s advice: “Fill your 
own buckets!”

a note: At the reception after the commencement 
I carried my pail full of  stones around. I held the 
pail up to my waist when I stood in front of  students 
and their parents. Both the students and their par-
ents picked out a stone without being told. When I 
returned to Japan a few months later to review the 
progress of  their children, many parents, fathers es-
pecially, took out the stone they had taken from my 
pail and showed it to me. More fathers had them 
than mothers because they said it was easy to carry 
in their pocket.

2005 Graduation
Two weeks ago, I attended the Massey mid-year 
graduation here in the Regent. And last week, to-
gether with Bob, I attended the Queen Elizabeth 
College award ceremony at QEC. The other night, 
Ian attended the award ceremony at Awatapu Col-
lege. At all these ceremonies, as hundreds of  other 
graduation ceremonies all around the world, and 
at our ceremony today, as Brenden and Sara have 
reminded us, that what is central here is that after 

And why does the child begin to cry when a par-
ent drops a stone in the pail that the child dropped 
on the ground rather than in the pail? Because all of  
us what to fill our own buckets! Of  course, if  a par-
ent helps us, we can fill our pail more quickly. But 
speed and efficiency are not the goals. Autonomy, 
belief  that each of  us is capable of  learning on our 
own by hypothesis-type questions, questions that 
require predicting. Not “How do I fill this bucket?” 
or “How do I used this scooter?” or “How do I use 
this key?” These require others to find the answers. 
But rather “IF I fill the bucket with stones it will  
take longer than if  I fill it with sand?” or “Should 
I put my feet parallel to the scooter or sideways?”

Welcome class of  2005!
                                    

Let these green framed glasses, which I have worn 
at many ceremonies, remind you that you have the 
power to learn without being told. 
Let these green-framed glasses re-
mind you to forget asking questions 
like “Who is that?” and ask questions 
that require predicting: ”Is the man 
sitting on the stage crazy? Are those 
stones or coins? Is that a toy pail? Is that a scooter 
or toy? Not, “How much were those glasses? But 
“Were they cheap expensive?” Not “Where did you 
buy them?” But “Did you buy them in NY, PN or 
Tokyo?” Not “When is he going to stop?”  but, “Is 
this commencement ceremony now over or do we 
have to listen to you more?”
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I am going to try to illustrate these three ways 
children make all learning comfortable by playing 
a popular song on the piano. Since my rhythm is 
hopeless and many notes sound the same to me 
even though they are different, playing the piano 
should be outside of  my comfort zone. But the 
worse we are at something, the more we can gain. 
So for me, the opportunity to do something new is 
moving into a comfort zone, not out of  a comfort 
zone. 

What popular song to select? Well, since I do 
not listen to popular music much, the easiest way to 
elect a popular song was for me to take a popular 
song that I have heard for many years at the grad-
uation ceremony at Columbia University in New 
York. Here is the song that is blared out of  the loud 
speakers on the great lawn at Columbia University 
at graduation. So here goes. See whether you can 
identify it as I play the first few bars. 

The keys are 
labeled with both 
their names — E, 
F, G, etc. — and 
the number of  
the finger that I 
had to use to press 
each key. I had not 
touched a piano 
since I took piano 
lessons in college except to dust one.

I will play the notes on the piano, and sing the 
words as the words are shown on the screen at the 

John playing “New York, New York”

graduation we should continue to learn, but to con-
tinue to learn, sometimes, we have to move out of  
our comfort zone. I would like to take a different 
approach to our comfort zone. I want to suggest 
that the idea that there are lines around what we 
are comfortable with, and not comfortable with, is 
artificial. Children try everything before they get to 
school. Part of  parenting, in fact is to prevent chil-
dren from trying everything — like walking in deep 
puddles or touching a hot stove.

Children feel all learning is entering a comfort 
zone, not leaving a comfort zone. There are three 
ways they make learning comfortable. First, they 
see learning as playing. Second, they personalize 
what they learn by relating what they experience to 
what they already know. Third, they are so engaged 
in learning that they do not notice what people are 
saying about their efforts.

They keep trying the same activities over and 
over. This is one reason a child continues to play 
in puddles even when the parents are shouting, 
“You’ll get wet” In fact, one of  the reasons children 
continue to play in puddles is that they are getting 
wet! Getting wet is for them comforting, not mov-
ing out of  their comfort zone.

So, today, I would, as always, like to pretend I 
am a child who does not have artificial boundaries 
between what I feel comfortable trying to learn and 
what I feel uncomfortable trying to learn. 

Trying to learn is a gift. Worrying about wheth-
er we are comfortable or not trying something new 
will, I think, prevents us from continuing to learn.
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We are on top of  
the world, not down 
under. Palmerston 
North is where we 
are, not New York. 
Let’s reconsider the 
words of  the song 
to fit our perspec-
tive from on top 
of  the world, not 
down under. Let’s personalize the lines to make 
them our own, as children would.

Let’s personalize the words more by substitut-
ing this cool hat from Andi, a graduating student 
from Indonesia for my Palmerston North academic 
cap.

Again, as before, read the lines silently or sing 
them along with me as I play the notes.

Start spreading the news. 
Start cooling the booze.
I’m leaving today.
I graduate, yeatz!
I wanna be part of  it, Man-a-wa-tu.
These vagabond shoes are longing to stray.
My Vietnamese shoes are longing to come.
My Taiwanese shoes are longing to come
My Japanese shoes are longing to come.
My kiwi sandels are longing to come.
My German birkenstocks are longing to come.
And step around the heart of  it, Pal mer ston  
 North.

With academic cap

background of  the stage. Sing along if  you wish. 
Silently read if  you wish. Or just listen. 

Words of New York, New York on the screen

Start spreading the news.
I’m leaving today.
I wanna be a part of  it, New York, New York
These vagabond shoes are longing to stray.
And step around the heart of  it.
New York, New York
I wanna wake up in the city that doesn’t sleep.
To find I’m king of  the hill, top of  the heap.
My little town blues are melting away.
I’ll make a brand new start of  it in  
 old New York.
If  I can make it there, I’d make it anywhere.
It’s up to you, New York, New York.

Peter, what fine ears you have! You recognized 
“New York, New York” in spite of  my mangled 
rendition.

To help personalize the words — what children 
do to learn — at this point I projected on the power 
point a photograph of  three IPC students sitting on 
the stone fence at the entrance of  IPC each holding 
a placard with IPC written like this in a very large 
font:

   IP C     IP C
Said as:  eye pea SEA, eye pea SEA 



626 627

Let’s go forward and continue to learn and 
learn and learn,  believing that all learning is com-
forting and that we do not have to leave a comfort 
zone to learn; learning is being in a comfort zone. 

The most important element in learning is sup-
port from others! The belief  others have in each 
of  us and the belief  each of  us has in others and 
ourselves.

Again congratulations and thank you for your 
contributions to IP C, IP C. 

And again remember, if  you have made it here, 
you can make it anywhere.

↔

I wanna wake up on a campus that reads a lot.
I wanna wake up on a campus that chills a lot.
To find I’m king of  the hill, top of  the heap.
To find I’m king of  the hall, top of  the class.
To find I’m queen of  the hall, top of  the club.
My little town blues have melted away.
I made a brand new start of  it at IP C.
If  I can make it there, I’d make it anywhere.
If  I have made it here, I can make it any  
 where.
It’s up to you, Manawatu.
It’s up to you, IP C, IP C.

The more we can think of  all learning as play-
ing — not just playing the piano, playing tennis, 
playing pool but playing with environmental stud-
ies, playing with international relations, etc. the 
more comforting learning will be. The more we 
can relate what we are learning to our experience, 
the more comforting learning is. The more we can 
focus on the task rather than what people are saying 
about the task, the more comforting. And of  course 
we have to keep doing the task over and over.

So let’s do the task over and over again — read-
ing silently or singing the original lines and the per-
sonalized lines. These lines are especially import-
ant.

If  I have made it here, I can make it  
any where.
It’s up to you, IP  C, IP C.
It’s up to you, Manawatu.
It’s up to you, IP  C, IP C.
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where more so than in the realm of  teaching and 
working with teachers. His approach to working 
with teachers is, as I think of  it now, like having 
something washed clean, washed down to its essen-
tials.

Over time, the water John uses seems to be 
clearer and more refined: not better water, just wa-
ter that is purer, closer to the essence of  water. It is 
not so different from what he asked us to do back 
in 1988, but another way in to trying out what he 
could see. This water John uses remains critical 
in scrubbing away the ego of  the teacher and of  
teaching. Caleb Gattegno calls this the subordina-
tion of  teaching to learning.

John might agree, and he would not stop at that 
distillation of  what teaching could be. He keeps 
pouring on the water and looking at the water and 
looking at other sources and looking at the teachers 
and the learners and the learning. Teachers, being 
people, often only look at themselves and how they 
are in the world of  their classrooms. John challeng-
es us to put aside ourselves and connect with the 
learning that is taking place, both with ourselves as 
the teachers and also, more, much more important-
ly, with the learners and the learning. ❞

Daniel Fergus Tamulonis
Bronx Charter School for Better Learning 

Peace Corps Volunteer

michael askeD: How has your impression and/or 
the relationship of  John developed over time?

 ❝  Ned Rorem, a composer I much admire, now in 
his nineties, wrote that people only “become” more 
like themselves as they get older. 

Alexandre Dumas, as he continued to write out 
the lives of  his musketeers, first in The Three Mus-
keteers, then, in Twenty Years Af ter and finally, 
thousands and thousands of  pages later, in fact, Ten 
Years Later, let his handsome and brave men be-
come. If  you want to read an, albeit, fictional proof  
of  Rorem’s assertion, read and read Dumas and, 
if  you are not weeping, as Dumas himself  did, at 
the death of  the extraordinary character of  Athos, 
or the heroic and clear-eyed D’Artagnan, well, you 
might really be a Republican, and, I guess, that’s 
okay, too.

As I grow older, it may be wishful thinking, or 
a self-fulfilling prophecy, or perhaps even the truth, 
I find this idea to be quite wonderful — and some-
times frightening — to observe in people I know. 

John has most certainly “become” more and 
more like himself  as time has gone by. He remains 
so astoundingly true to what he believes and no-
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2008 to 2018 

A Visiting Professor 
Akita International University

The New School
Kanda University of International Studies

What Next?
After I returned to Japan having completing my eight years 
as president of  IPC in New Zealand, I had lunch with Tat-
suya Komatsu — TK— former President of  SIMUL, a si-
multaneous translation company,, who, with me, had started 
the TC off-campus MA program in Tokyo. 

A friend of  his, Professor Mineo Nakajima, had just 
been named president of  Akita International University 
(AIU) that had started an MA in TESOL. The president 
had asked TK to teach courses in interpreting in the new 
program, and he was about to start his first classes. 

He told me that he had suggested to President Naka-
jima that I teach in the program as well, and he agreed, 
and asked TK to arrange with me a date for me to go to 
AIU to do a workshop to publicize the new MA and to 
meet him.

A few weeks later I went to AIU, and one teacher in 
particular was shocked by my workshop, and complained 
about it. The president told TK, and TK invited President 
Nakajima to a TC Graduation ceremony in a couple of  
weeks where the president could see me in action.
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ties. During the five years teaching at AIU, I wrote most of  
Small Changes in Teaching , Big Results in Learning.

The teachers in my first class designed the image on 
the orange t-shirt I was wearing. It shows all of  us in the 
snow and in individual portraits. They liked this image of  
me wearing the t-shirt that they decided to have another 
photo one with all of  us wearing the t-shirt.

Part of the Course Involved Visiting Schools
Below is a photo of  one of  our class visits. We involved the 
principal and assistant principal if  they were free so they 
could get a little sense of  some of  the alternatives we were 
discussing.

During the visits I demonstrated activities to the entire 
class. I also made suggestions to individual students. Through 
translations, I asked the students’ opinions of  the activities I 
introduced. These were very useful because I described the 
activities and the students’ reactions in small changes.

At the back of  the room the man standing to my left is the principal. 
The class’s teacher is standing in center back

The president was impressed not only by my remarks 
at the ceremony, but those of  graduates who praised the 
program in general and me in particular. So the president 
invited me to teach in the MA Program. I taught 3 courses 
per year. 

Ironically, the teacher who had been shocked by my 
teaching became my biggest fan. He took the three courses 
I taught each year even though only one was required, and 
he sat in on a couple of  courses a second time.

All the other teachers from Tokyo who taught at AIU 
flew there as it was 280 miles away, and the airport in Akita 
was a 5 minute drive to AIU. 

I took the Komachi Super Express train that took 
4 hours. The scenery was spectacular. Sometimes in the 
winter the snow slowed the trains. I loved these slowed 
trains since it was like living in a winter wonderland.

During the four hours traveling to Akita, I typed up 
activities for the class I would teach the next day. During 
the four hours returning from Akita I revised the activi-

My first MA Class at AIU



634 635

the peace, and the lack of  traffic on the highways and even 
in the city also made us all feel relaxed.

The New School in New York
During the August break at AIU, for three summers I went 
to New York to teach in the New School MA Program 
there. The New School MA was primarily a distance MA, 
but teachers could take two live courses in August in New 
York if  they wished, and I taught one those. 

Scott Thornbury, who was a permanent member of  
the New School faculty taught every summer as well as the 
distance courses during the year. As a result, teachers could 
master a great deal from Scott.

Though I had lunch with each MA candidate during 
my Augusts in New York, the time I spent with the teachers 
was no more than thirty-six hours. This contrasts with the 
two hundred plus hours I spent with the teaches at AIU —
one hour per week in class and two hours at least per week 
visiting classes for thirty-six weeks. This minus the shared 
meals. Add to this the fact that the teachers were not teach-
ing so we could do no observation of  what they did, so the 
course was not a very enriching experience.

As usual, I invited the participants to our apartment for a 
couple of  meals. I took them up to our roof  garden, which 
was above the 15th floor, to see the city and the Hudson 
River at night.

One night I laid out pairs of  different novelty eye glass-
es I had collected, and asked each teacher to pick one so 
that we could have a photograph on the roof  with each 
person viewing the world through a different lens. As you 
will see I asked the participants to pose one time looking 

I held many classes, with both the teachers and the stu-
dents, outside as the area around AIU was so beautiful. I 
was the only person who ever did that.

One of  many classes held outside of  the classrooms at AIU
Not all were posed like this.

An Ideal Teaching Experience
Teaching in the MA program at AIU was ideal for both 
me and the teachers. In most MA programs, teachers take 
one course with a wide range of  professors. As a result, 
teachers cannot absorb very much in separate areas. But at 
AIU, teachers took three courses with me during their first 
year. We met every Saturday during the year in class. And 
we visited schools every Friday. 

We had meals together some Fridays and most Satur-
days. So the contact hours were larger then at probably 
any other teacher preparation program in Japan if  not the 
world.

Additionally, Akita city plus all the towns we visited in 
Akita Prefecture were peaceful. The trees contributed to 
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Kanda Institute of International Studies, Tokyo
Just as I stopped teaching at The New School, I was invited 
to teach in the MA TESOL program at the Kanda Insti-
tute of  International Studies in Tokyo. 

Though the number of  hours was similar to those at 
The New School, the fact that all the classes teachers were 
teaching were videoed, and then later the videos were ob-
served, was a central component of  the course.

a note: When I was hired I was told that I was way 
past the mandatory retirement age, but the direc-
tor was able to get a waiver for me for two years. 
The third year his request was not approved. I was 
eleven years older than any other full or part time 
member of  the faculty! So it was understandable 
and the fair thing to do that I resign. It is important 
to provide positions for young professors. I had had 
56 joyful years of  teaching, more than enough.

My book — Small Changes in Teaching , Big Results in 
Learning: Videos, Activities and Essays to Stimulate Fresh 
Thinking about Language Learning — had just been pub-
lished, and teachers who were interested in the type of  
teaching and learning that I advocated were able to see the 
29 videos that showed me teaching, which was similar to 
seeing me teach via zoom.

↔

at the camera, and one time looking away, at the Hudson 
River. 

Restless for A Change
Each August I felt less and less and less satisfied that I went 
to New York from Tokyo. Initially the fact that The New 
School did not pay my travel expenses did not bother me, 
but I started to reflect on summer institutes I had taught for 
and coordinated, and travel expenses were always provid-
ed. So because the contact with the teachers was so small, 
and I was teaching for nothing since I used the honorarium 
to pay the fare from Tokyo to New York and back, I decid-
ed to stop teaching at The New School.

At conferences it is just as important to recognize ‘
the backs of  people as their fronts.
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might get noisy and never be quiet again. He wrote 
everything that we said on the blackboard, but did 
not say right or wrong to each answer, which, we 
found later, was his usual attitude to our answers. 

At first, we did not understand why he made us 
do such a thing and looked at each other, whisper-
ing “What does he want us to say?” 

What Prof. Fanselow wanted us to say was that 
everything has its advantages and disadvantages, so 
when something is done you have to think of  the 
advantages and disadvantages. Actually, he made 
us think of  advantages and disadvantages almost 
every time we did something. As one of  the assign-
ments he made us take a piece of  writing from a 
newspaper and think how it covered or did not 
cover the advantages of  the matter. By doing it, 
he made us notice that there were some demerits 
in what we had believed good. It was like being in 
a class of  philosophy, but we have learned that to 
doubt an axion is the beginning of  understanding 
our teaching.

We teachers are always doing, or think we are 
doing, what is advantages to our students. But 
is it really so? While teaching for years we make 
our own style or rules of  teaching consciously or 
unconsciously. We are now so accustomed to the 
rules that it is difficult to reconsider them. It is 
difficult partly because we are following various 
rules in the unconscious way and we do not even 
notice the fact that we are following the rules, and 
partly because teachers tend to believe that such 

Noriko Tanaka
Secondary school teacher

 Tokyo

❝  My first experience of  taking Prof. Fanselow’s class 
was at Temple University Japan. He was a guest 
instructor in the summer intensive program there. 
Before his class started, someone said to us signifi-
cantly, “Professor Fanselow is very . . . well . . . a 
different person. I was a little worried and asked, 
“How different?” Then he grinned and said, “Don’t 
worry. He is a good person. But unique. You’ll see.” 
And I saw! He was really a unique person.

I am sure that many people will be surprised to 
take his class at first. 

Without saying anything, he began his first class 
by drawing pictures on the blackboard. Finishing 
three drawings — a sketch of  a toilet, one of  two 
fans, and the third, was of  the lower portion of  a 
ladder, he asked us what each picture looked like. 
After we gave many interpretations to the pictures, 
he said “john, “two fans” and “the lower part of  a 
ladder.” That is, “John Fanselow,” his name.

He had us do the same thing for our own name 
and asked us what were advantages and disadvan-
tages of  doing it. The answer for advantages could 
be drawing pictures is usually fun for students, it 
helps us to memorize persons’ names, and so on. 
For disadvantages, it could be, it takes time, students 
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had certainly some advantages of  showing us some 
aspects of  communication.

Professor Fanselow spent 15 minutes of  each class 
in “My journal.” He just told us to write anything 
we wanted in our notebook. We could write the re-
view of  the day’s lesson, the question we got, the 
problem we had, and so on. We just wrote for 15 
minutes, following our stream of  consciousness. 

At first, we thought that he would make us 
show him our journal. But no. He just let us write 
and did not ask anything about it. What he asked 
was what we had expected, what was different be-
tween our expectation and what he did, and what 
were the advantages and disadvantages of  each of  
them. 

When we make our students write something, 
we usually take it for granted that we read and cor-
rect it. Of  course, it has its own advantages: stu-
dents could be encouraged to write by the teacher’s 
evaluation, or they could notice their own mistakes 
and learn. But in Prof. Fanselow’s class, we found 
that there are some advantages also in a teacher’s 
not reading students work so they do not have to 
worry about the teacher’s evaluation, and can be 
fee to write anything, which could be fun, or they 
could practice writing fluently without worrying 
about grammatical mistakes.

When we discussed something, he abruptly 
disappeared. After five he came back and asked us 
whether his disappearance had influenced our dis-
cussion. We found that the teacher’s existence does 

and such ways of  teaching are undoubtedly good. 
Each of  us has his or her own self-image of  good 
teaching and tend to overlook other alternatives 
outside of  the image.

To explore alternatives, Prof. Fanselow said to us, 
“Do the opposite!” If  you usually make your stu-
dents underline the difficult words for them in texts 
so that they can pay special attention to the words, 
make them draw lines on the difficult words until 
they become invisible so that they can ignore the 
words. By doing so, students could learn how to 
grasp the meaning of  the whole sentences using 
their familiar words and the context. After that, we 
could make students put an appropriate word into 
each blank, using easy words, which could teach 
them how to guess the meaning when they come 
across unknown words. 

He actually made us delete the difficult word in 
the text we were using, and we found that in many 
cases we could understand the whole text quite eas-
ily even if  some difficult words were deleted. We 
have learned that there are some advantages in 
making students delete difficult words, as well as in 
making them underline the words.

One day, Prof. Fanselow used a VTR in class. 
Some of  the students were sitting where the pic-
tures could not be seen. When we tried to move, he 
said, “Don’t move. Stay here. Just listen to it.” By 
doing so, he showed us how difficult it is to under-
stand the scene only with the aural medium. We 
had found that listening to the video, not seeing it, 
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influence student’ activities. It might be sometimes 
necessary for us to be kuro-ko in class.

Another thing I was surprised at in his class was 
that the desks and chairs were arranged differently 
every time we entered the room. He made us ex-
perience how the arrangement influenced our feel-
ings and activities. Each arrangement had its own 
advantages and disadvantages. Some of  them were 
suitable for group discussion, but not all students 
could see the blackboard well. Some were good for 
listening to a lecture, but not good for exchanging 
ideas or opinions with each other. Although it is not 
easy for us to change the desk arrangement in our 
class, it would be better to think of  it sometimes.

He also gave an assignment of  making a list of  
rules we think we follow as a teacher, and rules our 
students follow in our class. After that he made us 
think out a way to break each rule. 

To my surprise, it was easy for me to make a 
list of  more than 50 rules each. Teachers follow lots 
of  rules unconsciously. For example, we enter the 
classroom from the front door, don’t we? What if  
we enter it from the back door? We could commu-
nicate with the students whose seats are in the back 
of  the room, whom we rarely communicate with 
personally. ❞
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2015 

New Hip, New Life! 

Surgery and Recovery
In July of  2015, I started to notice that when I went on my 
daily 5-mile walk my right hip started to hurt a bit more 
every day. I took a few days off thinking I might be over 
exercising, but when I resumed walking it still hurt a bit 
more every day.

My wife suggested I consult an orthopedic surgeon in a 
clinic five minutes from our apartment. I visited Dr. Tamu-
ra. He had his X-ray technician X-ray my right hip.

Dr. Tamura, who had spent sometime in Tennessee 
and he could describe his diagnosis in English. He said I 
had to have my right hip replaced. He pointed to the place 
where my right hip was, but all I could see was what looked 
like a white cloud. He said that is because the bone had 
deteriorated. He said that on a scale of  1 to 10 with 1 be-
ing fine and 10 being terrible my hip was around 9. This is 
what some call a clinical measure.

When we discussed my symptoms — level of  pain, mo-
bility, ability to walk with moderate pain, he said on this 
criterion my condition was around 5, and he thought that 
why I had waited so long to ask for a diagnosis.
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greater and I would have had to walk outside as part of  the 
physical therapy after the operation in the coldest month 
of  the year.

I took the subway from 110th and Broadway to 14th 
Street, and walked to the New York University Hospital. I 
checked in, was sent to my room and after a few tests — 
temperature, blood pressure, etc. — I was given a hospital 
gown. An hour later I was wheeled into the operating room 
and put to sleep.

A few hours later I was back in my room, and after 
another hour was brought supper. On the tray was a con-
tainer with a pain killer pill. I told the nurse I had no pain. 
I enjoyed the meal and soon after went to sleep.

On Saturday morning my breakfast tray had another 
container with a pain killer pill. I said that I had no pain. 
The nurse said that she would from now on only bring a 
pain killer if  I requested. It.

As I was finishing my breakfast Misa, my younger 
daughter, came to visit. Soon after she arrived a woman 
came and introduced herself  as my physical therapist. As 
soon as she introduced herself  she said, “We are going for 
a walk.” Misa said, “My father just had his hip replaced.” 
She said, “I know. That is why I am here. The procedure is 
to start walking the day after the operation.”

So the therapist helped move my body so that I could 
put my feet on the floor. She helped me put my hands on the 
two handles of  a walker, and helped me stand up. We walked 
around the corridor for around ten minutes. We then went 
to a 3-step staircase that had been placed in the corridor so 
patients could practice walking up and down stairs.

The therapist returned at lunch and supper on Sat-
urday, and all three meals on Sunday and Monday. On 

I went to New York two months later, and I called Dr. Pat-
rick Meere, an orthopedic surgeon who had treated a col-
league of  mine, Lois Bloom, a seminal thinker in first lan-
guage acquisition at Teachers College, who had a botched 
knee replacement that he corrected. 

In addition, my older daughter. Aya, had broken her 
knee in a mountain bike riding accident in Kathmandu, 
and she had Dr. Meere check the set knee once she got 
home. He said it was perfectly set, but in the future it might 
weaken without a pin in it. So he inserted a pin very suc-
cessfully.

So of  course I made an appointment with Dr. Meere to 
have him replace my hip. 

He confirmed Dr. Tamura’s diagnosis, saying he was 
surprised that I had been able to do so much since the clin-
ical condition based on the X-ray was so bad, but he said 
that because my symptoms were not so bad I could wait six 
months before I had the surgery. 

I decided to have it done as soon as possible in his of-
fice.

Later that same day I had second thoughts because a 
friend of  mind from my days in Somalia had been terrified 
when he was told he had to have a hip replacement. So I 
called Dr. Meere’s office to cancel the surgery. 

Late the same night called my friend, Marty Burns. He 
said he had no pain after the surgery, and it was a very, very 
easy procedure. 

The next day I called Dr. Meere’s office again to ask if  
I could re-schedule the surgery. Fortunately the time was 
still free.

How irrational we can be! If  I had waited six months, I 
would have been older, the deterioration would have been 
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When I checked out of  the hospital, the doctor who 
checked me out was a urologist. I told her of  my experi-
ence. She said this was not the right procedure and noticed 
that the catheter that was still in my penis was the wrong 
size! She removed it with no pain and inserted a new one 
that was the right size with NO PAIN.

As a result of  this small mishap I had to have a catheter 
in my penis for three weeks which made it more difficult 
for me to do my exercises. After half  a dozen visits with my 
urologist, Dr. Kaufman, when I tried to urinate without the 
Foley catheter, he said I should try a straight male catheter, 
which I could insert myself. I said I could not do this. Pre-
viously a nurse had always inserted and removed the Foley 
catheter. 

Dr. Kaufman’s nurse showed me how to insert the 
straight male catheter and I was able to do it without any 
pain, discomfort or effort in a heartbeat.

We have such preconceptions in our in our minds that of-
ten prevent us from doing rational things.

I sent letters of  complaint about the problem with the  
catheter to the doctor at the hospital responsible for hip 
replacements. I got the usual run around. But over time the 
New York State Board responsible for hospitals, to which I 
had sent my complaints, said that the nurse should be rep-
rimanded since she did not follow the correct procedure. 
Some small consolation which I hope prevented her from 
making the same mistake with other patients.

So often small changes lead to big results, both positive and 
negative both in teaching and in all areas of  our lives. For-
tunately, in my case the result was not all that bad.

Tuesday we just walked in the corridor and up and down 
the steps after breakfast. Each day she increased the time 
I walked and the number of  times I walked up and down 
the steps.

Fantastic as the surgery was and the personal attention 
I received from all the staff from the person who admitted 
me to the nurses, the physical therapist, those who served 
food and helped me go to the bathroom, there was one 
hitch.

I was not able to urinate. Late on Saturday, which was 
more than 24 hours after the surgery when I reminded the 
nurse that I felt a great deal of  pressure in my bladder, but 
could not urinate, a nurse came into my room and inserted 
what I later learned was a Foley catheter. This is a device 
with a tube on it which is inserted into the penis and is 
connected to a plastic bag. When it is inserted urine moves 
through the tube to the plastic bag. The plastic bag has a 
drainage tube so that the urine can be removed and put in 
a urinal.

When the nurse inserted the catheter I had excruciat-
ing pain. Later I learned that this was highly unusual. Pre-
viously when my urologist and his nurse inserted the Foley 
catheter at various occasions I had not pain at all.

For some reason the nurse removed the catheter after 
the bag was filled. The pain was as excruciating as when 
she had inserted it. Misa was there at the time and saw what 
happened. Another nurse was also there standing next to 
the one who had inserted, and removed the catheter.

I thought the nurse was finished, but no — right af-
ter she removed the catheter she inserted it again with the 
same excruciating pain. The third time she left it in, thank 
God.
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taught my exercises. The clinic was one block from Lincoln 
Center in a neighborhood where many dancers lived, thus 
the name.

At first I wondered if  once I learned the exercises, 
which take one hour, would I have to continue to go to 
see the physical therapist. I soon realized that it is very, 
very easy to do the exercises incorrectly. Without feedback 
to correct what I was doing wrong, the exercises were not 
only useless, but in some cases, dangerous.

One of  the exercises involves lying on my side and lift-
ing and lowering the right leg from the hip. The normal 
tendency is to lift the leg and lower it quickly. But the cor-
rect procedure is to lift and lower the leg very, very slowly, 
and as one lowers the leg one is to exhale and as one raises 
it one is supposed to inhale.

In another exercise I held an elastic band in my right 
and left hand and stretched my arms at the height of  my 
chest as far as I could, and then move my arms back to the 
center of  my chest. Again, the normal way most people do 
this is quickly. Again, useless. Also one has to inhale as one 
stretches the exercise band as far right and left as one can 
and then exhale as one moves the arms back to the center 
of  the chest.

In my books on teaching I emphasis how important 
details are, and that a small change can have big results, 
either positive or negative. The small changes the nurse 
made — the wrong size Foley Catheter and her lack of  
knowledge of  how to insert and withdraw it without caus-
ing excruciating pain — needed very small changes.

Ditto the hip replacement. Details were vital to be sure 
the platinum hip meshed with my bones perfectly. 

Discharge and Going Home
On the day of  my dismissal from the hospital I was 
helped into a wheelchair in my room, and taken to a 
van. When the van arrived at our apartment, one man 
pushed my wheel chair out of  the van, into our foyer and 
elevator. Then another man wheeled the chair into my 
bedroom, and both men helped me stand up and then sit 
down on my bed — with great care as if  I was a delicate 
piece of  glass. 

Care Givers — What Saints
The morning after I returned to our apartment a physical 
therapist visited me and taught me stretching exercises that 
I have continued to do for the past six and one-half  years. 
After a few days he supplemented the exercises with lessons 
on how to walk with a walker, first in the lobby and after a 
few more days on the sidewalks outside.

During one of  our conversations I mentioned that 
one of  my colleagues at Teachers College did research on 
physical therapy. She often told an anecdote about the time 
when she got in a taxi after class and the driver asked her if  
she was a student at Teachers College. She said she was a 
teacher. He asked what she taught. She said, “Motor learn-
ing.” He said, “Wow, I knew the new cars had very smart 
engines, but the fact that you can teach them to learn is 
amazing!”

The physical therapist said that he had in fact studied 
with my colleague Ann M. Gentile. 

After two weeks I was able to go to a physical therapy clinic 
on the bus: Westside Dance Physical Therapy. My thera-
pist assured me that I did not have to be a dancer to be 
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a note: When I was in the fourth grade, I broke my 
left lower leg while sledding. When I was a soph-
omore in college, I broke my left lower arm while 
playing touch football on wet grass during gym 
class. When I was 76, I broke the smallest bone in 
my right wrist when I tried to break my fall after I 
lost my balance pruning shrubs on our front ter-
race.

A GP re set my left leg, and arm breaks, In the 
case of  my left lower arm it took GP, the X-ray 
technician and two nurses pulling my upper arm 
and my lower arm in opposite directions. In both 
of  these cases the medical staff gave close attention 
to details, checking the X-rays on an illuminated 
screen as they pushed and pulled and used their 
fingers to gently the position of  the bones beneath 
my skin. 

Both of  these breaks required casts. As those 
who have had casts realize, the most uncomfortable 
about wearing a cast is the itching of  the skin as it 
starts to dry after a couple of  weeks. The messages 
friends wrote on my casts distracted a bit from the 
itching.

The break of  the smallest bone in my right 
wrist was set by Dr. Tamura, the same orthopedic 
surgeon who had diagnosed the need for a hip re-
placement. He too had the X-rays on an illuminat-
ed screen as he gently manipulated my wrist. 

He suggested that I come every day and hold 
an ultrasound device above the broken bone for six 
minutes. There is some evidence that this hastens 
the bones fusing together. This treatment of  course 

I often say that we learn by doing, echoing John Dewey 
who wrote Education and Experience in 1938, the year I 
was born. Well I was reminded from my short hospital ex-
perience, and my letters to the doctor at the hospital with 
my complaint, that we learn by what others do to us also. 
The doctor I sent my complaint to dismissed my complaint 
and ignored my continued appeals. This behavior was de-
meaning.

As I am writing this, the Black Lives Matter has been 
leading to protests for six months. Though I cannot imag-
ine the deep pain those protesting have experienced by be-
ing demeaned day after day for years, I can empathize with 
them more than before because of  my small experience 
with being ignored and demeaned.

Police chiefs and mayors and others in power are no 
different from the doctor in charge of  hip replacements. 
When something is done that is obviously wrong, often 
corroborated with video evidence, in my case by the tes-
timony of  a urologist who signed me out of  the hospital, 
there is denial and attempts at a cover up. 

Acknowledging mistakes we made is the only way we 
can learn, the only way we can improve and make progress 
in any field. Not admitting we did something wrong is a 
kind of  tyranny.

I must point out that Dr. Meere apologized for what 
the nurse had done though he had nothing to do with the 
mishap. He said that it is unfortunate that doctors believe 
they cannot apologize because they think it will be an ad-
mission of  error, and make them liable for lawsuits. I said I 
had no intention of  bringing a lawsuit. He said he believed 
me, but those in charge feel they cannot take a chance on 
what patients say they will not do.
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Liz Wong
PS 124 

New York City

Michael asked: Liz, how has your relationship with John 
influenced you professionally and/or personally?

❝  I am so impressed that a person who is so busy, dis-
tinguished, and experienced in the field of  teaching 
as John is makes time to stay in touch and com-
municate with his former students, colleagues, and 
friends. Twenty years after being his student, he is 
still willing to help or provide advice at a moment’s 
notice. Well in his retirement, he is still writing, pre-
senting, and sharing ideas for language teaching 
and learning. While he is still very much immersed 
in his work as a language educator and teacher 
trainer, he values the importance of  human rela-
tionships and the people in his life who share the 
same values and passions for language teaching. ❞ 

Michael: Can you think of  alternatives that you have ex-
plored as a result of  John’s teachings or ideas?

  Last year, when John visited my English as a Sec-
ond/New Language public elementary school 
classroom, he gave me the idea to ask students 
details about a picture that accompanies a text to 
elicit more language from them.  For example, he 

is only possible if  you only need an elastic bandage 
to keep the bone from moving. Fortunately that is 
all I needed. No cast, no written messages on it and 
no itching.

I have never had any pain where I broke my 
bones or with my new hip.

The title of  this chapter is a quote from my first physical 
therapist. Before he focused on helping people with hip re-
placements he worked in the trauma center of  a hospital. 
But he found the anguish of  the patients too hard to deal 
with. So he moved to the orthopedic section of  the hospital 
as he was told that the two happiest wards in the hospital 
were obstetrics and orthopedics. “New hip, New life!” It 
sure fits my experience.

a note: Back to Ann Gentile. The last time I had a 
session with my physical therapist, Kirsten, at West 
Side Dance Therapy, I asked her if  she knew the 
name Ann Gentile. She said, “Ann Gentile — she’s 
foundational in our field!”

↔
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asked the students how many of  a certain item was 
in the photo (How many horses are there?  How 
many people are in the picture?) — a question that 
I thought was too basic, but that consequently led 
to more observation from the students, which then 
generated more language. 

I was surprised how such a simple question that 
is not thought of  as thought-provoking or high-lev-
el actually led to more in-depth observation, infer-
encing, and ultimately the goal of  the class — in-
creased language production.  I was reminded that 
this was the work John did with us when we were 
students of  his at TC! ❞

Michael: What is a word that comes to mind when you 
think of  John?

❝  Atypical, innovative, different — John always en-
couraged us to try the opposite, and see what hap-
pens.  Essentially, he was getting us to think outside 
the box. ❞  
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2016 

At Long Last . . . Learning Japanese 

After 56 years of  joyful teaching, I taught my last class 
in 2016. I had been receiving waivers from the Japanese 
universities where I had been teaching part-time because 
I was way beyond the mandatory retirement age. But in 
2016, the waiver was not approved.

With plenty of  free time, I started going to Japanese 
class the week after I taught my last class. 

Before this I had the excuse that I was too busy teach-
ing. It had been a lame excuse since I had plenty of  free 
time even when teaching since I had been teaching only 
once a week for a few hours. 

Strange in a way that I had put off learning  Japanese 
since I loved studying Spanish in high school and college, 
and enjoyed using it to chat with the staff in our apartment 
building in New York, all of  whom spoke Spanish.

I had not started to study Japanese because I saw no 
need.  Shopping was easy as the directions for buying train 
tickets were in English as well as Japanese.

Though I had been studying Japanese off-and-on for 
five years, my wife, Kumi, still had to interpret for me to 
discuss anything important. 
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in both English and Japanese the names of  the objects on 
the page. I can understand and remember most of  the new 
sentences I write because the pictures express the same 
meanings.  Here is an example of  a page I have marked up 
with my own sentences.

Cooking again comes in handy
In 1949, I learned to bake by watching TV cooking shows, 
and I have been baking ever since. Then and through the 
years I have shared what I baked with friends. The fact is 
that here it is, decades later, and I am still baking, as well as 
sharing my creations with others, is no surprise.

Recently I took some oatmeal cookies I had made to 
the caregivers who tend to my mother-in-law who is 103, 

Studying Seriously
Once I began to study Japanese in earnest, being able to 
use small talk became a great delight. Rather than just 
greeting our neighbors in the elevator with just a “Hello,” 
I could make small talk. “I like your shirt!” “What a pleas-
ant day!” “How is your son?”

Learning the seasons, and how to talk about the weath-
er brought more smiles from neighbors, and those I meet 
at the sports center where I go to swim. 

Now, when I answer the phone when Kumi is out, I 
can ask who is calling,  and tell the caller when she will 
return. Each bit of  small talk makes me feel more a part of  
the neighborhood and a part of  Japan. 

Train announcements are made in Japanese and En-
glish. This means that over time if  I write down what I 
hear in Japanese syllabary — hiragana — I can now learn 
more expressions. 

Some announcements, such as on the elevator in our 
apartment, are only in Japanese. But one can guess the 
meaning — “The door is 
opening.” “The door is clos-
ing.” “10th floor.” etc. 

In addition to learning 
how to say many bits of  lan-
guage I hear, I have been 
reading stories written at a 
beginning level. Here is a 
cover of  one of  the readers I 
use, not only to read, but also 
learn to write Japanese. 

With my teacher’s assis-
tance, I write on illustrations “Japanese Graded Reader”
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equally pleasant and stimulating. I need the feedback since 
I often miss writing a syllable or write the wrong function 
word, which, without a teacher, I wouldn’t notice.

The title of  my last book is Small Changes in Teaching , Big 
Results in Learning. Small changes in using Japanese lead 
to big results in warmer relationships with the Japanese I 
live with.

↔

and several of  them asked for my recipe. I could have 
found one on the Internet and printed it out, or I could 
have asked my wife to translate the ones I use, but I found 
writing the recipes challenging as I learned not only how 
to write the names of  the ingredients in the Japanese sylla-
bary used for foreign words. But I learned words for mix, 
cream, etc. Here is the recipe I wrote for oatmeal cookies.

Spending an hour a day on Japanese is stimulating and 
distracts me from the distressing news that is so much a 
part of  our lives. 

Since the pandemic I have had to stop going to my 
class three times a week. That was pleasant as I met other 
people. But the 90 minute weekly class I now have on line is 

Ta  Daa
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1938 to 2023

My Personal History

Where I’ve Lived 
I was born in Chicago, Illinois in 1938. 

The first three years of  my life I lived in a two-story 
frame house with my parents and older sister Joanne on 
the second floor. My father’s mother lived on the ground 
floor. Our house was on Ashland Avenue near Lincoln Av-
enue and Clark Street, which was a commercial area, and 
there were no other homes close by.

When I was three, we moved to a house in a residential 
neighborhood in Logan Square on North Rockwell Street. 
It was a frame structure with a front porch, front lawn and 
back yard. I lived there with my parents, older sister and 
later my younger sister, until the end of  my second year in 
high school. 

Then the Federal Government started to build inter-
state highways, and our house was in the path of  the on of  
the highways in Chicago. My family did not want to move 
from Logan Square, but our house had been condemned. 

Next my parents bought a two-story brick Georgian 
house in Norwood Park, further northwest of  Chicago. 
The new neighborhood had much more free space than 
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Where I Learned
I attended St. John Berchman’s Catholic School for my el-
ementary grades, which was just 3 blocks from where we 
lived. My high school, Lane Tech, which is now known as 
Late Tech Prep, was just a one-mile walk from our home.

After I graduated from Lane Tech — now called Lane 
Tech Prep — I went to Northern Illinois State Teach-
ers College (now Northern Illinois University/NIU) in 
DeKalb, Illinois planning to be a kindergarten teacher. But 
on the advice of  my first-year English professor I changed 
my major to English and Spanish. His advice was that with 
a double major I would have more opportunities for get-
ting a job because I could teach in either junior or senior 
high school, and two different subjects. 

When I graduated with my B.A., I was offered an as-
sistantship to enroll in the Masters Program in English at 
NIU. I had been the assistant dorm director as an under-
graduate, and was offered a continuation of  that position, 
which provided me with free room and board and a sti-
pend. 

I enrolled in the M.A. Program, and completed my 
M.A. in Spanish and English in August of  1961.

The Work I’ve Done
1945: My first experience working was when I was 7 years 
old . . . I was a paperboy.

1951–1953: During my first two years of  high school I 
worked at a grocery store where I began to learn how to 
be a conscientious and valuable employee from my first 
mentor and friend, Art Shafer. Conveniently, the store was 
about 100 steps from our house. 

our house on Rockwell so the move we had thought was a 
negative one turned out to be positive. 

I did have to take the bus to my high school for part of  
my last two years, and drove there the other part.

I lived in a dorm on campus in DeKalb, Illinois during 
the school year, and with my parents during the summer, 
both as an undergraduate and graduate student.

After Chicago and DeKalb the world opened up for me. 
Here is a list of  countries where I have spent six months 
or more: 

Nigeria 1961–1963 (2 years)
Somalia 1966–1968 (2 years)
Togo 1969 (6 months)
New York City 1971–1996 (25 years)
Spain 1988 (6 months)
New Zealand 1998–2006 (8 years)
Japan 2008–2022 (14 years)

As I complete my memoirs I am living in a suburb of  
Tokyo with 10,000 people. I find at this stage of  life that it 
is more convenient, safe, clean and relaxing than life that 
in Manhattan . . . vibrant as that city is.

All Personal 
My Peace Corps experience in Nigeria was the most sig-
nificant transforming experience in both my professional 
and personal lives. After Nigeria, much of  my personal 
and professional histories overlap, but three events do not 
— getting married, having and raising two daughters and 
retiring: all personal.
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When I returned to the US, having completed my two years 
of  Peace Corps service, I was invited to teach in a training 
program for new Peace Corps volunteers at Teachers Col-
lege (TC), Columbia University. One of  the benefits of  the 
position was that I could take 8 credits of  graduate courses 
each semester for free, and I was able to take courses as I 
taught the trainees.

1964: In the spring of  1964, while I was working and 
studying at TC, I applied for and was hired by a secondary 
school for a teaching position in Skokie, Illinois. My goal at 
that point had been to be a high school English and Span-
ish teacher, and I applied there because Skokie is just 15 
miles north of  Chicago, and I wanted to spend time with 
my family after being away for 3 years. I started teaching 
in Skokie in September 1964. 

1965–1967: In the spring of  1965, the director of  the 
Peace Corps Training Programs at TC called me, and in-
vited me to return to teach in a training program for volun-
teers bound for Somalia, and to accompany the volunteers 
to Somalia after the training program was completed to 
provide in-service teacher development for the volunteers, 
and later I could return to TC to train subsequent groups. 
I accepted in a heartbeat. I had enjoyed my teaching in 
Skokie, but I missed Africa. 

1969–1971: After two years in Somalia, I returned to 
Teachers College to participate in Peace Corps Training 
Programs for Togo and Senegal, and to teach part time in 
the university’s M.A. Program in TESOL (Teaching En-
glish as a Second Language). 

1953–1955: For the second two years of  high school I 
worked as a cashier and general helper in a drug store 
which was about one mile from where I had grown up.

1955–1961: During summer breaks in college I worked for a 
man in the heating and electrical business who needed help.

For three years while at college, I worked at the switch-
board in my dorm, and did odd jobs like cleaning up ga-
rages, raking leaves, and washing windows in the neighbor-
hood with my roommate.

As a senior I became a dorm assistant, which meant 
my room and board was free so I no longer had to do odd 
jobs or help with the switchboard.

During the years of  my M.A. studies I was an assis-
tant dorm director, which provided not only free room and 
board, but also a stipend for me, and I was also a research 
assistant for a professor that provided a small salary. 

In the spring of  1961, as I was studying for my M.A., the 
Peace Corps that President Kennedy had promised the na-
tion was established. I sent for an application thinking that 
having a degree in Spanish would make me an excellent 
candidate to go to South America. 

After completing the application and taking some tests 
about culture, I was invited to a training program with 
volunteers bound for Nigeria in Africa, as there were no 
openings in South America for a person with my skills . . . 
or lack there of.

1961–1963 As a Peace Corps Volunteer, I taught English 
at a Teacher Training College the a small town of  Uyo in 
south eastern Nigeria. 
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Retired, but not really
I had been active in TESOL from 1975 when I was elected 
to be the Second Vice President and Program Chair of  
the annual conference in 1976, President of  the New York 
State affiliate in 1979 and President of  TESOL in 1981. 

In 1987, with colleagues at Teachers College Colombia 
and Tatsuya Komatsu from SIMUL, an interpreting, lan-
guage school company, and publishing house, I founded an 
off-campus TESOL M.A. Program in Tokyo for TC.

In 1996, after twenty-five years of  teaching, I took early 
retirement as a full professor so that I could live in Japan 
with my family full time rather than commute between 
New York and Tokyo. 

When I retired, the dean asked me to continue to direct 
and teach in the program until we could find a replace-
ment for me. We found a replacement in 1998. 

John F. Fanselow Scholarship
When I became Professor Emeritus in 1996, my former 
students established the John F. Fanselow Scholarship fund 
to encourage “Fanslovian” ideas and practices among 
M.A. students in TESOL at Teachers Colleges in both 
New York, and in Tokyo. Though the students established 
it, for which I am eternally grateful, part of  my respon-
sibility was to raise money to fund the scholarship. I am 
very grateful that as of  2020 the fund had a balance of  
$200,000.00.

I was also able to continue taking advantage of  the free 
tuition for 8 credits each semester. 

A fellow student and part time instructor in the Depart-
ment of  Languages and Literature at TC, O. Dean Greg-
ory, suggested that I apply to earn a doctorate in TESOL, 
and I did. Here again, Dean was another of  many in my 
career who propelled me into programs and positions that 
I would not have considered. 

The Peace Corps moved more to in-country training, 
and TC no longer had any training programs so I taught 
more courses in the TC M.A. TESOL program, still re-
ceiving the free tuition for 8 credits each semester. 

As I was completing my dissertation, the chair of  the 
department invited me to his office to say that when I com-
pleted my dissertation and was awarded my Ph.D. I would 
be invited to joint the faculty. 

So in 1971, I became an assistant professor at Teachers 
College Colombia.

When I reflect on my college English professor who sug-
gested that I change my major from early childhood edu-
cation to English and Spanish, I think I was not aspiration-
al. In the same way, I did not think about a doctorate. It 
took another student in the doctoral program to suggest it. 
O. Dean and I had taught together in Peace Corps Training 
Programs and as a result of  this he saw something about me 
that I was not aware of  and so suggested I earn a doctorate.

Leaving Teachers College for a year to teach in Skokie 
had been another example of  my lack of  aspiration. Had 
I been focused on my career I would not have stopped my 
education for nine months.
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Oh, President! 
1999–2007 In 1999 I was invited to become President of  
International Pacific College (IPC) in Palmerston North, 
New Zealand. I had been a consultant to the college since 
before it had been established, and had done many work-
shops for the faculty throughout the years. After 8 years as 
president, I retired again, and returned to Japan in 2007.

From 2008 to 2013, I taught part time in the M.A. Pro-
grams at The New School in New York City and at Akita 
(Japan) International University. 

From 2008 to 2015, I served as a consultant to the Clark 
International Schools in Japan. These were owned by the 
same foundation that owned International Pacific College  
in New Zealand. 

I taught in the M.A. program at Kanda University of  In-
ternational Studies in Chiba Japan from 2014 to 2017.

Back to lack of  being aspirational, I did not seek out these 
positions. Rather, fellow former students nominated me 
and when I accepted, of  course put me on the ballots.

Books I Have Written

Teaching English in Exhilarating Circumstances 
s.n., 1965

The first book I produced was a collection of  lesson 
plans from fellow Peace Corps Volunteers who like 
me had taught in Nigeria for two years. One pur-
pose of  the book was to provide suggestions that we 

would have found useful when we 
started our teaching. But another 
purpose was to remind the new 
teachers that if  they shared plans 
with each other as well as with 
their students they could learn 
more than if  they just read books 
produced by commercial publish-
ers.

Teaching English in Exhilarating 
Circumstances — Somalia version

Breaking Rules: Generating and 
Exploring Alternatives in Language 
Teaching 
Pearson PTR, 1987

As you record and transcribe one 
page interactions from your class-
es, you will learn ways to describe 
what you do non-judgmentally, and 
be able to create new activities that 
produce effects closer to those you want by coding 
the interactions.
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Contrasting Conversations: 
Activities for Exploring Our Beliefs 
and Teaching Practices 
Longman,1992

As you record and transcribe 
one page interactions, you can 
compare what you do, think you 
do and want to do using regular 
English without the need to code that the author 
urged you to do in Breaking Rules.

Try the Opposite — English 
version
BookSurge Publishing, 2010 

Try the Opposite: Teaching English 
With Dr. Fanselow — Japanese 
Edition 
Tokyo: SIMUL Press, 1992, 2002 

Publisher Tatsuya Komatsu, of  
SIMUL Press, suggested I write a 
book for teachers in Japan, based 
on my teaching there.

Small Changes in Teaching , Big 
Results in Learning: Videos, 
Activities and Essays to Stimulate 
Fresh Thinking About Language 
Learning and Teaching 
iTDi, 2018

This book was published on the 
30th anniversary of  Breaking 
Rules.
Small Changes . . . is a resource book aimed at both 
novice and experienced ESOL teachers. It cn be 
used in forma/informal teacher eduction groups or 
by individual teachers.

As you master the activities and types of  feed-
back introduced Small Changes in Teaching Big 
Results in Learning is a new resource book aimed 
at both novice and experienced teachers of  English 
as another language. It can be used in formal/in-
formal teacher education groups or by individual 
teachers.

As you master the distinctive activities and types 
of  feedback introduced in this book, you will be 
able to move from teaching as a ritual to teaching 
as discovery. You will decrease the time you spend 
making lesson plans, quizzes and tests, looking for 
the ideal syllabus, and preparing worksheets and 
handouts and, as a result, you will have more time 
to analyze transcriptions and video clips of  what 
you and your students are doing.
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Patrick Acquilina 
Jaddly P. Akukwe

I.U. Akong
Rafael Arias
John Balbi 

Leslie Beebe
Lois M. Bloom

Ira Bogotch
Brian Bresnihan
Michael Capurso 

Liz Chishlom
Virginia Deering
Joanne Dresner
Shirley Dunlap

H. I. Duru
J. J. Ekat

Jane Franck
Aya Dorothy Fumijura-Fanselow
Misa Laura Fujimura-Fanselow

Tilahun Gampta 
Marty Ganzglass

Jerry Gebhard
Geoff Jordan
Zen Hayashi
Mary Hines

Laura Holland
Gary Knamiller
Ann Lieberman

Alan Maley

No end in sight 
I thought that Small Changes . . . would be my swan song 
especially since I have produced 29 videos to illustrate ac-
tivities that I urge teachers to try which had been a life 
long dream. But Alan Maley, a great friend and my big-
gest cheerleader for the last 40-plus years, who inspired me 
invited me and nineteen other teacher/educators to write 
responses to a set of  questions for a handbook on teacher 
education that the British Council had asked him to edit 
entitled Developing Expertise through Experience: Ideas 
for Continuing Professional Development .

At the same time Steve Mann, professor of  Applied 
Linguistics at the University of  Warwick, in the U.K., 
and Steve Walsh, professor of  Applied Linguistics at the 
University of  Newcastle in the U.K. asked me to write a 
chapter for the Routledge Handbook of English Language 
Teacher Education (London & New York: Routledge, an 
imprint of  Taylor & Francis Group, 2020). I co-wrote the 
chapter with Takaaki Hiratsuka, a former student, titled 
“Suggestions for Teacher Educators, from a Gentle Icono-
clast and a Fellow, to Explore.

John’s Gems 
Thank you!
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Acronyms

AERA   American Educational Research Associa-
tion

AIU   Akita International University,  
Akita City,  Japan

CEP  Community English Program

CCC  Cornelie Connelly College

COR  Contractors Overseas Representative. 
(Peace Corps training staff who accompa-
ny a group of  volunteers to their country 
and provide on-going in-service develop-
ment in the field.

CU   Columbia University

CV   curriculum vitae

DCO   Dominion, Commonwealth, Overseas 
Bank (Nigeria)

ELT   English Language Teaching (to people 
whose first language is not English)

ESADE  Esade University, Barcelona, Spain

ESO  English Second 

FOCUS   Foci for Observing Communications Used 
in Settings

Pam Martin
Valerie Matthis

Derek McGovern
Polly Merdinger

Reverend W. J. Mullal
Carol Numrich
Sakae Onoda

Robert Oprandy
Terry Royce 
Joseph Rush
Chuck Sandy

Ida and Yasushi Sekiya
Fran Shoemaker

Fran Shapiro Strobe
Students of  G.T.T.C., Uyo, Nigeria

Students of  Niles West High School, Chicago, Il
Students of  St. Mary’s H.E.T.C., Abak, Nigeria

Noriko Takatsu
Daniel Fergus Tamulonis

Joyce Tanaguchi
Noriko Tanaka

Anis Taufik Bin Ismail Taufid
Pat Tirone
A.U. Udoh

Robert Walbridge
Ann C. Wintergerst
Christopher Winters

Liz Wong
Karen Kepler Zumwalt

and
Patricia (Patti)
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GTTC   Government Teacher Training College 
Nigeria

HETC    Catholic Teacher Training College, Abak, 
Nigeria 

IATEFL   Institute of  Education, University of  Lon-
don

IPC  International Pacific College, Palmerston 
North, New Zealand

iTDi  International Teacher Development 
Institute 

JALT  Japanese Association of  Language Teachers

MA  Masters of  Arts degree

NIU  Northern Illinois University, Dekalb, IL

NTEC  National Teacher Education College

NYCED  NY Center for Education Development

NYSTESOL  New York State TESOL

OHMS   On Her Majesty’s Service or more to the  
point “You are wanted by the principal.”

PD  Professional Development/Personal Devel-
opment

PhD  Doctor of  Philosophy degree

PCV    Peace Corps Volunteer

RPCV    Returned Peace Corps Volunteer

SIMUL    SIMUL International, Inc  — a simultane-
ous translation  and publishing company 
in Japan. 

TC  Teachers College, Columbia University

TCCUJAA   Teachers College, Columbia University 
Japan Alumni Association

TCMA  Teachers College Master of  Arts degree

TEFL  Teaching English as a Foreign Language

  (teaching English where English is a for-
eign language)

TESL  Teaching English as a Second Language

TESOL  Teaching of  English to Speakers of  Other 
Languages

TESOL MA Master of  Arts degree in TESOL

TESOL  Teaching English to Speakers of  Other 
Languages

TESOL MA Teaching English to Speakers of  Other 
Languages, Master of  Arts degree

TOEFL  Test of  English as a Foreign Language

TOEIC   Test of  English for International Commu-
nication (standardized test produced by 
Educational Testing Service)

UCI   University College, Ibadan, Nigeria

UCOL   Universal College of  Learning, New Zea-
land




