
was turning that series of random 
and mostly unrelated events into a 
believable and convincing whole with 
pace, pathos and plot. That’s when 
the hard work started.

In the book you name several other 
expats. I imagine you’re using 
pseudonyms, but the individuals are 
probably fairly recognisable anyway. 
Weren’t the publishers worried about 
this?
My publisher was a touch concerned. 
In actual fact, as well as using 
pseudonyms, I completely changed 
the physical characteristics of the 
less sympathetic members of my cast 
to protect the guilty and avoid a brick 
through my window. As they say in 
the movies, ‘any similarity to actual 
persons is purely coincidental.’ I think 
I’ve managed to pull the rabbit out of 
the hat without unduly affecting the 
integrity of our story. 

Do you see any chance of the book 
being published in Turkey?
Wouldn’t that be something? I think it 
unlikely, though. The book is written 
in a peculiarly British camp ‘carry on’ 
style laced with cultural references 
that I don’t think would translate. 
People would think me bonkers. It’s 
difficult enough for our Yankee cousins 
to get it.
 
Clearly you and Liam were never 
going to become emiköys. But not 
vetpats either, I hear through the 
grapevine?
So you’ve heard? Yes, Liam and I 
are off to pastures new. We have 
family issues to attend to and I’d 
like to make the most of this author 
thing. Sadly, neither can be done in 
Turkey. We’re moving to the beautiful 
English cathedral city of Norwich with 
its student vibe, wine bars and art 
houses. It’s not forever. We hope to 
return one day.

‘Perking the Pansies’ was 
published on December 15 2011 by 
Summertime Publishing.

Ignorati? Well, the least said about 
them the better.

Jack Scott is something of a miracle-
worker in that he’s managed to 
persuade a non-Turkish publisher that 
there’s a market for a story about life 
abroad in somewhere that’s neither 
Tuscany nor Provence. From their 
point of view, his story had one unique 
selling point which is made clear in 
its subtitle: ‘Jack and Liam Move 
to Turkey’. How would two married 
men fare in a Muslim country that 
frowned on homosexuality? You can 
almost imagine the licking of lips that 
would have echoed around planning 
meetings.

And they were right in that there’s 
a story to be told about the reality of 
life for a gay couple in a country where 
homosexuality, while not illegal, 
is hardly popular, at least on the 
surface. Of course anyone who’s lived 
here for any time will know that this 
statement skims over the ambiguity 
that hovers around the real situation. 
Besides, along with being Christian, 
travelling as an unmarried couple 
and, yes, eating pork, homosexuality 
seems to be treated quite differently 
when it involves a couple of yabancıs 
(foreigners) instead of two Turks, a fact 
made cruelly plain in an ugly incident 
towards the end of the book.

For the general reader, the book’s 
originality lies more in its honesty 
about the grubby reality of expat life 
that conventional travel literature 
prefers to gloss over. While it makes 
for comical reading, this picture of 
right-wing Brits putting down roots 
abroad will have some readers 
hanging their heads in shame.

I think ‘Perking the Pansies’ 
the book evolved from Perking 
the Pansies the blog. How 
do you see the relationship 
between a blog and a book? Do 
you think the success of the 
blog made it easier to get the 
book published?
I really hadn’t intended to 
write a book, but looking back, 
writing the blog unwittingly 
created the foundations. The 
blog had already attracted a 
solid international fan base. 
The contacts I nurtured, from 
fellow jobbing bloggers to far-
flung expats and pansy fans, 
helped develop the Perking 
the Pansies ‘brand’. I knew 
I’d built something with broad 
appeal. Crucially, the blog 
provided an invaluable record 
of the events that overtook me 
in that extraordinary first year in 
Turkey – an off-the-peg account 
of our life. Of course, the trick 
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Are you a VOMIT? Or maybe 
a MAD? Could you be an 
emigrey or even an emiköy? 

Maybe you’re a vetpat or a semigrey? 
Hopefully you’re not an ignorati, 
although sadly someone has to be. 

Absolutely no idea what I’m talking 
about? Then clearly you haven’t read 
‘Perking the Pansies’, the witty new 
book by Jack Scott, ex-resident of 
Yalıkavak and now of Bodrum, which 
lifts the stone covering expat life in 
Turkey’s coastal resorts to take an 
often unflattering look at the myriad 
life forms lurking beneath it. 

Memorably, he classifies with 
Linnaean thoroughness the different 
categories of (mainly British) expats 
he encountered during his new life in 
Turkey. 

VOMITs? They’re the Victims of 

Men in Turkey. MADs? The deluded 
souls who’re always convinced that 
My Ahmet is Different. Emigreys? 
The retired folk who start a new life 
in Turkey, then harp endlessly on 
about the absence of bacon and pork 
sausages in between slagging off both 
the UK and Turkey. Emiköys? A special 
breed of expat, rarely seen in Bodrum, 
who escape to Turkish villages to 
raise chickens. Vetpats? Not retired 
animal lovers (although there are 
plenty of those, of course) but the long-
stayers, some of them ex-VOMITs or 
MADs, who’ve found a way to make it 
work for them in Turkey. Semigreys? 
Not people with salt-and-pepper hair 
colouring, rather expats who would 
normally be too young to retire but 
who’ve sold up in the UK and live on 
the income from the invested profit. 

Expat life, classified
British social-work escapee Jack Scott has just 

managed to get his story about life in the expat 
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Jack Scott is something of a 
miracle-worker in that he’s managed 
to persuade a non-Turkish publisher 
that there’s a market for a story about 

life abroad in somewhere that’s neither 
Tuscany nor Provence
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Beyond the Orchard by Azize Ethem 
(Çitlembik)
Back in the 1980s, British Azize 
(Lesley) Ethem and her husband 
Selim, a grandson of Sultan 
Abdülhamid II, retired to live in their 
dream cottage built of stone in 
Dereköy, just where the resort of 
Akyaka (Gökova) has now grown up. 
Theirs was a simple life involving 
what most would see as considerable 
hardship. At the same time, it was 
also a fairly authentic village life in a 
way that would barely be possible now. 
But slowly the drip-drip of encroaching 
tourism leaked its way into the story 
until at last the dirt road was gone, the 
trees were chopped down, and the 
couple decided that the time came for 
them, like the camelman, to move on.

The Yogurt Man Cometh by Ken 
Revolinski (Çitlembik)
American Ken Revolinski’s is a take on 
expat life that will be familiar to many 
readers. Ken came to Turkey to take 
up a teaching post at a private school 
in Ankara, and his book presents what 
many will recognise as a common 
progression from complete infatuation 
with the country to a coming back down 
to earth that ends with him deciding to 
return to the USA. Not disillusionment 
exactly – just a realisation that perhaps 

the quirks and adventures don’t add up 
to quite enough of a reason to make a 
new life here. 

Ken was an English teacher, 
and the book offers a funny look at 
the inevitable linguistic hiccoughs 
of newbie expat life. Indeed, the 
most memorable scene in the 
book is the one from which it takes 
its title, involving just the sort of 
misunderstanding over a simple 
everyday purchase to which many 
expat readers will be able to relate.

Living Under the Shadow of Two 
Cultures by Hughette Eyübo!lu 
(Çitlembik)
Of those who’ve written about living 
in Turkey, French-Canadian Hughette 
Eyübo!lu has had the longest and 
steadiest relationship with the 
country, having moved here in 1964 
to live with the penfriend (remember 
them?) whom she had married. 
Mehmet Eyübo!lu was the son of the 
famous painter-poet Bedri Rahmi 
Eyübo!lu, and Hughette’s book 
comes most vividly to life when she 
offers glimpses behind the scenes at 
a talented, bohemian family whose 
annual blue cruises were taken in 
company with the associates of the 
‘Fisherman of Halicarnassus’, the 
man who had come up with the idea in 
the first place. 

Hughette’s is the one book that 
describes what it’s like to bring up a 
bicultural child in Turkey. The fact that 
she’s lived here for so many years also 
means that she can take the long look 
at Turkey that is lacking in other books, 
recording the hardships caused by 
sanctions imposed on the country 
after the Cyprus invasion in 1974 and 
a rounding-up of intellectuals in the 
early 1970s that reads disconcertingly 
like some current news stories. At 
one point, Hughette and Mehmet 

were even forced to divorce and then 
remarry so that he would not have to 
do his three years of military service 
in the ranks. Remember that the next 
time you’re tempted to complain 
about visa restrictions or residency 
complications.

Life with a View: A Turkish Quest 
by Toni Sepeda (Çitlembik)
Of all the books written about the 
experience of living in Turkey, Toni 
Sepeda’s is the most loving and lyrical, 
awash with evocative descriptions 
of the scenery, the handicrafts and 
especially the food. In 1988, Toni 
and her husband Craig, Americans 
based in Venice, set out on a quest to 
find the perfect place with a sea view 
in which to build their dream home. 
The spot they finally settled on was 
just past "ile on the Black Sea coast, 
where the view of what she calls ‘the 
dragon rocks’ won their hearts. Theirs 
is a story of the inevitable comical-but-
not-really construction mishaps that 
followed, interwoven with that of a love 
affair with Turkey that starts to wind 
down, like Azize Ethem’s, as others 
home in on the same spot. 

For Toni and Craig, Turkey was 
a summer-only story. Temp-pats, 
then, in an add-on to Jack Scott’s 
classification system?

An Island in Istanbul: 
At Home on Heybeliada by MA 
Whitten (Adalı Yayınları)
Americans Mary Ann Whitten and her 
husband Ben had had a long-standing 
relationship with Turkey, both as 
teachers and diplomats, when they 
started to look around for a possible 
retirement home and decided on the 
Princes’ Islands for their combination 
of proximity to the bright lights of 
Istanbul and access to peace, quiet 
and a sea view. But while Toni Sepeda 
was soon caught up in the problems 
of building a home from scratch, Mary 
Ann opted for one of the lovely wooden 
houses that graced Heybeliada, 
launching herself on a learning curve 
that involved a battle with küf (mould) 
and a garden gone to seed. 

Since the book was published, the 
couple have sold up and moved on, 
but Mary Ann qualifies perfectly as a 
vetpat for her insights into what makes 
life tick on an island that was once far 
more multicultural than it is today.

 

Tales from the Expat Harem edited 
by Anastasia M Ashman and Jennifer 
Eaton Gökmen (Seal Press) 
A collection of stories written by 27 
women from all around the world, 
these tales from the expat harem 
are as varied as their writers, who 
live scattered about the country from 
Çanakkale to Kayseri. The one thing 
they have in common is a relentlessly 
upbeat tone, which is understandable 
in a project that aimed to redress 
some of the negative publicity about 
Turkey but which soon starts to pall if 
you know the country well. 

The stories offer random snapshots 
of life in Turkey, with shopping, cooking 
and bathing to the fore. The emphasis 
is mainly on the country’s impact 
on the writers themselves, which 
means that big-picture Turkey rarely 
gets a look-in. The stories do have 
the considerable advantage, though, 
of coming in bite-sized portions, 
perfect for a readership brought up on 
140-character communication.

THE PIONEERS
Dinner of Herbs by Carla Grissmann 
(Arcadia Books)
The Women of Nar by Joyce Roper 
(Faber & Faber, out of print)
A Time in Turkey by Craig Mair 
(John Murray, out of print)
Of the three books that describe what 
it was like to live in the Turkey of 40 
years ago, only Carla Grissmann’s 
book about the village of Uzak, near 
Çorak in Central Anatolia, is still 
in print. Theirs was a Turkey that 
has vanished completely now that 
even the most benighted home in 
the East seems to have a satellite 
dish attached to its (mud) roof. Both 
Grissmann and Roper’s books read 
more like anthropology than expat 
memoirs, inverting the modern 
interest in the writer to place the 
emphasis most strongly on the locals.

But no one who has read it could 
ever forget Craig Mair’s description 
of a winter bus ride from Ortahisar in 
Cappadocia to Istanbul where the only 
heating was provided by burning coals 
passed around in a chamberpot over 
which the men steamed their feet until 
the whole bus stank of sock. Forget 
whining about an absence of pork: 
these guys and gals were lucky to be 
able to get meat at all. Hats off to them 
for their courage.

Before ‘Perking the Pansies’…
Pat Yale  runs her eye over the bookshelves and finds 

precious little expat literature about life in modern Turkey

Walk into any bookshop these days and you’ll find the shelves groaning 
beneath volumes of memoirs written by foreigners who’ve made the move 

to live in France, Spain, Italy, Greece or Cyprus. Some have become classics 
(think ‘Bitter Lemons’, Lawrence Durrell’s account of his life in Northern 
Cyprus). Some have been made into films (think Frances Mayes’s ‘Under the 
Tuscan Sun’). Some have even become so successful that their titles serve as 
shorthand for the entire genre (think Peter Mayle’s ‘A Year in Provence’). 

Then look for books about life in modern Turkey and what do you find? For the 
most part, just a gaping hole. 

A handful of books about life in the Turkey of the 1970s and ’80s were 
published, before going, for the most part, out of print. Otherwise, international 
publishers seem to have a blind spot when it comes to Turkey. Hoorah for home-
grown Çitlembik in Beyo!lu, then, which does its best to fill the gap.


