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Some twelve miles west of Istanbul, beyond the
outskirts of the city in the flat farm country near the coast, is
Yesilkoy International Airport. Every day at noon Pan American
Flight No. 1 arrives from Teheran. It sorts out its incoming and
outgoing passengers, then takes off again at one to continue its
journey to Frankfort, London, and New York. On October 6, 1970,
feeling like an Ian Fleming character, with dark aviator sunglasses
over my eyes and my trenchcoat collar pulled up to my ears, I
watched Flight No. 1, a Boeing 707, land on the concrete runway. I
pulled the brim of my lucky hat low over my eyes and eased up
against the wall near the passenger check-in counter.

A short pudgy man in his mid-thirties pushed past me
and heaved his suitcase onto the scale. A good-looking dark-haired
girl behind the counter tagged his bag, stamped his ticket, and
waved him through to the security checkpoint. From where I stood I
could see the balding spot on his head flush with effort as he
walked down the long corridor. There, at the end, a bored Turkish
officer in a rumpled uniform halfheartedly looked into the carry-on
bag and glanced at the man’s passport. Coughing on his cigarette,
the guard waved the passenger on his way. I watched the pudgy man
disappear into the Pan Am passenger lounge.

“Yes, yes,” I assured myself. “That’s the way. It
looks easy….”

I stepped up to the counter and with the last of my
money bought a ticket to New York for the following day.

I’d planned to watch the flight actually depart, but
what more was there to see? Did I really need to be that thorough?
Security here seemed to be a joke, almost an afterthought. If I
hurried into a cab I could make it back to the Pudding Shoppe in
time for my date with that English girl I’d met at breakfast. She
said she was in Istanbul studying belly dancing. I really didn’t
care if her story was true; all I wanted was some company before my
adventure. That afternoon, that night, tomorrow, all seemed like
scenes from a movie. And I—a little jittery but trying my best to
stay calm—was the leading man.

I scrapped the last half hour of my careful plans
and jumped into a cab. Pan Am Flight No. 1 could see itself off
that day.

The Pudding Shoppe had almost become my home during
those ten days in Istanbul. I’d heard about it all over Europe,
this wild Turkish hangout where hippie travelers gathered. I
wouldn’t have called myself a hippie and my short hair wasn’t
exactly in style there, but the Pudding Shoppe seemed like a place
where I could mix in quietly with the other foreigners.

At a small outdoor table I sipped sweet Turkish tea
and waited for the girl. Everywhere around me people talked and
laughed and shouted. Hawkers and beggars and street peddlers weaved
their way through the brightly dressed crowds. Street vendors
cooked shish kebab. The aroma of the meat mingled with the smell of
horse manure in the gutter. A small gypsy-eyed boy came around the
corner, leading a huge muzzled bear on a leash. And there I sat.
Anxious but excited, I awaited tomorrow’s danger.

The belly dancing English girl never showed. Perhaps
I should have taken it as an omen.

I was early. I went into the airport restroom,
locked myself into a stall. I lifted my bulky turtleneck sweater.
Everything was in place. I tucked the sweater back underneath my
corduroy sports jacket, then looked at my watch. The moment was
approaching.

It was time now. It would be easy. I’d checked it
all out yesterday.

I closed my eyes and relaxed. Then I drew a deep
breath. The tightness of the tape around my chest made me wince.
Trying to look casual, I walked out of the bathroom. There was no
turning back now.

The same smiling dark-haired girl was at the ticket
counter. “Good afternoon, Mr. Hayes,” she said in accented English
as she looked at my ticket. “Have a nice trip. This way,
please.”

She pointed down the same corridor I had watched
yesterday. The bored, olive-skinned guard waited at his checkpoint.
I tried not to stare at the gun in his holster as I approached.

“Passport,” he demanded.

I pulled it from my jacket pocket and handed it
over. He glanced at it for a moment and shoved it back into my
hands. “Bag,” he said.

I opened my shoulder bag for him to see. He pushed
aside the books and grabbed a white plastic dish. “Nebu?” he
said, using a Turkish expression I’d heard before. It meant,
“What’s this?”

“It’s a frisbee.”

“Nebu?”

“A frisbee. A frisbee. You throw it and catch it.
It’s a game.”

“Aaaah!” He shoved the frisbee back into the bag and
picked up a small yellow ball. “Juggling ball,” I explained.

He scowled. Then he took a puff on his cigarette,
coughed and narrowed his eyes for an instant. “Aaaaah!” He waved me
through.

I continued along the corridor to a stairway leading
down to the lower level passenger lounge. Passenger lounge! I made
it through customs. No problems at all.

A hostess asked if I’d like a drink and I accepted a
Coke. I chose a corner of the lounge where my back would be against
the wall. For perhaps twenty minutes I sat there, pretending to
read the International Herald-Tribune. It looked as if my
plan was working perfectly.

Loudspeakers interrupted my thoughts. A woman’s
voice announced in Turkish and then English that the plane was
ready for boarding. Passengers rose to file out of the lounge. I
walked into the bright sunshine, flowing along with the crowd
toward a battered olive drab bus waiting to take us out to the
airplane. I took an aisle seat in the middle of the bus.

“I’ve been visiting my son,” said a voice next to
me. I nodded politely and the gray-haired woman took it as a
friendly response. She was from Chicago, she said. Her son was a
jet mechanic. He did very well in the Air Force, traveling all over
the world. He’d just been promoted to technical-something-or-other.
I smiled. She reminded me a little of my mother. I closed my eyes
and concentrated on thoughts of a girl named Sharon; I’d left her
in Amsterdam and planned to meet her again back in America. I was
feeling good.

The bus slowed to a halt and the passengers reached
around for their possessions. The driver pushed a lever that swung
the front door open and a Turkish policeman hopped on. He said in
English, “Attention, please. Women and children remain on the bus.
All men exit by the rear door, please.”

I glanced out the dirty windows of the bus. Oh, no!
the bus and plane were circled with wooden barricades lashed
together by ropes.

Twenty or thirty Turkish soldiers, with rifles at
the ready, ringed the area. And a long wooden table blocked the way
to the boarding ramp. Men in business suits waited quietly next to
the table.

For several seconds I stared out the window in
disbelief. I told myself to stay calm. Panic wouldn’t help. I
needed to think of a plan.

The bus hummed with mild concern and annoyance.
Dutifully, the other male passengers began to file out of the back
door. I dropped to my knees in the aisle and tried to crawl under
my seat. Think! Think!

“What’s the matter?” the gray-haired lady asked me.
“Are you ill?”

“I… I can’t find my passport.”

“Why, there it is,” she said, beaming, pointing to
the top pocket of my jacket.

And there it was, indeed, snuggled up against the
trouble I’d been heading toward during the past few aimless years.
I couldn’t quite believe that my careful plans were falling apart.
I thought I’d figured all the angles. I thought I was too clever to
be caught. I’d passed through customs all over Europe without ever
running up against anything like this. I fought desperately to keep
what was left of my self-control.

I took a few deep, painful breaths. There was one
last chance. Hoping that my voice didn’t tremble, I thanked the
lady from Chicago and stepped slowly out of the bus onto the
tarmac.

I found myself at the tail end of a group of male
passengers who were funneling into two lines that passed on either
side of the inspection table. I looked around at the vast open
expanse of the airport. There was no place to go, no hole to dive
into. I would need a lot of luck.

Two plainclothes officers were on each side of the
table, searching the men alternately. The passengers milled around,
jostling one another. I pulled some books from my shoulder bag and
waited until the first officer on the left began to pat down a
passenger. I just glided past him on the outside of the line. The
second officer was still busy with another passenger. I replaced
the books in my bag as though I’d already been searched and was on
my way to take my seat on the airplane. I floated past the second
officer and approached the boarding ramp. I raised one foot off
Turkish soil.

A hand touched me lightly on the elbow. The hand
grasped me by the arm.

I turned and casually, I hoped, gestured toward the
first officer. At that very same moment the first officer happened
to glance up.

“Nebu?” said the man holding me.

The first officer answered him in Turkish and the
grip on my arm suddenly tightened.

He pulled me over to the table. He was young and
inexperienced. He hesitated for a moment. Then his dark brown eyes
narrowed as he realized that I’d just lied to him.

He grunted a command and gestured for me to spread
my arms out. Then he began patting my body carefully, moving down
the outside of my arms. As his hands passed my armpits they brushed
against something hard. Incredibly, he didn’t seem to notice. He
worked his way down over my hips and legs.

Then he paused.

I found myself praying. “Please, God, let the search
be over. Don’t let him come back up my body again.”

Slowly, his hands moved back up, on the inside of my
legs and then onto my belly. The fingers touched the hard bulge
below my navel. I almost winced. But once again, unbelievably, he
didn’t notice.

The probing fingers continued to move up and there
was no way to stop them. Helplessly I stood there as his hands
settled firmly upon the packets taped under my arms.

For an instant our eyes met.

Suddenly he jumped back and grabbed a pistol from
inside his coat. He crouched on one knee and aimed the gun barrel
at my belly, his hands shaking. All around me I could hear screams
and the sounds of other passengers scrambling for cover. My arms
flew straight up and my eyes clamped shut. I tried not to
breathe.

Deathlike quiet settled over Yesilkoy International
Airport. Five seconds passed, maybe ten. It seemed like forever to
me.

Then I felt a hand tug at the bottom of my sweater.
The barrel of a gun jammed into my belly. I opened an eye to see
the shiny black hair of the young officer as he leaned forward to
look under my sweater. He moved slowly, not knowing what to expect.
Behind him I could see the soldiers on the tarmac all pointing
their rifles at my head. The officer’s hand trembled as he brought
the sweater up over the edge of one of the packages. He paused for
a moment, then drew the sweater even higher.

His face relaxed. I could feel the tension drain out
of him. There was no bomb, no hand grenades or dynamite taped to my
body. He dropped the sweater and yelled something out in Turkish. I
understood only one word…“hashish.”

Pan Am’s Flight No. 1 rose into the clear blue sky.
As I watched it go I was suddenly very lonely for New York. I
wondered how long it would be before I saw the city again.
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The customs officers drove me back to the terminal on
the same olive drab bus. They pushed me into a small room near the
passenger lounge. I sat quietly in a chair while several officers
took seats in a row arranged in a neat line near a desk. All
immediately lit cigarettes and began chattering among themselves.
The chief sat behind the desk and made a few phone calls. It was
strange. They hardly seemed to notice me.

What was happening? This wasn’t the way I planned it
at all. I was supposed to be on that plane to New York. Could I
really have been caught? And would I have to go to prison? Prison!
No, not me.

The Turks were so slow and disorganized that I
actually became impatient for something to happen, even though I
knew I probably wasn’t going to like it when it did. Finally the
chief got off the phone and motioned me over to the desk. He
studied my face, opened his mouth to say something and seemed to
search with difficulty for the right word.

“…Name?”

“William Hayes.”

“Vil… Vilyum … Vilyum …”

“Hayes.”

“Hi-yes.” He wrote it on an official form. “
’Merican?”

I nodded. “New York.”

He looked puzzled.

“New York, New York,” I repeated.

He pondered this for a moment. “Ahhh … Nev York.” He
wrote that down. He grinned and offered me a cigarette.

I wasn’t a smoker but I wanted to cooperate with
every suggestion, so I took the cigarette from him. It was a
Turkish brand. When the chief lit it for me I inhaled strong, harsh
smoke, far worse than any American cigarette I had ever tasted. I
coughed. Then I doubled over in pain from the pressure in my chest.
I would have to try hard not to cough again.

The chief motioned for me to stand up. Two of the
other officers came over and stripped off my jacket, sweater, and
T-shirt to reveal the bulging packs fastened with adhesive tape
under my armpits. They cut through the tape and ripped the packages
from my skin. I jumped in pain. The hashish, pressed into thin,
hard plaques, clattered onto the stone floor.

Again the chief searched for a word. “More?”

I nodded, and unzipped my pants to reveal a few more
plaques taped below my navel. One of the policemen eagerly reached
in to help but I stopped him self-consciously and cut the tape
myself.

The forty or so plaques made a little pile on the
floor. As far as smugglers go, they could see I was small-time.
Hashish in Istanbul had been cheaper than I’d expected. The two
kilos (about four pounds) had cost me only two hundred dollars.
Sold on the streets of New York City it would bring, I supposed,
about five thousand dollars. But I had no intention of selling it
on the streets. I planned to smoke some of it myself and sell the
rest to my friends. Most of my friends smoked marijuana and
hashish. But now my clever adventure had turned into a disaster.
Stacked up on the floor of the airport security office, the little
pile of hashish looked like a lot of trouble.

The door flew open and another policeman walked in.
He was paunchy and had a thin clipped moustache. The room suddenly
grew silent and the man who’d been questioning me quickly jumped up
from the desk and gave a little bow. The new chief acknowledged
this and took the vacated chair. The ex-chief moved to the second
chair in line, pushing the occupant of that chair farther down. He,
in turn, shoved the next man over. The last man in line now stood
up against the wall.

“Name?” the new chief asked.

“William Hayes.”

“Vil… Vilyum …”

“Hayes,” I repeated. We went through exactly the
same routine. As the new officer was inspecting the hashish, still
another rushed in. He also was apparently a man of authority. Again
each man was shoved over one chair until another man at the end was
forced to stand. This new chief asked me my name. I pointed to the
sheet of paper already on the desk but he looked annoyed.

“William Hayes,” I told him. “Nev York.”

By the time the fourth and fifth chiefs arrived I
began to see the importance of hierarchy in the Turkish system of
things. Each officer had to establish his position. And this was an
eventful day—some dumb kid from New York got caught with two kilos.
The official game made me smile in spite of myself.

The door opened once again and two men rushed in,
one with a huge camera. They spoke excitedly with the most recently
arrived chief. He grabbed his first assistant from the line of
chairs and motioned for me to pick up the hashish. I gathered up
the plaques and held them awkwardly in front of me. The two senior
officers flanked me and put their arms around my shoulders, ready
for a biggame-hunter picture. The room was filled with Turkish
officers and smoke and photographers, and there I was, standing in
the middle of it all, with my arms full of drugs. The two
officers—who had nothing to do with the actual arrest—had their
arms around me and they were grinning into the camera. Maybe it was
a nervous reaction but I couldn’t quite believe the seriousness of
it all. I grinned.

The chief on my left hit me a quick backhanded fist
to the groin. The plaques dropped to the floor and I sank to my
knees, gasping for breath.

“Gel! Gel!” one of the policemen growled,
grabbing my arm. He motioned for me to pick up the hashish again.
With shaking hands I gathered it up and he pulled me to my feet.
The two men put their arms around my shoulders again. This time my
face displayed the proper pained submissive expression for the
photographers.

The policemen made me drop the hashish back onto the
floor and shoved me into a chair. I felt woozy and nearly sick to
my stomach, and I panted for breath. I was sitting there resting,
waiting for the next shift in seating arrangements, when an
uncomfortable thought struck me. I was carrying more hashish. I’d
slipped two plaques into each boot and completely forgotten about
them. Sooner or later I knew the Turks would search me thoroughly
and find them, so it seemed best to volunteer the information.

I sat there until my body stopped throbbing. Then I
raised my hand for permission to speak. The chief nodded and all
the others turned to look at me. Moving slowly, partly out of
caution and partly out of pain, I pulled off one of my boots,
banged it on the heel and two plaques clattered to the floor. Their
mouths all dropped open. They watched me repeat the process with
the other boot.

There was a moment of awkward silence. I’d been in
custody several hours and supposedly had been thoroughly searched;
there’d been several changes in the chief seat up front; the
photographers had been in to take pictures—so what was I doing
still shaking hashish out of my boots?

The policeman in charge turned upon the man in the
second position. His voice rose in anger and he yelled and
screamed. The second in command wheeled around and vented his anger
on the third man down the line. He passed it on further until it
finally reached the last chair. The final officer was enraged. He
yelled something at two of the policemen now standing against the
wall at attention. They raced over and lifted me off my chair, then
stripped the clothes from my body, ignoring my assurances that
there was nothing more to find. The two of them searched me while
others went through my clothing. When they finished I stood there
stark naked and extremely uncomfortable. Since I’d been in Turkey
I’d come to think that many Turkish men tend toward bisexuality.
Every cab driver, every waiter, every bazaar vendor had seemed to
leer at me. Now standing naked in front of the customs officers I
felt the same hungry stares. They made no effort to conceal their
interest. I grabbed for my clothes and quickly put them back
on.

More talk, more phone calls, more cigarettes. Hot,
sticky, reeking air. I knew I’d get sick soon if I didn’t get out
of the room.

The door opened again and in stepped a tall, lanky,
blondhaired man in a business suit. He was definitely American. He
walked over to me without saying a word to the Turks. He thrust his
big jaw at me and in a perfect Texas drawl said, “Howdy.”

I said hello.

“How ya doin’? You OK?” I nodded.

He went up to the desk, spoke to the current chief
in Turkish, and signed some papers.

“OK, follow me,” he said, and we walked together out
the door, followed by a couple of the Turkish officers. The air was
fresh and clean and somewhat revived my spirits. He sat me in the
front seat of his car and walked around to the driver’s side. For a
few moments he stood outside the car talking with the Turks.

I was saved! The Texan was on my side. Maybe he’d
take me to the American consulate.

Suddenly I realized how close I was to freedom. No
one had bothered to handcuff me. I was alone in the front seat and
it seemed like it would be so easy to roll out of the car after we
got going and race off down some alley. I’d keep my eyes open
during the ride to … wherever we were going.

Tex got into the car and started the engine. I
wondered how closely he would watch me. I turned to look at him,
but my head was stopped by the pressure of something metal pushed
up against my temple. It was the second time in my life, and the
second time that day, that a gun had been shoved up against me.

“I feel real sorry for you, William,” he drawled. “…
and you seem like a nice enough kid. But if you try to escape from
this car I’ll blow your fucking brains out.”

“Where are we going?” I asked, as the car began to
move.

“To the Sirkeci police station. It’s in the harbor
section of Istanbul.”

“What’s going to happen there?”

“Well… they’ll book you … ask you some questions.
You’ll probably go out to the prison tomorrow.”

“Are you with Interpol or something?”

“Or something,” Tex replied. He didn’t offer his
name.

“Can I call the American consul? Can I make a
telephone call? Can I get a lawyer?”

“All of that later,” Tex drawled. “They’ll let you
do all of that, but later.”

I watched the ribbon of highway that led back to
Istanbul. All thoughts of escape had been squelched by Tex’s gun. I
was definitely going to jail. “What… then?” I asked
uncertainly.

Tex considered the question before slowly answering.
“It’s hard to say. You could get a couple of years. You could get
twenty.”

“Twenty years!”

“It’s a very serious crime, William. Especially in
Turkey.”

Twenty years!! “It’s just hash,” I said. “It’s not
heroin or opium. It’s just pot… marijuana… hashish … all the
same.”

“Well, William, I’m not really up on all that. A
drug’s a drug, seems to me. But what I do know is that you’re in
trouble.”

I closed my eyes against the sudden pounding in my
head. Twenty years! That just couldn’t be. I tried to tell him that
hashish is the oil of the marijuana plant—not addictive, not
dangerous unless, like anything, you abuse it. But he wasn’t
listening.

We both grew silent, and for the first time it all
began to grow real. I was in trouble. This was going to be a very
bad experience, and not just for me. It would be so hard on my
folks. When I dropped out of Marquette in my senior year, my father
warned me that I was making a big mistake that I’d be sorry for
later. He had worked hard all his life, building a solid,
respectable career as a personnel manager for Metropolitan Life
Insurance Company. He’d never gone to college himself. And one of
his greatest hopes was to see all three of his children graduate. I
was to be the first. I came close, but somehow I couldn’t get
excited about a diploma. I really didn’t know what I’d do with it.
I wanted to travel the world, experience all sorts of
situations.

Travel was fine, Dad said. Experiences are fine. But
he advised me to finish school first. I wouldn’t listen.

That was strike one. Strike two came a few months
later when the Army called me in for a pre-induction physical. Dad
saw me starve myself for two days before the physical, and he knew
I acted crazy in front of the Army doctors. They rated me
psychologically unfit to serve. Dad was furious. How could I refuse
to serve my country? To him, service in the United States Army was
an honor. We argued violently that evening. Mom, with a worried
look on her face, rushed off to church to play bingo. Dad’s face
grew red under his snowy white hair and his Irish temper flashed.
Words flew. It was clear that neither of us could understand the
other’s viewpoint. Finally Dad leveled a finger at me. “OK,” he
said. “You drop out of college. You get a psychiatric report on
your records. Go bum around the world. Go ahead. But I’m telling
you now—you’re going to wind up in trouble.”

Dad, you were so right.

Was this strike three, I wondered? Would my father
wash his hands of me? I really didn’t know. Dad and I had never
discussed drugs. I’m sure that he thought hashish and heroin were
pretty much the same. If I’d been caught smuggling heroin he’d be
justified in leaving me here to rot… but did he understand the
difference? And Mom and Rob and Peggy—how much pain it would cause
them. Would I ever see them again?

“I’ve got to contact the consul!” I blurted out to
Tex.

“You’ll have time for that later. You can talk with
them after.”

“After… what?”

Tex watched me out of the corner of his eye. Maybe
he had a kid brother about my age. Maybe it was just my curly hair
or my Irish blue eyes. I was a slim, clean-shaven American college
dropout. I didn’t look like a smuggler and the relatively small
amount of hashish I was carrying proved that I wasn’t in the big
leagues. I knew he thought I’d done something dirty, but I began to
sense that he felt sorry for me anyway.

“Got a family back in New York?” he said.

I nodded. “Long Island.”

“… be tough on them.”

“Yes.” Oh, God!

“OK, get out,” Tex said. We had stopped in a narrow
cobblestone street. Dingy, ugly old buildings crowded above us. He
gently pushed me into one of them. There was noise and confusion
everywhere. Just inside the doors was a raggedy line of peasant
women dressed in black, holding crying children by the hands. They
moaned and whispered among themselves, waiting there for some
reason or other. They looked at me with narrow guarded eyes.

The filthy room stunk of stale sweat and tobacco.
Turkish police dragged prisoners back and forth. Most of the men
had chains dangling from their wrists. Tex took me over to a desk
where he spoke in Turkish to a couple of policemen. Then he turned
to me. “OK. They’ll take care of you here.”

I didn’t want him to go. I didn’t even know his
name. I didn’t know if he was from the consulate, Interpol, the
CIA—or what. But he was American. He spoke English. “Can you call
the American consul for me?” I asked.

“It’s not necessary. You’ll be able to contact them.
They’ll let you make a phone call or something.”

“Could you do it? Please.”

Tex paused. “OK.” He nodded to the policemen and was
gone.

The two Turks glared at me, then pushed me toward
some stairs. I hesitated. They growled out some command and shoved
me forward. On the first landing a prisoner with a bloody mouth was
backed into a corner, pleading with his tormentors. He screamed as
they closed in and beat him again.

I was taken to a small foyer off the main room
upstairs. I could still hear the screams of what now sounded like
several men. My eyes moved quickly around the room, afraid that I
might become the next screaming prisoner.

I was seated across a desk from a Turkish detective
who spoke passable English. Next to him was a big, dark,
swarthy-looking man in a business suit. He had no moustache, which
is unusual for a Turk. In contrast to the others in the building,
police as well as prisoners, he was clean. He grinned silently.

“Where did you get the hashish?” the detective asked
slowly.

I remembered the cab driver who had sold me the
hashish. Maybe he’d tipped off the police, but I didn’t think so.
He seemed genuinely friendly and even introduced me to his family.
I didn’t want him to be brought here, maybe beaten, but I didn’t
want to get myself into any further trouble either. Suddenly,
inspiration hit. I made up a story about two young hippie Turks and
their older friend whom I had met in the bazaar. I gave the
detective descriptions of them. “They sold me the stuff,” I
said.

“Would you recognize them again?”

“I’m… I’m not sure. I think so.”

The big man sitting next to the detective spoke in
Turkish. “He’s asking if you’re afraid,” the policeman
translated.

“I’m not afraid,” I lied.

They looked at each other and grinned. “Well, maybe
a little,” I admitted.

“He says, ‘Don’t be,’” the policeman said.

“Who is he?”

The detective pointed toward some large, round,
brass-colored cans sitting on his desk. The top was pried open on
one. He reached in and pulled out a bag of hashish in powdered
form, not yet pressed into plaques like mine. I peered inside the
can. It was jammed with the drug. There must have been five or six
kilos in it. The detective pointed to eight or ten similar cans
sitting off to one side of the room. “They’re his,” he indicated,
pointing to the grinning Turk.

“He gets arrested also, but with sixty kilos. Is
much, no?”

“Yes, it’s much,” I said.

I accepted a cigarette from the detective in order
to be friendly. But I inhaled it carefully. Then the detective
proposed a deal. If I would go with the police back to Sultan
Ahmet, the section where I had supposedly bought the drugs, and
point out the sellers, I would be on a plane for New York tomorrow.
I suspected that the man was lying, but I had nothing to lose. At
least I’d have a few more hours outside. And maybe, who knows, even
a chance to escape.

So I found myself walking back toward the Pudding
Shoppe that evening, flanked by a team of four detectives. They
were trying very hard to make themselves inconspicuous. I saw
hippies clear the sidewalk one hundred yards away as our little
squad made its way around the area. The Pudding Shoppe emptied of
customers the moment we walked in. I sat down at a table. I’d had
no food since morning and was suddenly very, very hungry. I got up
my courage and to the anger of the policemen I ordered scrambled
eggs and tea. I savored each bite, lingering until the detectives
became impatient enough to blow their cover, pull me up from the
table, and drive me back to the station.

Down, down the dark slimy stairs to the basement of
the station. Night now, the walls and the darkness closing in on
me. The game was over. Now I was scared, really scared.

In a tiny anteroom the detectives signed me over to
a crusty old jailer. He squinted at the official papers in the dim
light of a single bare bulb that dangled from the high cobwebbed
ceiling. I heard grunts, and turned to see a huge barred door. From
the darkness behind it, blackened, bearded faces peered out at me.
The stench of human waste was overwhelming. I wanted desperately
not to vomit in front of these men. I had to look tough. I was more
conscious than ever of my blond hair and my slim build. Slim, but
wiry, I reminded myself. I was tough and in good condition from
wrestling and all those summers of lifeguarding on Long Island. But
why had I stopped the karate lessons?

The jailor grabbed his keys. “Git!” he yelled
at the prisoners, who backed away from the barred door. He turned
an oversized iron key in the lock, tugged open the heavy door,
pushed me inside and slammed the bars behind me. The clang
echoed inside my pounding head.

My back was to the door. Six or seven curious Turks
gathered around me in a half circle. They were dressed poorly, all
of them dirty. One of them scratched his bearded face and flashed a
toothy grin. Another burped. The room was dark, almost black. The
stench was sickening.

What were they going to do? Anything could happen in
here. The police were all upstairs and didn’t seem to care. There
was a big man looming off to the right. I wondered if I should
smash him in the throat as hard as I could. Maybe the others would
get the message and leave me alone. If there was going to be a
fight, I wanted to at least throw the first punch.

The man with the toothy grin reached over and
lightly touched my hair. “Nebu?” he said and the men roared
with laughter. Suddenly, “Rrragghh!” from the back of the room.

The men scattered away. Out of the darkness came a
gruff but soothing voice. “Hey! Hey, Joe. Gel. Gel.” I
looked in the direction of the voice but could see nothing.

“Gel. Gel.”

I stepped over a few snoring bodies and moved toward
the voice. It seemed to be carrying me away from the worst part of
the stench. As my eyes adjusted to the light I blinked. I couldn’t
believe what I saw.

There, on the dirty floor, amidst this filth,
someone had laid out a clean blanket. On the blanket was spread a
feast of roast chicken, oranges, grapes, and bread. Sitting like a
king upon the blanket, surrounded by a half-dozen smiling friends,
was the big Turk I had met earlier, upstairs in the detective’s
office.

He grinned and held out a drumstick. “Sit,” he said,
gesturing.

I removed my boots and slowly settled onto the
blanket. Before I even reached the ground someone handed me a huge
lighted cigarette.

I smelled the unmistakable odor of hashish.


.
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“Smoke. Smoke,” the Turk said.

I glance toward the door in fear. The men sitting
around the blanket laughed. I stared at the cigarette a moment,
bewildered.

Earlier in the day I’d been arrested for hashish.
Because of that I was thrown into a dungeon where the first thing I
encountered was more hashish. It didn’t make sense at all.

But there it was in my hand and it didn’t seem like
the right time to upset my host. To the encouragement of the others
I puffed on the cigarette and choked back a cough. I was used to
smoking tiny bits of hashish in a pipe, but the Turks mixed the
drug with their rough tobacco and rolled it up in a big brown
paper. It looked like a Havana cigar. I took several cautious
puffs. Then I passed it to the man next to me.

They talked loudly, animatedly, as they ate. Their
hands flew about in exuberant gestures. They seemed unconcerned
about where they were. One of the men barked out an order to a
shabby prisoner lurking nearby. Instantly the prisoner poured a cup
of water from a plastic pitcher. He seemed like an alert servant,
eager to please his master.

I sat there trying to make sense of it all. Who were
those men who feasted and smoked hashish in the police lockup? I
wondered how they got away with it, and why the other prisoners
respected them.

Sharp, hungry eyes peered at me from the surrounding
gloom. But the other prisoners seemed afraid to come close as long
as I shared the hospitality of my hosts.

The well-dressed Turk pointed at me and grinned. He
held up two fingers. “Two kilos,” he told his friends. He pointed
toward his own chest, then raised both hands, opening and closing
them six times. He had sixty kilos. All his friends burst into
laughter.

They ate and smoked and talked and laughed for
hours. I wasn’t in the mood for a party, but I wasn’t going to
leave the safety of this circle. Their laughs were infectious. In
spite of myself I joined in. The smoke burned my eyes but at least
it masked the barnyard odors coming from the other end of the
room.

We finished the meal. The men rose, burping and
passing gas as though it were the height of good taste. My host
grunted. The servant quickly brushed the garbage off the blanket.
Immediately a fight broke out over chicken bones and orange peels,
but none of the men in the elite group seemed concerned. They
moved, instead, to a corner of the room where a rotting wooden
platform was bolted to the stone wall, braced up underneath by
thick wooden pillars. A short ladder led up to a shelf. Men dressed
in rags slept huddled together for warmth. My friends climbed up
and casually rolled the sleepers off the shelf down onto the hard
stone. “Allah!” the sleepers screamed as they tumbled to the
floor. But when they saw who had dispossessed them, they scurried
away meekly.

The servant carried the blanket over and spread it
on the planks. The big Turk sat down. The others in the group
produced newspapers from somewhere and laid them down. They
motioned for me to accept an honored position on the newspaper. The
big Turk grunted and waved at me to join him on the blanket. I
smiled graciously, shook my head, and pointed to a spot at the edge
of their territory. I didn’t want to sleep with these powerful men,
just be close to them.

I sat on the narrow wooden shelf, my back pressed
against the cold stone wall. My friends stretched, yawned, grunted,
and dropped quickly to sleep. Their contented snores indicated that
they were used to all this.

I certainly wasn’t. My head whirled, partly from the
buzz of hashish, but more from the throb of reality. For the first
time all day I was alone with my thoughts. They weren’t pleasant.
Tex said maybe twenty years. No! Twenty days would drive me
crazy.

“Hey. Hey. Joe,” someone whispered. I glanced over
to see a young, slick-haired Turk in a double-breasted suit several
sizes too big for him. “Come over here, man,” he said knowingly.
“Fik fik. Fik fik. Come on. Come over here.”

I turned my head away. He kept whispering, but I
ignored him. Neither he nor the other Turks seemed willing to come
too close. Even in their sleep, my protectors held a powerful
influence.

My bladder was bursting. The smell from the other
side of the room—too far away—told me where the toilet was. I just
gritted my teeth. I would hold on till morning. My body ached from
the damp cold and hard wood. I needed sleep. But my throbbing head
wouldn’t allow it.

This was so hard to believe. Could I cope with it? I
didn’t have any choice. I got myself into this mess; now I’d just
have to see it through. But could I? Would I be tough enough to
survive a Turkish prison? Thick, choking darkness settled around
me. I wanted to cry out. God, I had to get out of there!

Eventually I dropped off to sleep. Deep in the night
I was startled awake by the touch of light fingers on my thigh. A
small dark figure scurried away. He leaped down from the bench onto
the floor amid shouts and moans as he stumbled over the sleepers.
One of my friends woke.

“Noldu?” he asked sleepily.

I forced a smile and shrugged. He went back to sleep
immediately. Somehow I wasn’t sleepy anymore. Far off, a dog
grieved in the dark.

I was sweating, in spite of the cold. A mosquito
touched down lightly on my neck. I didn’t move. There were so many
it was useless to swat them. My eyes were
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