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Istanbul

PETER BOYCE

I took a weaving class in art school, and 

one of  the assignments was to make a 

weaving in conjunction with a photo 

blog, a thirty-day photo blog with a weaving in 

thirty parts. It seemed like an effort on the part 

of  the professor to get us to explore weaving 

as a metaphor. I think mine turned out a little 

forced, like most of  the work I made in art 

school. It was a weaving that looked like a road 

with a compendium of  photos from my daily 

bicycle commute down a not-so-bike-friendly 

road in Baltimore County. It also included 

a letter sent to local politicians petitioning a 

cross walk at a particularly perilous intersection 
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(the faculty really pushed for activist art). I even arranged the text of  

the petition vertically over a montage of  the photos, like warp stings 

weaving my month together. Forced.

 Five years later, I am living in Istanbul working not as an 

artist, but as an English teacher. Recently, however, I have started 

weaving again, this time with a backstrap loom, a simple contraption 

that doesn’t require a frame or any purchased equipment and which 

I learned how to use entirely on the Internet, from a blog kept by an 

Australian lady named Elaine Waddington. I like backstrap weaving, 

but it doesn’t yield much in terms of  scale. It’s hard to go big. It’s a lot 

of  sitting hunched over and counting strings for something about the 

size of  a drink coaster.

 Anyhow, on April 1st I sat down to work on a small weaving 

with more time than I am supposed to have on a Tuesday, that evening’s 

class—a class of  Turkish nationals studying for an English test that 

they will most likely fail due to poor administration that resulted in 

several teacher replacements and an erratic schedule, which in turn 

resulted in low group morale and poor attendance—that class having 

once again been cancelled.

 The piece I’m working on features two separate parallel 

patterns, and each pattern requires its own manipulation of  warp 

strings, its own sequence of  string picking. There is no concept, just 

an original pattern and contrasting colors. When I sat down Tuesday 

I had to begin by going backwards, taking out what I’d done the night 

before, because on one of  the patterns—a series of  backwards and 

forwards Zs, one on top of  the other—    

once the piece is finished, in the glow of  accomplishment that little 

imperfection will be what I see least. But stifling that nagging impulse 

to go back in and fuss is hard.

 I set about pulling out the weft, moving backwards, counting 

the pattern, weaving in reverse. I got as far back as the glitch and then 

started to move forward again. I picked and counted, moving forward 

with the Zs, row by row.

 Once I’d woven back up to the place I’d left off  the night 

before, I stopped and sighed. Sure as I had corrected the one mistake 

I had woven in another, into the pattern running parallel. I decided to 

leave it be and kept moving forward.

Z Z ZZ Z ZZ Z ZZ Z Z

I’d made a mistake that I was too bleary-eyed to go back and fix. 

Either fix it or just forget it and move forward, since going backwards 

is irritating. Plus I know from experience that if  I leave the mistake be, 



D rove down from London with 

the dog on Sunday. It’s grey but 

warm, sun rising beside the old 

church tower, burning mist off  the pasture.

 Last week was a cacophony of  bad 

news, of  hope for the future slipping out of  

reach. Though being here on this building site 

is more than an escape. 

 Have you noticed travelling awakens 

echoes of  memory? I keep seeing California 

sunlight, smelling Southeast Asian air, 

glimpsing South American horizons. Succulent 

hard-labor daydreams.

 Alex is beside me; it is his house I am 

Belgium
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helping build. A complex puzzle of  mortise and tenon, tree trunks 

and straw bales. No nails, just massive beams with the personality of  

the tree conscientiously preserved. From children sharing summers on 

the Oregon coast, who could have imagined us here, today? There is a 

sublime sense to his wonderful wife and two exquisite young daughters 

waiting in the chalet by the river with nostalgic recipes. My elderly Los 

Angeles rescue dog reclining in the grass, 

watching us work, watching the cats and 

dogs and horses around us. Now up and 

running, scampering and curious; a funny, 

uncoordinated, slightly deaf  puppy.

      Sun burns away grey, beating 

pleasantly on my pasty English neck. 

Sawdust memories fill my nose. Joe’s San 

Francisco email in my thoughts.

      My relationship with that city 

continues complexly. It’s the only one I’ve 

ever wanted to live in. With a yearning 

inherited from my parents, I spent a good part of  my life working 

towards living there. Sold a car, left a career, was briefly homeless in 

pursuit of  this goal. And when I finally became a part of  the city and 

it a part of  me, my days were filled with joy beyond dreams.  

 For years I dreaded the day my oldest partner in crime and 

San Francisco dreamer would leave, but now she has and nothing 

feels changed. No severed root: whether through atrophy or strength 

remains obscure.

 From San Francisco to Singapore, and an awful homesickness 

only now faded to shadow behind new bars of  latitude. Residual 

nostalgia for times I was happiest and felt most completely myself. But 

if  I’d never left I’d like to think that happiness would hide a growing 

emptiness, the place where restless experiences were meant to live. 

 I console myself  with the thought return is impossible, the city 

and I have changed too much. But this is a gentle deception. Fog still 

rolls over the hills. The Pacific rides Golden Gate beach. Streetcars 

tremble through Chinatown. Where else could my worst fears come to 

pass – loneliness, poverty, illness – without disturbing a fundamental 

peace? But peace wasn’t enough. And San Francisco is way too fucking 

expensive these days.

 I used to mourn for the person I was and the life I had in 

California. Now I miss the light or the air, or the sounds of  things in 

the fog, or the sensation of  stepping into a gay dive at dusk, a space 

filled with people who understand me better than anyone, anyplace 

else.

 But right now I’m in Belgium in the sun, with old friends and 

children and an ancient dog who’s more of  a pleasure every day and a 

husband I wouldn’t change, feeling as young as I ever have, writing to 

Joe, my closest – I don’t think there’s a word for what you are to me. I 

would trade this for SF in a moment.

 I guess I have.
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I had vowed to not get drunk last night. 

A 10.30am start at the Royal Artillery 

Monument at Hyde Park Corner. Only 

25 minutes, 30 max, to photograph a shyish, 

young opera buck called Ross. I’d been asked 

by my friend Neil, the production’s director, to 

do the job. ‘What’s the story? Can you give me 

a little colour?’ I’d requested over the phone. 

‘Siberia, defecting soldier… just Dom him.’

 After 44 years of  procrastination and a 

great deal of  amused diversion, three months 

ago I finally made the leap, or more correctly 

was cliff-pushed into what I perhaps always 

should have been – a photographer for hire. 

People, their faces and surrounding spaces 

London
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mainly, but if  there’s a story? Anything, anywhere. New slip roads 

and those welcoming abysses again. I’m sure there were swifter, more 

linear routes available to this destination but, well, magpie eyes are 

endlessly distracted. That moment after the shutter clicks. Butterfly 

catching. A string of  glimpsed & glittering non sequiturs, whatever 

you want to call it? has always been, more than any other, my stimulant 

of  choice. So, when your teenage literary hero, become friend, turned 

occasional employer asks you to Dom someone, all you can do, despite 

the previous night’s dashes of  cava, rum & unspecified sedatives, is 

ensure you turn up 15 minutes early, shaved, caffeinated, survey the 

scene and light, trust and Wait.

 Ross was already there with Wardrobe Caroline. Both smiled 

easy Hullos as did I – a bonus – we are, thus, already all in credit. 

Neil’s hand arrives easy on my shoulder ‘Hullo Mister’, followed by 

two press agents, Shoel & colleague. More people than I was expecting 

but it’s neither here nor there as I am already showing Neil, ‘I was 

thinking here, here & there….’ ‘Good. All’s in hand,’ he tails off  

towards Caroline who has brought five militaryish overcoats. ‘The 

green & brown one,’ I point, unasked. ‘The blue?’ she proffers. ‘No, 

it’s too fashion,’ I cut only slightly too swiftly, inwardly blanching at 

my own uncharacteristic too-fashionness. And we’re off, Ross and I, 

Neil three silent feet behind. Against black marble tombs, perpetual 

sleeping soldiers, relief  friezes, chin up, a bit more, arms folded against 

them Siberian winds please, look Just over my right shoulder, hold it 

there, a bit more, I’ve no idea how many we’ve taken, it’s never too 

many. Change coats, pull back.

 Suddenly we hear the unexpected clank and rattle of  

approaching equinary, the Household Cavalry on their morning Hyde 

Park ride. For the first and only time Neil interjects: ‘Dom, photo opp 

stage right,’ and we three drop back as one, 20 feet in five seconds. 
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Ross, Cavalry, Monument. One shot. ‘Got it?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘Good, we’re 

done then, thank you, see you soon, please,’ and over his and all their 

departing shoulders, ‘Could you call Jimmy if  you have five? He’s 

rotten ill, it’d really cheer him,’ and they’re gone. Standing alone in a 

sudden sunlight I check my phone. 23 minutes start to end. 10.53am 

April 1st. Gifthorses and April Fools.



Woke up this morning from 

vague and restless sleep. My 

head ached from drinking too 

much Pernod before bedtime last night. With 

supreme sluggishness, I washed out the coffee 

pot in the kitchen, put some grinds in, turned 

the stove on. Then lay back in bed waiting for 

the coffee to brew, reading Buddenbrooks.

 I put a record on the player, 

Fennesz’s “Black Sea,” and read some more 

Buddenbrooks. I waited patiently for my 

roommate to leave for work so I could be alone 

in the house in peace. I flipped the record over.

 He left around 2pm. I decided to make 

1918
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some lunch: cooked rice, heated up a pouch of  freeze-dried Indian 

food from Trader Joe’s. I checked email, spent a little time on the 

computer. When lunch was ready, I settled down at the dining room 

table with a DVD borrowed from the library, a 1969 adaptation of  The 

Forsyte Saga. I wasn’t enjoying this adaptation so much as the 2002 

version so far, it seemed over-acted, not as subtle. But knowing me, I’ll 

probably end up loving it anyway.

 When I finished lunch, I got ready to leave the house and get 

my haircut. I left the dishes in the sink for when I got back. It was 

remarkably warm out, amazing to be able to step outside the house 

wearing merely a t-shirt and hoodie. I enjoyed the leisurely walk to 

the barbershop, appreciating the healthy bustle of  the streets full of  

people making their way home from work.

 The barbershop was backed up when I got there, only one guy 

working, Aron. The other guy—the older one whose hands smell like 

baby powder, and doesn’t talk much yet is always so meticulous when 

cutting my hair—had taken the day off  due to stomach ulcers. I waited 

nearly an hour before it was my turn, but I didn’t mind so much. I 

played video games on my phone, wrote a couple emails, smoked a 

cigarette. I half  listened to the news on the television set, noticing the 

same headlines repeating every half  hour.

 People continued piling into the barbershop in the meanwhile. 

I could see Aron looking a little stressed out, especially as the shop 

neared closing time. He had a rushed air about him when I finally sat 

in the chair. He zipped through my haircut, but seemed to do just as 

fine a job as always.

 When I left, the air outside was much cooler. I shivered in 

my t-shirt and hoody but reveled in my newly shorn hair. Back at the 

house, I hopped into the shower. I felt tired suddenly, too tired to 

wash the dishes. So I lay back in bed trying to read Buddenbrooks 

again. Must have been more 

tired than I realized, for I fell 

asleep, clutching the book to 

my chest. When I awoke I 

was famished. Though I think 

I puttered around the house 

for an hour doing God knows 

what before finally going out 

for something to eat.

 I bought tacos, chips, 

and guacamole at a taco 

truck by the subway station. 

I stopped in at the Greek 

bakery for something sweet, my hunger was oddly overwhelming. I 

bought an Oreo cream cake.

 I sat in front of  the computer and watched The Forsyte Saga 

again while eating tacos, and afterwards cake. When I finished, I washed 

the dishes from earlier in the afternoon as a Jamie Woon record played 

from the bedroom. I smoked a cigarette and then crawled into bed 

once again to read more Buddenbrooks before falling asleep.
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This morning I awoke at 6:30 with 

the same question I fell asleep 

meditating about at 12:50am – do 

my parents need another degree on their wall 

or is this my time to build literal and figurative 

foundations so that I too can one day have 

my own wall confirming the weight of  my 

investment in my own children? 

 The very minute I decided, I received 

an email from a friend whose child is a few 

months from high school graduation. She 

shared her great news of  having been selected 

to travel abroad to represent Belize on her 

exceptional creative writing skills. My joy for 



her was complete as if  the universe were validating my own efforts. In 

that moment I decided that I should add that feeling to my evolving 

definition of  love. The resulting definition: love is being as happy for 

another person’s successes as you are for your own. 

 The morning flowed along as usual with the chores of  

motherhood, preparing one four-year-old child for pre-school and one 

two-year-old for real life all before reaching work as close to the hour 

as possible. Today though, I was 13 minutes late. 

 Firstborn had lost two small batteries from a toy phone in the 

schoolyard yesterday so I spent a few minutes with him in the yard 

looking for them. Luckily, he found them and I allowed him to keep 

his toy with some cautionary words. 

 Although I knew this would make me late, a detour close to 

the school made me later than planned. I would soon hear that the 

outdoor market was relocated temporarily within the mid-city area 

from an interim location on the edge of  the city. My lunch plan would 

now be affected. The plan was to catch up with a relatively new friend 

who may become a business partner. She called shortly after I arrived 

at work and we agreed to meet on Friday instead. 

 As usual I wrote a list of  must-do’s and kept a running list of  

actual do’s during the work day. Met with one of  my staff  at length 

about outstanding financial matters he hadn’t settled with me yet. 

 Lunchtime was spent submitting personal information 

to PayPal in order to verify my account, dropping off  one load of  

laundry for full-service, and shopping at the temporary market for 

fresh produce. The PayPal verification caused me to lose my spot for 

Master Class with a life coach that I had been looking forward to since 

last week. While undergoing verification you are unable to add money 

to your account and the coach has no alternative payment method than 

PayPal.
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 On the flip side, as I was resolving this issue I received an email 

from an artist friend about a fraudulent online transaction someone 

sucked her into making. Her inconvenience made me realize that, 

while cumbersome, PayPal is ensuring that I am not like the leech who 

defrauded my friend.
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