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In December, most U.S. military dependents were evacuated 
from Iran. Here they settle in for the long trip home. 

A tour in Tehran, Iran. The opportunity to travel, buy 
carpets and copper and learn about another culture. 

My husband's assignment as personnel officer for 
the Air Force Section of the Military Assistance Advisory 
Group took us to that faraway land in July 1978. I already had 
laid the groundwork for a job at Tehran American School, 
which our two older children would attend. A chance meeting 
with another newly arrived military family took care of 
babysitting arrangements for our two-year-old son. 

Our expectations were high. But who could have predicted 
the grim turn our lives would take? For we had stumbled 
upon what was to be the Shah of Iran's stormy swan song. 

The following are excerpts taken from my journal kept 
during the six turbulent months of our Iranian experience. 

JULY 23, 1978 
We have been flung to a corner of the world few Americans 
know exists. The contrasts caused by 20th century progress 
elbowing its way into this ancient civilization are startling. 
Women draped in black cloaks called chadores so that only 
their eyes are visible seem so incongruous in this city of shiny 
new Mercedes and towering skyscrapers. 
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Jerrianne R. Hayslett, son Chris holding son Chapen, 
and daughter Carrianne. (Photo by James Dunn) 

mail from us, boosted his morale . 
However, plans are in the works to make Iran an unaccom­

panied tour - which means even if that topsy-turvy world 
rights itself, we will not be able to return, and the earliest he 
can leave is next September. Wonder what I will do about 
furniture when our temporary relocation status expires in 
July . 

JANUARY 30 
The national news carried such bad news tonight, including 
stories of U.S. military people being shot at, that I tried to 
call Bib. The connection was good, but the situation is bad . 

For security reasons they are doubling up in their houses so 
at least two people will be living together. Personal safety 
has become a higher priority than protecting household goods 
from thieves. We'll probably never get our things out. 

Mail to Iran is almost nonexistent. Hi b has received only 
two letters from us. The rest of the mail is tied up in New 
York and he says there's even a four-star general trying to 
shake it loose. 

Morale is extremely low. The saying, " Home by Now Ruz" 
(Iranian New Year, in March), which has kept them going so 
far , is taking on a hollow ring. 

The anti-American attacks , previously directed at homes 
and vehicles, are now against the men themselves. In most 
cases the only provocation is wearing American clothes . Hib 
never ventures out these days without his gun. 

Our conversation ended on a down note. Iranian telecom­
munications workers ha ve jammed the international lines , 
making it necessary to use operator assistance on long 
distance calls. But when the operators hear an American 
voice, they disconnect. I will have to call hi m from now on. 
Another means of communication has been severed. 

FEBRUARY 1 
The news was so bad tonight. Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini 's 
return to Iran looks like a preview of the chaotic holocaust 
that seems destined for that country. 

I resisted the urge to call again. I must have faith that my 
husband is all right. 

January 30: 
"The anti-American attacks are now 
against the men themselves. Hib 
never ventures out these days 
without his gun." 
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FEBRUARY 2 
ronight' s news reported that the remaining 18,000 Americans 
were leaving Iran. And a friend told me he had heard that 
five military planes were being flown in to get U.S. troops 
out. My heart is in my throat, urging me to wait by the phone 
for a call letting us know Hib's on his way home. But my head 
must rule . I remember the inaccurate reports of American 
evacuation as early as Dec. 8. 

Every waking moment I am trying to stuff my emotions 
back into their holding compartments. I must force myself to 
continue day-to-day activities and not plan on anything that 
isn't fact. Our future hangs suspended on a slender thread in 
a country half a world away. 

A POSTSCRIPT: FEBRUARY 18 
It has been seven weeks of agony. The emotiona l roller 
coaster h as been exhausting. With no mail since Feb. 4 and 
telephone communications cut off, we were totally dependent 
on the news media for information for more than two weeks. 
It sounded worse every day. 

In the last letter I received , Hib said that he had been 
assigned additional duties making him essential to the 
mission; these would prevent him from leaving until next 
fall. That really put us into a tailspin. 

But this evening , the phone rang. A voice , husky with 
fatigue , "I am in Frankfurt. We're out of Iran for good." But 
his departure was none too smooth. 

On Feb. 10 cadets at the Iranian air force training ba se 
rebelled. Hib told me he and 50 other U.S. military personnel 
were under siege for several hours in their Air Force Section 
offices while Iranians of every persuasion battled with 
weapons , from handguns to tanks , seized from the base 
arsenal. The Americans finally were airlifted by helicopters 
to safer territory in the American Community Center to the 
north of the city. 

Two days later our apartment, previously so secure under 
the protective shadow of neighboring SAVAK, ca m e under 
the direct attack of rampaging mobs overrunning tha t hated 
secret police compound. From 10 in the morning until 2: 30 in 
the afternoon , Hib lay in the bathtub with the shower curtain 
drawn and all of the doors in the apartment locked. Hordes of 
people armed to the teeth stormed the stairway and hall and 
swarmed over the roof, shooting into the windows and pound­
ing on the door. 

It was only through the persuasiveness of our immediate 
neighbors, who convinced the attackers tha t no Americans 
were there, that his life was spa red. Three other U.S. Air 
Force officers two blocks away had similar close calls and 
also were saved by the courage of their neighbors. We owe 
those people a lot! 

When the shooting was over , Hib found the roof littered 
wi th spent shells. Several windows were shot out, including 
the one directly above the bathtub. 

For the next few days the four men in the neighborhood 
barricaded themselves in one house to wait for the day they 
could be evacua ted. Even though they were allowed only one 
suitcase when they left, they had to stand in line for more 
than 10 hours while Khomeini revolutionaries, doubling as 
customs officials, picked over every article of c lothin g 
carried by the evacuees. 

Hib is being given a 30-day TDY to try to put our affairs in 
order. We will attack the mounds of paperwork necessary to 
file a claim for our household goods. Since private insurance 
does not cover riot and civil unrest, we must rely on the 
government, whic h has a maximum limit of $15,000 - not 
much in the face of the loss of nine rooms of furniture, car­
pets, drapes , clothes, linens , dishes, other assorted stuff and 
an $8000 automobile. But the ma terial is immaterial - all 
that matters is that our family is safe and together. 

The adventure of Iran became the challenge to survive a 
history-making revolution. But now we look forward to a new 
adventure in our lives , a tour at March AFB, Calif. A warm 
climate but hopefully not quite such a hot spot. 0 


