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CHAPTER 4 

Inherited Heritage: The Sinasite Houses 

 

Character Sketch: Andreas 

 Andreas was at the Greek Mansion Hotel, engaged in a serious game of backgammon with 

the hotel’s owner, Murat when I first met him. He was enjoying a cigarette, a small glass of 

brandy, and a plate of thinly sliced pastırma (cured beef) as he considered his moves and gauged 

my qualifications. I spent half an hour explaining my research interests, my contacts in the 

village, and my initial thoughts. It wasn’t until I mentioned my Fulbright funding that Andreas 

paused in his game and turned to fully face me. “Why didn’t you say that from the beginning?” 

he asked. “Then we would have been on the same page.” 

 Andreas was wealthy. We never spoke about his business, but online research indicated 

that he was a genuine Greek shipping magnate. There was a lot of gossip in the village about his 

means and how much it must have cost him to buy and renovate his uncle’s mansion. I heard that 

he had donated a substantial sum to the restoration of the St. Nicholas Monastery in addition to 

taking on the restorations of his private dwelling. I heard that he’d said his heart broke a little bit 

every time a tour bus rumbled through the main road, hastening the demise of a beautiful 

mansion already crumbling. I heard that he wanted to fix that one up next. I heard all kinds of 

things about Andreas—that he was wealthy and snobby; that he was wealthy but treated 

everyone like family; that he had paid bribes to obtain building permissions; that locally he only 
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socialized with Murat’s family; that Murat and his family were possessive and prevented him 

from getting to know exchangees in town, and so on. I never did learn his full life history. He 

was educated in America. He spoke of farmland in Australia. He was well-connected to 

prominent figures in Greece and in Turkey. He was in conversation with universities such as 

Harvard and Stanford to sponsor research about Greek heritage in Cappadocia and hoped to set 

up a research center in town. He was well-informed about American (and Greek, and Turkish) 

politics. At times, he paid more attention to the men in the room than the women. He could be 

old-fashioned and intimidating. He could also be very warm and even silly, gleefully recounting 

jokes from his childhood despite a confused foreign audience.  

 To my knowledge, Andreas was the only Greek descendant of the Population Exchange 

who had purchased an ancestral family home in his homeland, certainly in Sinasos. He had not 

“repatriated”; it was his parents and not he who had been exiled from Sinasos, and he remained a 

Greek citizen even after renovating the home in Turkey. Andreas’s first visit to Sinasos (by then 

Mustafapaşa) was in the late 1980s. But he had reclaimed his family heritage in the mid-2000s 

and when I met him he was busily involved in the final stages of a decade-long renovation 

process. When I told Andreas that what he had done was very interesting to me, he was 

dismissive. It wasn’t what he had done, in buying the house, that mattered to him, it was what he 

would do with it afterwards. I insisted, saying, “Still, you are the only person I have ever heard 

of who’s done this.” “No one else is as crazy as me!” he replied. 

 When I returned to Mustafapaşa after a year in Greece, Andreas invited me for tea in the 

finally finished house. The entire village and I had watched the ongoing construction project at 

the top of the hill for more than a year, and I was excited to see the results. At the entrance, I was 

greeted by Hamdi and his wife. Hamdi’s family had owned the land adjacent to Andreas’s house, 



102 

 

and Andreas had purchased it from Hamdi to build a large courtyard. Following the sale, 

Andreas had taken Hamdi and his wife into his employ as caretakers of his property. They 

watched over the home when Andreas was away and served him when he was in town, making 

tea and coffee for his guests and otherwise responding to his requests. Hamdi felt it was very 

good fortune that he had sold the land when he inherited it (his father had refused), because 

Andreas had taken them in like family. But, he explained to me that they were having some 

trouble with communication. Andreas was fluent in at least Greek and English, but he knew little 

Turkish. Hamdi and his wife spoke only Turkish. They were learning a few words of English to 

better serve Andreas, but joked that they needed someone like me to help with communication. 

Later, when Andreas appeared, I mentioned to him that I knew a man in Mustafapaşa who was 

fluent in Turkish and English, a rarity in the small village, who could help with the 

communication troubles he and Hamdi were having. Andreas was affronted; had it never 

occurred to me that he had hired Hamdi precisely because he wanted to learn Turkish? 

Figure 8. Andreas’s house after renovations 
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 Andreas seemed changed after my year away. He confessed that the birth of his first 

grandchild, a boy named after him, had transformed him in ways he hadn’t anticipated, more 

than the births of his own children. He had lost some of his gruffness and, to my surprise, made 

romantic prognostications about my love life, future family, and forthcoming academic 

successes. He invited me for a meal, delighting in serving a simple pasta dish that reminded him 

of his mother. When a noodle fell from his plate, he scraped it up, exclaiming that since 

childhood, he had never let a bite go to waste. Joy in his new home and freedom from the 

stresses of the renovation project contributed to Andreas’s warmth and rosy new outlook as 

much as his baby grandson. He had just finished hosting a party celebrating the completion of 

the house and honoring his guest, Greek Orthodox Patriarch Bartholomew, who had come to 

Cappadocia to say mass in a nearby church. Andreas was still determined to open a research 

center in the village and was beginning to explore other restoration projects, but first he was 

enjoying life in his new (ancestral) home. 

 Despite his new positivity, Andreas was exacting when we discussed my research. He had 

always been concerned about accuracy. He thought that I should publish nothing rather than 

publishing stories that weren’t accurate and he wasn’t convinced by my arguments that, as an 

anthropologist, rumors, romanticized memories, and even outright falsehoods were as interesting 

to me as “the truth.” I was primarily concerned with the experiences of the village’s exchangees, 

but Andreas counted among his friends in the village those who descended from the Muslims 

living there before the Exchange. These were the families that lived alongside his ancestors in 

Sinasos and had worked for them just like Hamdi now worked for Andreas. So, as I talked to him 

about the cold welcome I’d heard the exchangees had received from the natives when they’d first 
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arrived, Andreas stopped me to insist, as always, that I look at the other side of the coin, “the 

side with the little teeth.”  

Introduction 

 Andreas was right: there were two sides to the story when it came to exchangee-native 

relations and the architectural heritage of the expelled Sinasites. Exchangees felt that they had 

faced discrimination from the natives because of differences in language and complexion, but for 

many natives, property was at the heart of the tension. Incoming Zakoni exchangees were 

allocated lands and spacious mansions that had belonged to the Greek Orthodox Sinasites. Many 

of the natives had worked those lands for many years as the employees of the Christian Sinasites. 

They lost their jobs when the Christians left, and chafed at the unfairness of the division of the 

abandoned property. Spacious homes and fields they had tended for decades went to newcomers 

with no knowledge of how to care for either. Thus began decades of resentments between the 

natives and exchangees about how to care for the old Christian properties.  

 The exiled Sinasites were more sympathetic to the exchangees who had overtaken their 

homes than were the native Muslims of Sinasos. Returning to visit in the 1950s, E. Tsalikoglu 

had the following to say about the actions of the exchangees and the reactions of the natives: 

All the natives attacked the refugees of Macedonia. What I didn’t hear against 
them. The destructions of the villages of Cappadocia, in which Greeks lived prior to the 
Exchange, are attributed to them. They were accused of uprooting fruit trees, demolishing 
the renowned mansion of the Greeks, etc. 
 I who know what refugee life is and was, justify absolutely our sympathetic 
fellow-sufferers who settled in Cappadocia and ruined our villages. For the Exchanged, 
above all was their survival. They were not interested in the destruction of houses, 
monuments, etc, since they had been destroyed themselves and died like livestock….. 
 Right up to the time of our departure we saw nothing bad from the refugees.  
They were all good people. They ran to the general stores for every little thing, whereas 
in our parts we lived with full cellars. We said, “What will these people do when winter 
comes?” I wasn’t surprised when instead of our house I beheld a garden. The destruction 
of our ancestral hearth seemed very natural to me. Certainly, I said, the new owners were 
forced to pull it down in order to survive, and they pulled it down.        (Balta 2009, 166) 
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In the past, there had been understanding among the first generation exchangees, who had 

suffered the same traumatic exile, that their priority was survival above all else. The destruction 

of the Sinasite property seemed natural, even necessary, when the situation of the exchangees 

was so precarious—the landscape was unfamiliar, the natives were unwelcoming, and winter was 

imminent. Today, discussions about how to treat the Sinasite properties are more contentious. 

Renewed interest in the Population Exchange brought exchangees back to their homelands, and 

the children and grandchildren of the Mustafapaşa natives, exchangees, and Christian Sinasites 

became involved in determining the future of the Sinasite architectural heritage. The three 

populations have all participated in the renovation of the old mansions, churches, and monastery, 

sometimes working together towards similar aims and sometimes competing to achieve differing 

goals.  

“Inherited” Property and Exchangee House Societies 

Houses are loci of everyday domestic life and important elements in the transmission of 

family identity, cohesion, and wealth across generations. They can also be the basis of larger 

social organization, what Claude Levi-Strauss’ calls “house societies” (1988[1975]). In house 

societies, connections can be traced along multiple lines of descent, and networks are built 

through both exogamous and endogamous marriage. Those embraced by the house engage in a 

constant struggle to expand its power outwards while simultaneously maintaining control within 

it. The house contains this contest, protecting and protected by these various centrifugal and 

centripetal linkages of blood and marriage.  

Inheritance is a key concept in Lévi-Strauss’ articulation of house societies; the house 

“perpetuates itself through the transmission of its name, its goods, and its titles down a real or 

imaginary line, considered legitimate as long as this continuity can express itself in the language 
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of kinship or of affinity and, most often, of both” (1988 [1975], 174). Inheritance practices do 

not only reflect kinship and other social relationships, but they can also create lasting social 

bonds besides those between parents and children. This is especially common in situations where 

a caretaker is required for the home and its elderly inhabitants but traditional heirs are lacking 

(see Brettell, 1991).  

Transnational exchangees often form a kind of “house society.” They are not legitimate 

according to Lévi-Strauss’ model, because ancestral homes were “inherited” not via blood or 

marriage, but as a result of forced displacement and resettlement following World War I and the 

Greco-Turkish War. The subsequent Population Exchange emptied villages of their Christian 

inhabitants, leaving their homes vacant and preventing traditional forms of inheritance. These 

homes were allocated to incoming Muslim exchangees. In this way, homes that would have 

otherwise been passed down through generations became “misplaced” heritage, lost by one 

displaced population and newly acquired by another (Tunbridge and Ashworth 1996, 50).  

Analysis of these events suggests that state policies to remove minorities from the 

Ottoman Empire had not only the goals of ethnic and religious homogenization in mind, but, as 

in many other cases, also the economic benefit of appropriating the lands, industries, and 

properties of the expelled groups (Üngör and Polatel, 2011; see also Aktar and Keyder in 

Hirschon, 2003). Non-Muslim Ottomans were constructed as “other” by nationalizing Turks and 

were dispossessed of their homes and assets, sometimes violently, for the benefit of the nascent 

nation-state. Their property was legally classified as “abandoned” and reallocated, creating a 

Turkish bourgeoisie and demonstrating the value of the new state to its citizens (Morack, 2017). 

Müge Göçek argues that this “plunder of the wealth a social group has labored to create during 

their lifetime or inherited from their ancestors” constitutes “material harm” within a context of 
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greater collective violence enacted against Orthodox, Armenian, and Kurdish minorities at this 

time (2015, 16). The confiscation of properties like the Christian-owned mansions of Sinasos can 

be understood as part of a wider project to end Ottoman multi-religious “coexistence” and 

homogenize and nationalize Turkey’s economy and demography. 

By recasting the allotment of private family homes to incoming exchangees as a form of 

inheritance – one that is contested, historicized, and still unfolding – the houses can signify and 

incite reconnection as well as rupture. Stories of emotional exchangee visits to the homeland are 

often coupled with stories of ancestral neighbors who protected some portion of the expelled 

family’s property, even if it were just the key to the lost home. In fact, it was the trans-Aegean 

journey of one such “inherited” property that brought the Population Exchange back into Turkish 

public consciousness in the late-1990s. Kemal Yalçın’s 1998 book Emanet Çeyiz (The Entrusted 

Trousseau) told the story of his attempts to return the wedding trousseau left in his family’s care 

when their Christian neighbors, the Minoğlu family, were expelled (Yalçın 2011[1998]). Like 

many others, the Minoğlu family anticipated an imminent return. Kemal Yalçın’s grandfather 

was the first to protect the dowry. The Minoğlu family had not yet come for it when he died, and 

so he passed the responsibility of protecting the bequest to his son, who upon his death finally 

passed it to Kemal. In this way, Yalçın inherited both the dowry and the duty of protecting it for 

the Minoğlu daughters and their descendants.  

Rather than wait for the family to return, Kemal Yalçın journeyed to Greece to find them. 

While he searched, he recorded the stories of the exchangees he encountered. His book combines 

their stories with family histories of exchangees he interviewed in Turkey, and concludes with 

Yalçın’s happy return of the dowry to the granddaughter of the woman for whom it was 

originally prepared. These stories comprised the first widely read account of the Population 



108 

 

Exchange from the perspective of the individuals who experienced it, adding important 

alternatives to official narratives about the era of Turkey’s founding and the populations that 

reside within it (Iğsız 2008). The book, which garnered public attention first when Yalçın won 

national literature awards and again when he was prosecuted for insulting Turkishness, served to 

educate the Turkish public about the Population Exchange. The story of the Minoğlu inheritance, 

shared as it was between the Greeks and Turks who cared for it, indicated the possibility for new 

kinds of cooperative cross-Aegean relationships, particularly around issues of exchangee 

heritage.  

Many exchangees returning to their homelands were primarily concerned with finding 

their ancestral homes, and they expected to find the homes occupied by new residents—in fact, 

they hoped so, as occupation guaranteed that the home would still be standing. They came 

prepared with gifts to tempt the new owners to welcome them into the homes, and left with 

traditional promises of future reciprocal hosting: “We are also waiting for you.” Exchangee 

relationships grew in intimacy over the course of such exchanges, based principally around 

shared connection to a house. 

Fikriye’s experience demonstrates this process nicely. I first met Fikriye, a retired 

schoolteacher, on an April 2015 LMV trip to Ioannina (Yanya).  She was pointing to an 

Ottoman-style mansion and telling her friends that “our house”, the ancestral family home she’d 

found just yesterday, looked a lot like this one before us now.  She was very excited to have met 

the family living there. They had taken photographs together and exchanged contact information. 

Months later, Fikriye and I happened to join the same LMV trip to a different part of Greece. I 

watched as she scooted into the bus seat next to Panos, a Rum accompanying the tour, to ask for 

his help translating Turkish to Greek.  She was communicating via Facebook Messenger with the 
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owners of her family home in Ioannina. Fikriye showed me the messages. She still remembered a 

little Greek from her mother, and she’d written it out phonetically, messages like, “How are 

you?” and “How many siblings do you have?” The head of the household, the son of the 

exchangees first allocated the property, responded. Fikriye learned that his mother had a favorite 

Turkish song, and she found a link to a video showing a Turkish belly dancer performing to the 

song to send to him. Their correspondence continued at such a rate that, by the end of the trip, 

her friends were teasing her, “Fikriye, do you have a new boyfriend?”  Fikriye laughed, “He’s 

what, 50 years old?!” In her early 70s, Fikriye thought he was far too young for the joke to be 

taken seriously.   

Two years after I returned from the field, I noticed a Facebook post from Fikriye. The 

family living in her ancestral home had taken her up on her offer to return the hospitality they’d 

shown her in Greece. In her post, she wrote, “The owners of my mother’s house in Yanya came 

to visit me in Istanbul. I’m so happy.” An accompanying series of photographs showed Fikriye 

entertaining Stathis and his wife at a restaurant and then in her own home, where they enjoyed a 

homemade meal with a few of her family members and then looked at photographs over a 

selection of fruit. In one photograph, Stathis has thrown his arm around Fikriye. He commented 

on this picture, captioning (in Greek), “I love you all! But most of all, my new aunt Fikriye.” The 

statement was followed by a long string of kiss and heart emojis. Over a number of years, 

Fikriye, Stathis, and their families built relationships they characterized with kinship terms. 

Rather than family relationships making them inheritors of property, “inherited” property had 

made them like family. These connections happened between individual families all across the 

Aegean through homeland tourism. In Mustafapaşa, it happened on a larger scale, as the whole 
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architectural heritage of the Christian Sinasites brought the three communities together into long-

lasting social relationships that constituted a sort of house society.  

House as Heritage in Mustafapaşa  

The Population Exchange was enacted over 90 years ago, and almost no first-generation 

exchangees are alive today to visit their former homes, much less reoccupy them. The structures 

have endured, outlasting their original occupants to take on new owners, new purposes, and new 

meanings. In Sinasos, some of the Christians’ mansions were purchased in recent decades by 

members of the native population. Others have been purchased by outsiders to the village, and a 

few are even owned by foreigners. Two have been renovated with complete or partial funding 

and oversight from members of the Nea Sinasite community. Most of the houses, though, 

continue to be owned by descendants of the Muslim exchangees expelled from Zakoni village to 

Sinasos. This population is interested in preserving their own identity and ancestral heritage as 

the people of Zakoni. The lifestyles they replicate draw from that ancestry, creating a 

discrepancy between it and the legacy preserved in the restored exteriors of the homes. The 

Sinasite houses today are not simply ruins marking a lost past, but are active sites of contestation 

whose exteriors revive one way of life even as their interiors are remade to memorialize other 

heritages and fulfill new touristic functions.  

The original owners of the Sinasite houses and the exchangees share few of the 

ingredients typically considered essential to common heritage. Genealogy, religion, language, 

ethnicity, and nationality are all points of divergence, even animosity. Despite these differences, 

the mansions and monuments of Sinasos manage to “house” multiple heritage traditions. Greek 

and Turkish descendants of the populations exiled from and to Sinasos work in and across 

conflict to pursue preservation and touristic agendas within the same spaces, even when some of 
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those agendas are at odds. What emerges from their efforts is not simply a monument to one 

local, religious, national, or exchanged population with ties to the village; rather, it is a complex 

memorialization of loss, exile, absence, and the shared memory of the Population Exchange 

itself.43 

Renovating Sinasos 

Overnight tourism began in Sinasos almost by accident, according to hotel owner 

Ayberk. Ayberk’s father was the village head for a time, and as such he was responsible for 

hosting visitors to Mustafapaşa in his home. When two American visitors became stranded after 

losing their luggage, money, and passports, Ayberk’s family housed and fed them as guests. The 

incident happened in the 1960s, when acquiring new passports took many weeks of letter writing 

and waiting. When the Americans finally left, they suggested that the family could charge 

tourists for the kind of hospitality that they had just received for free. Soon afterwards, Ayberk’s 

father converted three rooms of an old Christian cave monastery into guest rooms. Over the 

subsequent decades, visitors were infrequent and sometimes “paid” for their accommodations by 

helping the family in their fields. Then, in the early 1990s, Cappadocia was “discovered” as a 

touristic destination and a few more Greek homes were converted into hotels to accommodate 

guests to the region. By 2000, even the most dilapidated structures had become valuable to those 

hoping to enter the hospitality business. The preservation and restoration of the architectural 

heritage of the Orthodox Sinasites became a vital issue to town inhabitants. 

                                                
43 My analysis of the Sinasite houses as heritage sites is indebted to scholarship that builds on Lévi-Strauss’ interest 
in the house, expanding its conceptual reach beyond kinship to consider the architectural, spiritual, memorial, and 
social importance of sites of dwelling (Carsten, 1995; see also Bahloul, 1996; Yarker, 2016). It contributes to 
scholarship of houses as historical artifacts and touristic sites characterized by the “in-situ” arrangement of artifacts 
that allow guests, in some measure, to partake in the way of life they memorialize (Kirshenblatt-Gimblett, 1998; 
Tolia-Kelly, Waterton, and Watson, 2016). Like other domestic spaces transformed to profitable ventures, they are 
also spaces defined by absence and lack; typically, the “living presence” of domestic family life is missing (Biln and 
El-Amrousi, 2014; see also Douglas, 1991; Shryock, 2004). 
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Across the Aegean Sea, the Nea Sinasites began taking an equal interest in the 

architectural heritage of their ancestors. Andreas explained that their renewed interest was 

sparked in the 1980s after the Greek Consulate General in Istanbul visited Cappadocia and sent 

word regarding the condition of the village. Following this communication, Andreas and the Nea 

Sinasites sponsored a group of young architecture students to travel to Sinasos and conduct a 

month-long survey of the homes. Then, they sponsored an exhibit of the photographs and floor 

plans made by the students during their research. After that, Andreas told me, “I looked in the 

mirror and sponsored myself!” He first visited Sinasos in 1988, and groups of Nea Sinasites 

began to visit regularly beginning in 2000.  

The agreement outlining the Population Exchange included in its first article language 

making the expulsions permanent. Exchangees were not permitted to return to their homes for 

many years. Later, poverty, efforts to hide their identity, and fears that they would experience 

prejudice and violence in the homeland kept many exchangees and their children from visiting. 

Over the intervening years, most exchangees and their descendants became fully embedded in 

their new national context and lost native languages and the parents or grandparents who spoke 

them. While exchangees today want to be able to visit their homelands freely and often, few 

desire repatriation. When the Nea Sinasites first began visiting Mustafapaşa, locals were 

understandably concerned that they intended to reclaim their homes. Spyros, the octogenarian 

leader of the Nea Sinasite community organization, had to reassure locals when he first began 

leading return trips: “We told them, the house is yours, just leave us to see the house’s inside. 

We know that we lived together all of this stuff [the Population Exchange and its aftermath], you 

know. We don’t have anything we want to separate [and take away]. All of this separation is 

done.” The current relationship between the exchangees of Mustafapaşa and the Nea Sinasites 
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depended upon these sorts of assurances, as well as other practices of hospitality and conflict 

avoidance.   

From 2000 onwards, projects to restore the Christian homes of Sinasos often involved 

cooperation and compromise between the Greek and Turkish claimants to Sinasos’ architectural 

heritage. Both the Nea Sinasites and today’s Turkish residents of the village wished to restore 

Mustafapaşa to the beauty captured in the 1924 photographs. Many of the spacious mansions that 

were at first abandoned because they seemed so unsuitable for single-family life became newly 

desirable as hotels. Because of the considerable time they had been left unoccupied, many were 

in disrepair. The photographs provided a record of the buildings’ former exteriors, and thus a 

guide for their restoration. The Mustafapaşa municipality enforced a requirement that restoration 

plans for building exteriors had to match the photographs whenever one existed. As more and 

more of these structures were rebuilt as hotels, cafes, and restaurants, the town did begin to 

resemble the Sinasos of the photographs, and many people expressed hope that this would 

continue.  

While both communities agreed upon this outward vision of the town, they did not 

always share the same goals for the function of these structures. The Nea Sinasites were 

committed to memorializing their ancestors’ architectural heritage and way of life, but often 

remarked upon tourism as a destructive force in their homeland landscape.44 The exchangees of 

Sinasos were also anxious to preserve the traditions of their ancestors, but their homeland focal 

point was many miles away in Northern Greece. The Sinasite homes were valued as a way to 

draw tourists, but the heritage they highlighted for visitors was that of their own Zakoni 

                                                
44 They did not benefit financially from the conversion of homes to hotels, and expressed sadness that their 
residential ancestral village had become such a touristic place. Many pointed to an enormous modern hotel built 
above the village—universally acknowledged as ugly and closed by the time I lived there—as a sign of the village’s 
downhill trajectory.  
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ancestors. Mustafapaşa residents involved in the tourism industry, native and exchangee alike, 

depended upon the financial viability of their projects as touristic as well as heritage sites. 

Yano’s House, Greek Mansion Hotel, Zakoni Hotel, and the St. Nicholas Monastery restoration 

projects demonstrate these different, sometimes competing, commitments to restoring the 

Sinasite properties for goals of private life, touristic entertainment, and public education. 

Yano’s House: A Private Family Dwelling 

When I moved to Mustafapaşa in 2012, a massive construction project was underway 

atop the highest hill in the village. Its progress was impossible to ignore. Locals informed me 

that it was “Yano’s house” being restored. Stories about the house’s past owner were confused 

with stories about the present project, and the house took on a certain mythical quality. “Yano” 

was so rich, I was told, that he’d hired musicians to play while laborers built the house, so that 

their work would be as beautiful as the music. At first, it was unclear to me whether this had 

occurred recently, or in the 1910s when the house was initially constructed. I learned from others 

that the house had been purchased by a Greek millionaire and Nea Sinasite (I’d soon learn from 

Selma that this was Andreas Bey). I had also heard that Greek nationals were not allowed to 

legally purchase property in the region, and I’d never known of any exchangee repatriating. One 

source suspected that Andreas had been able to purchase the property because he was a dual 

Greek-British citizen. Another said that he had created an offshore corporation to buy the 

property. My interest sparked by these rumors, I took to stopping by the construction site 

periodically, where I inquired after Andreas Bey. None of the workers had ever heard of such a 

man. Finally it occurred to me to ask for “Yano”, and recognition dawned.  
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Figure 9. Yano’s House under construction 

Mystery solved, I finally managed to meet Andreas and learned that the house had 

belonged to his maternal uncle, a man with the last name Giannopoulos (nicknamed “Yano”). 

Andreas explained that he’d purchased the house in the mid-2000s, when Turkey-EU 

negotiations resulted in a brief lifting of the ban against Greeks buying property. His parents’ 

house was not for sale and he suspected he needed to act quickly, so he bought his uncle’s 

imposing mansion before the opportunity passed. As I understood it, no artful bureaucratic 

maneuvering was necessary at the time. This was important to him—Andreas had wanted to 

purchase his family home in his own name and restore it as a family dwelling. The engineer and 

architect overseeing the restoration project complained that the process had not been easy. The 

construction project visible from any spot in the village was the final stage in an almost decade-

long fight with regional officials to secure the necessary permissions to renovate the property. 
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Plans were submitted, rejected, edited, resubmitted, and once again rejected. Changes as small as 

moving an electrical outlet in the plans took weeks to resolve.  

Andreas had already contributed substantial funding to the restoration of the St. Nicholas 

Monastery. He had plans to sponsor a research center in the village, and was considering future 

restoration projects. But first, Andreas shared with me, he wanted to wake up in the morning and 

drink a cup of coffee in his ancestral home. When I brought him a thank-you gift of olive oil 

soap from an Aegean village, he promised to use it for his first bath in the house. These were the 

small domestic desires that Andreas had spent vast sums of money and many years endeavoring 

to fulfill. His focus on embodied practices of dwelling was telling; for Andreas, the self was at 

the heart of his relationship with this Sinasite monument (Tolia-Kelly, Waterton, and Watson 

2016, 3). Other restoration projects in town, even those he had backed, sought to entertain or 

educate outsiders, but here Andreas was more concerned with his own fulfillment and legacy. 

 “Yano’s house” is in many ways the most successful effort in achieving the Nea 

Sinasites’ goal of reviving their town to reflect its stature in 1924. The house is updated with 

modern amenities—an elevator to help the aging Andreas to the upper floors, flat-screen 

televisions, and new appliances in the kitchen. But from the outside, the house appears as it did 

in the 1924 photograph, visually replicating the past that matters most to Andreas. There is no 

need to compensate for the lack of domestic life that characterizes many of the Sinasite homes, 

as family life has been restored within its walls. Andreas settled for an uncle’s available home 

rather than his father’s, but in the encompassing way of the “house society”, inheritance and heir 

were reunited, or reconstituted. In the future, as Andreas passes the property on to his children 

and the new grandson with whom he is smitten, “Yano’s House” will resume typical 
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transmission down the family line. Domestic heritage was preserved for the family, who will 

reinscribe it with their memories and traditions.  

In other ways, Andreas’ ownership of his family heritage cannot completely restore his 

family’s place in the village. He is able to act as host, but this role has limitations deriving from 

larger bureaucratic realities. 

A year after my stay in Mustafapaşa, when the house was finally completed, Andreas 

celebrated by hosting a grand party. The party was planned to coincide with Greek Orthodox 

Patriarch Bartholomew’s annual mass in Cappadocia, and he was the guest of honor. Also in 

attendance were members of Greek Parliament sharing family background in Cappadocia and 

Turkish officials from Mustafapaşa and its neighboring towns and nearby cities. The celebration 

was described in the Nea Sinasos quarterly newsletter circulated a few months later. There, the 

house was presented as a monument that could facilitate continued warm relationships between 

the Turks of Mustafapaşa and the Nea Sinasites. After thanking Andreas for a lovely party and 

meal, the newsletter explained: 

“The renovation of the mansion was done by a famous architect from Ankara, a specialist 
in this kind of work who, based on old photographs, respectfully kept even the smallest 
architectural detail of the building and presented, on the whole, a beautiful old mansion 
with all the modern commodities, furnished with love and lots of attention, so as to keep 
the old regal atmosphere. Knowing the difficulties he faced, the effort and the agony, 
requiring the patience of Job, and also the money he spent, we congratulated Mr. Andreas 
with all our heart, for the worthy work that he completed with full attention. Also, we 
think that this mansion will actively help to reinforce the already good relationships that 
we have with our countrymen there and that it will successfully promote, for a long time, 
the History and the Culture of the old, brilliant Sinasos.” (ΣΙΝΑΣΙΤΙΚΗ ΦΩΝΗ, 2015, 8) 
 

Recountings of Andreas’s party bring to mind Rizos’s descriptions of celebrations arranged for 

his father’s name day in pre-Exchange Sinasos. Those parties were also staged in family homes 

and brought together officials and prominent men from the Christian and Muslim communities 

of the village and region. Relationships were maintained though the exchange of gifts of alcohol 
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and homemade desserts and small speeches wishing the host and his (Turkophone) wife many 

long and happy years.  

 Andreas wanted his home to be a space for his everyday life—again, routines involving 

coffee and bathing were central to his goals for the home. But it also once again brought a Greek 

Orthodox Sinasite presence to the village, a permanent one with a space for Andreas—a Greek 

national—to act as host after many years when Greeks could only be guests in their homelands. 

Like his ancestors, he welcomed important Greek Orthodox figures and conationals in the space, 

and local Turkish leaders. Nea Sinasites interpreted the completed house as a means of 

reinforcing warm relations with locals through hospitality. Like his ancestors, though, Andreas’  

power as a host in Mustafapaşa was not supreme. His considerable wealth outclassed any others 

in the community, but that did not prevent local bureaucratic regulations from slowing his 

renovation progress for years and national ones from dictating that he could not stay more than 

90 days out of every 180 in Turkey without procuring a residence permit. Even when he was able 

to finally act as host in his family home, he was a guest in the Turkish nation-state. He was 

master in one sense, within his own home, but his and his family’s place in the village and the 

Turkey would always be moderated by the nation-state. This, too, is part of his Sinasite heritage. 

Andreas’ ancestors were also, in the last decades of their time in Sinasos, precarious, vulnerable 

sorts of hosts in a state that increasingly saw them as unwanted outsiders. In this way, there was 

a certain continuity contained within Yano’s House, and of course, reflected by its carefully 

restored exterior. Past and present were connected in a narrative that was not seriously disrupted 

by disjunctures in the home’s outward appearance and inner life. This was not the case in most of 

the Sinasites properties.  
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Greek Mansion Hotel 

Unlike Andreas’s intimate connection to his Sinasite property, the new owners of the 

Greek Mansion Hotel preserved the heritage of others for others (tourists), and for profit. The 

Arslans purchased the Sinasite mansion in 1938, after the family patriarch was hired to come and 

be a village teacher in Sinasos.1 They were not brought to the village with the Population 

Exchange, nor were they among the Sinasos Muslims who lived alongside the Christians before 

the Exchange. After living in the house for several decades, the Arslans converted it into a 

restaurant and hotel. The 15-room hotel features original frescoes and decorated cabinets, living 

rooms left open as common rooms for guests, and Ottoman-style furnishings in many areas. As 

its name suggests, efforts have been made to preserve the ambiance of the old Greek mansion. 

The hotel website encourages visitors to “be ready to feel the magic of the past,” but it gained 

fame when the first episodes of the wildly popular, contemporary soap opera Asmalı Konak were 

filmed there. For a time, tourists stood in lines for hours and paid a fee just to enter the hotel and 

look around. (The Arslans allowed this to go on until their hotel customers began to complain; an 

American friend who had stayed at the hotel during that time laughed that her friend was sick 

and bedridden one afternoon, and “people were, like, touring his bedroom.”) Television chef 

Martha Stewart dined at the restaurant, guests on PBS television host and guidebook author Rick 

Steves’ bus tours of Cappadocia were entertained at the hotel, and many day tours stopped there 

for tourists to enjoy a cup of tea and a quick tour of the house. 
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Figure 10. Greek Mansion Hotel 

The Greek Mansion Hotel was among my first research destinations in Mustafapaşa. Like 

many visitors, I was charmed by the original furnishings remaining from the home’s Christian 

owners. One of the common rooms contained a glass cabinet filled with crystal ware and small 

silver trinkets. Gökhan, the grandson of the original Arslan patriarch, (always dressed in the 

slim-fitting black trousers and shiny Derbys of a slick businessman despite the dusty village 

surroundings), first told me the much-rehearsed tale: “This cabinet contains the prized 

possessions of the Greek family that lived here until the 1920s. As you can see, it has remained 

locked since they left.  We do not have the key. One day, when their descendants return, we will 

give these items back to the family,” he explained. 
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Figure 11. The locked cabinet of heirlooms 

After months of fieldwork in the village and numerous retellings of this story for 

captivated tourists, Gökhan let me in on the secret: his family does have the key to the lock, and 

periodically they open the cabinet to clean the treasures inside. A year after that stay in 

Mustafapaşa, I accompanied a tour group of Nea Sinasites visiting their ancestral homeland. 

When we toured the Greek Mansion Hotel, Gökhan repeated his tale. As the Greek group filed 

out of the room, Spyros turned to me and rolled his eyes skyward.  

“They’ll give the items to the family when they return?” The hoarse laugh of the devoted 

smoker rang out in the room. “Please,” he scoffed, “the family has visited at least five times 

already!” 

For the Arslan family, the heritage of the exchangees, Sinasite or otherwise, was the 

heritage of others. They had little affective connection to the materials their hotel preserved, 

which were not part of their family tradition or collective identity. Instead, these objects had 

value as curiosities on display, for the entertainment of tourists. They were not part of a project 
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to extend or recreate the lifestyles of the past, or to build relationships between the two 

communities connected by the Sinasite property. The accumulation of dust within the cabinet 

might signal the passage of time and distance between heirloom and heir, but would hinder the 

viewing of the objects; the Arslans kept them clean. And, rather than reunite these objects with 

the descendants of their original owners, a central component to the story they tell about the 

cabinet, the Arslans appropriated them as a means of enticing guests to their hotel. This decision 

stands in stark relief when compared to the considerable efforts Kemal Yalçın expended to return 

the Minoglu dowry to its rightful heirs.  

Zakoni Hotel 

Selma opened Zakoni Hotel in 2012. Because the hotel was located on the way to the 

monastery, she drew many passing tourists in for tours of the hotel. These tours would begin in 

the lobby, where photographs documented the building during its renovation, as it was 

transformed from ruination to an approximation of its former glory. Selma used Evangelia 

Balta’s book of photographs, her copy in Greek, to show tourists the images of the town in 1924, 

before the expulsion of the Christians. Music filtered throughout the lobby, often the 

Macedonian folk songs of her ancestors. As Selma explained the “Greek” heritage of Sinasos, 

she would tell visitors, “I am also Greek.” This was an oversimplification meant to explain her 

identity as the granddaughter of exchangees, and once as I accompanied one group, a confused 

guest asked me, “How does a Greek woman feel safe living here in Turkey?” 

Selma’s grandparents were brought to Sinasos after being exiled from Zakoni village in 

Northern Greece. In Sinasos, Selma’s grandmother cared for her during the day, entertaining her 

with stories about the homeland. For Selma, these stories were like fairy tales and instilled in her 

a love for her heritage and identity as an exchangee. Much of Selma’s hotel was dedicated to this 
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legacy, beginning with its name. She explained that the word “Zakoni” was always on the lips of 

her grandparents, who spoke of their village with longing. She wanted to ensure that her 

ancestral village was never unspoken or forgotten. In the restaurant, Selma served the dishes of 

her ancestors. Over time, they had been given Turkish names highlighting their foreignness, like 

“immigrant pastry” and “immigrant ravioli”, but Selma shared their original Macedonian names, 

too. On the second floor, Selma’s tour group members were presented with the small museum 

she’d arranged to display the documents, household items, and agricultural tools her family had 

brought with them from Zakoni. When guests asked about the history of Mustafapaşa, its 

Christian heritage was not first in her mind. Instead, Selma explained the traumatic journey her 

family made from Zakoni to Sinasos and the difficulties they suffered upon arrival. I asked 

Selma, as she had experience working as a teacher, municipality official, and local historian, why 

she had wanted to open a hotel. She spoke of the chance to meet people from all over the world 

and the schedule, but her primary goal was to create a space where, she said, the culture of her 

ancestors could live on and her guests could live that culture, too. 

Figure 12. Zakoni Hotel 
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As a result, Zakoni Hotel reflected two preserved heritages conterminously (the outside 

1920s Greek Orthodox Sinasos, and the inside Macedonian-speaking Muslim village in 1920s 

Greece). Selma reconciled this disjuncture by presenting the hotel as a memorial to the 

Population Exchange. Hanging at the hotel entrance and in the lobby are three massive posters 

that I helped translate into English, explaining the Population Exchange and how Selma and her 

ancestors had been affected by it. Her museum told this story in greater detail, with artifacts. 

Selma also used the space to screen films about the Population Exchange, host researchers, and 

welcome members of regional and national exchangee organizations. In the past, the building 

that now houses Zakoni Hotel served as the village girls’ school. Selma honored this tradition 

today by using the space to educate visitors about the history of the Population Exchange and its 

human consequences.  

Figure 13. Selma’s museum inside Zakoni Hotel 
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St. Nicholas Monastery: A Joint Project 

During Ottoman times, the St. Nicholas Monastery in Sinasos was open to all, local 

worshipers and pilgrims from afar, Christian and Muslim. Serapheim Rizos wrote, “Apart from 

the days of celebration that they were open and ready for liturgy, any other day the faithful 

people could come with the priest of the village or even a foreign priest, when the person asking 

for the liturgy brought one. Even a person faithful to Muhammad was allowed, whenever he 

needed holy water from Saint Nikolas [monastery] or Saint John [church], to wash himself and 

beg from God, acknowledging that his only Prophet is Muhammad” (Rizos 2007A, 126). At that 

time, the monastery was also a place that hosted guests to Sinasos. (Sinasos Tourism Center, 

Sinasos: Güneşin Şehri, 99).  

Figure 14. The restored St. Nicholas Monastery 

When I first visited Sinasos in 2010, the monastery was in ruins. It was an enchanting 

scene, with trees growing through the stone remnants, and I took a number of photographs. 

When I returned to live in the village just two years later, the monastery of my photographs was 
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gone.  In its place stood the monastery of Evangelia Balta’s 1924 photographs, restored through 

the cooperation and funding of members of the Nea Sinasite community and local Mustafapaşa 

officials. On weekdays, it was open to tourists, many of whom were given an hour to explore the 

village as part of a guided Cappadocia bus tour sold by many hotels in the region. While some 

used the opportunity to break for coffee or tea at Eleni Café in the main square, those who were 

interested in the village were pointed in the direction of St. Nicholas Monastery. There, they 

could tour the cave church and its underground cellars and, if they were brave, climb steep stairs 

carved into the exterior of the stone to the top of the volcanic rock structure to view the village 

and surrounding countryside. Visitors were asked to pay a 5-lira entrance fee.  

One Sunday morning in October, I gathered together with a large group of Greek tourists 

at the monastery, many of whose ancestors had been exiled from the town nearest to Sinasos.  

The rock-carved nave of the church was filled with the scent and smoke of burning incense and 

the rhythmic chanting of the cantors as a priest led the group in Greek Orthodox worship. From 

time to time, a member of the congregation would step away from the mass to cry alone in the 

monastery’s courtyard. From there, we could hear the ezan45 sounding out from the mosques in 

the village below. On that Sunday morning, in form and function, the site seemed to have been 

restored to its 1924 status as a place of pilgrimage open to all, situated within a multi-religious 

town where members of different faiths could cooperate on projects mutually beneficial to all. 

                                                
45 Call to prayer 
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Figure 15. Greek tourists celebrate mass inside St. Nicholas Monastery 

However, the restoration process undertaken by the Greek Nea Sinasites and Turks of 

Mustfapasa had not been free from discord. The two groups had disagreed about the purpose and 

presentation of the monastery following its restoration. The St. Nicholas Monastery was part of 

the ancestral heritage of the Nea Sinasites, and members of their community supplied much of 

the funds necessary to restore it. But, the structure “belonged” to the local municipality, which 

oversaw its maintenance and day-to-day operation. Both groups had legitimate claims to 

decision-making power when it came to the monastery, and they did not always agree. For 

example, Andreas, one of the Nea Sinasites who had provided substantial funding for the project, 

expressed frustration about the 5-lira entrance free. It was his intention when he contributed to 

the restoration that the church would be free and open to all, as it had been in the past. We had 

all witnessed tourists walk the kilometer from the town center to the monastery, only to balk and 

turn away at the 5-lira fee (a pittance in comparison to the cost of their travels, no doubt, but a 

surprisingly common occurrence). But the local municipality had financial as well as 

conservationist concerns. It employed an official to sell tickets, care for the site, and look after its 
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visitors, and the funds from the tickets contributed to the municipal budget. Conflict also arose 

when the Nea Sinasites expressed wishes to hang Greek and Turkish flags at the site, a 

nationalization of the local heritage seen as unreflective of its past Ottoman context and 

inappropriate in the current trans-Aegean political climate.46 Ultimately, instead of flags, a 

plaque reading the following was affixed to the façade of the monastery: 

“The modern town of Mustafapaşa was named Sinasos, until the year of 1924, 
where Greeks and Turks used to live in a brotherly way totally in peace.  
However, the Lausanne Treaty of 1923 imposed [a] Compulsory Population 
Exchange and as a result of that, Christian Greeks left to Greece as refugees, 
whereas Muslim Turks moved from Greece to live here.  In memory of this long-
standing harmonic and peaceful coexistence of these two peoples, the 
municipality of Mustafapaşa and the Association of Sinasians of Greece “Nea 
Sinasos” came to a decision together and installed this plaque on May 27, 2012”.    
 

The plaque, a compromise, did not mark the site as only connected to the town’s past Christian 

heritage, nor did it nationalize it as part of Greek or Turkish heritage. Instead, it presented the 

church as a monument to the cooperation of the Christians and Muslims connected to Sinasos in 

the past and present, and to the memory of the traumas wrought by the Population Exchange.  

“Two in One”: Unity from Divergence 

In her examination of the Israeli destruction of Palestinian homes, Ariella Azoulay argues 

that it is not just buildings that are demolished, but “the very configuration of life” housed within 

them (2013, 213). When the Greek Orthodox people of Sinasos were expelled to Greece, the 

houses they left behind became architectural shells lacking the routines of everyday domestic 

lives that once filled them. Over the ensuing 93 years, the exchangees and their descendants 

assigned new purposes to these structures. Andreas filled the void by once again bringing 

                                                
46 This was one of many conflicts that arose around national flags, others of which are described in later chapters. 
Religious sites in particular drew ire when affixed with national flags; Turks visiting a former mosque-turned-church 
in Northern Greece were furious to see a Greek flag flying from its entrance. “This is our mosque,” one had said. 
Depoliticization was a strategy Greek and Turkish exchangees used to get along, as I argue in Chapter 5, and 
national flags stood in the way of their cooperation by highlighting arenas of Greek-Turkish conflict. 
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intimate family life into an ancestor’s family home. The Arslans capitalized upon the property 

appropriated by those forced to leave, without showing empathy for their loss or requiring 

visitors to confront it. But most of the structures were acquired by exchangees who, like Selma, 

filled old Greek houses with the lifestyles of their own ancestors, adapting to their new 

surroundings in the process. Houses that are now hotels allow paying guests to briefly imitate 

exchangee domestic life via dwelling practices of sleeping, eating, and socializing, but the 

traditions they repeat originate in a place many miles away, now across national and regional 

borders. This disconnect prods many visitors to confront the traumatic history of the Population 

Exchange when they visit Mustafapaşa, whose monuments memorialize not only Christian 

Sinasos, but also the violence of removal and the painful separation from ancestral places 

experienced by the dispossessed. 

The Population Exchange was intended to divide two populations thought to be 

inherently and interminably in conflict, and the recent history of the Greek and Turkish nation-

states has indeed been antagonistic. Further, Greece and Turkey occupy opposite sides of a 

regional geopolitical border, between Europe and the Muslim world, assumed to mark even 

greater incompatibilities. Yet within this fraught political context, Greek and Turkish 

descendants of the Population Exchange began working together to preserve their respective 

heritages.  

Understanding the Sinasite properties as an inheritance that passed from the Orthodox 

Sinasites to the incoming exchangees highlights a relationship concerned with family, memory, 

and ancestral legacy. Like members of “house societies,” their relationships are defined by 

connections to property and questions about how to preserve, present, and pass that property on 

to future generations. This framework provides an alternative to religious or national categories 
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that divide the two populations. Houses draw together divergent traditions, just as, for Levi-

Strauss, they combine the resources of mother and father, husband and wife: “By putting, so to 

speak, ‘two in one,’ the house accomplishes a sort of inside-out topological reversal, it replaces 

an internal duality with an external unity” (1988[1975],184-185). For Sinasos properties today, 

this unity is accomplished via efforts to highlight the Population Exchange as shared cultural 

heritage that incorporates the traditions of Sinasite communities past and present. The heritage of 

self and other are united under the transnational identity of “exchangee”. Whereas ancestral, 

religious, and national identifications divide, the properties as shared sites of exchangee 

remembrance lend harmony to divergent traditions competing for a voice in a state that has 

preferred silence. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



131 

 

 
 
 

 

 

CHAPTER 5 

An Etiquette of Reconnection  

 

Character Sketch: Lutfu amca47 

On the morning after his birthday celebrations, 101-year-old Lutfu amca climbed onto 

the LMV48 heritage tour bus, discarded his cane, and began to make his way to the back of the 

bus. His son, after briefly urging Lutfu to please find a seat at the front while the bus was 

moving, threw up his arms in dismay and sat down himself. He seemed familiar with his father's 

antics. As Lutfu made steady progress through the aisle, stopping at each row to exchange 

pleasantries, shake a hand, and pat a head, I was reminded of the Pope blessing his worshipful 

followers. The old man's stamina was amazing. Almost all of the previous day’s activities had 

been a tribute to him, and his birthday celebration hadn't ended until well past one in the 

morning. But here was Lutfu amca, energetic and warm, taking pains to greet every person on 

the tour. When he finally arrived at my seat, I asked him if he'd enjoyed his birthday 

celebrations. "Did you?" he asked, turning the question back to me. "Didn't we all celebrate 

together?" 

After he moved to the next row, my seatmate and I began to debate Lutfu's motives. I was 

touched by Lutfu’s response, at his concern for everyone else before himself. My neighbor was 

certain that he just enjoyed the spotlight. I could not deny that Lutfu had a flair for attracting 

                                                
47 “Father’s brother” (“uncle”), a term of endearment and respect used to refer to older men in Turkey.  
48 Lozan Mübadilleri Vakfı, or the Foundation for Lausanne Treaty Emigrants, Turkey’s Istanbul-based national 
exchangee association. 
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attention. At 101 years old, he still toured Greece singing in the LMV chorus, and each year one 

heritage tour was designed to coincide with his birthday. We'd spent the previous day touring 

Lutfu's magnificent ancestral home in Ioannina (Yanya). His father had been the last director of 

the Ziraat Bank in Yanya (Ioannina) and was very rich, as Lutfu made sure to note each time he 

told his story. Lutfu had lived in the house until he was 10. Our next stop had been a visit to the 

town hall, where the local mayor had welcomed Lutfu and the LMV leaders. At least ten cameras 

captured the event, and I saw the footage on the local news that evening, back at the hotel. Later 

that night, three exchangee choruses, including ours, sang a concert of Greek, Turkish, and 

exchangee folksongs. At each event, Lutfu had opened by explaining his family background and 

connection to Yanya in slow, deliberate Greek. After the Population Exchange, he would say, 

"Όλα χάσαµε (We lost everything)."  

Figure 16. Lutfu tells his story, in Greek and English, for the concert audience 

On this trip, one of the exchangee organizations hosted our group for a big birthday feast 

at an event salon near the concert hall. They’d arranged a three-course meal, wine, music, 

dancing, and cake. The party continued late into the night, reaching its zenith when Lutfu went 

up against an elderly Greek exchangee in a folksong-battle of sorts. The Greek man, in his 80s, 
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belted out Turkish türkü songs learned from his parents, who had been expelled from Kayseri. 

When he finished, Lutfu took the microphone and sang a tune in Greek. Back and forth they 

went, and while their efforts were intended to the delight the audience, and did, there was an 

unmistakable competitive edge that grew until finally the LMV chorus put a stop to it by 

capturing the microphone and leading a rousing rendition of "Happy Birthday to You" for Lutfu.  

 

Figure 17. Lutfu, right, sings along with his rival as he awaits his turn at the microphone 

 

Indeed, Lutfu did not shy from the spotlight his age and inherent charm garnered him. 

But attention was not all that compelled him. Lutfu paused once at the door of his childhood 

home to explain why it had two knockers of different sizes. (One signaled the arrival of women 

and the other of men, ensuring a greeting by a family member of the appropriate gender.) He 

spoke about how hard it was to leave that home. Then, as I wrote in my notes, "His (daughter? 

companion?) hugged him and cried." Within a few days, it was clear that the woman I’d been 

unable to place in my notes, Ayşe, was no relation to Lutfu at all. She was just another member 
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of the visiting group, meeting him for the first time. Her grandparents had, like Lutfu, been 

forced to leave their birthplaces. Like many first generation exchangees, they had died still 

longing for their homelands. For Ayşe and many other tour participants, Lutfu represented the 

grandfather who could return. Celebrating with him was a comfort to exchangee tourists who felt 

sorrow for not bringing their relatives to the homeland before they died. Perhaps it was 

recognition of this role that motivated Lutfu's tour-bus wanderings. He was willing to be the 

grandfather of all, if it eased their sadness. 

Lutfu died in November of 2016, at 102 years old. In a newspaper article announcing his 

death, Nazim Alpman described a conversation he had with Lutfu on his 100th birthday 

(Alpman, 2016). Alpman had asked Lutfu for advice on how to reach such a great age. Lutfu 

made no recommendations, admitting only that he did not eat many greens or vegetables, still 

drank rakı, and didn't quit smoking until he was 90.49 

Introduction 

Many exchangees who visited their ancestral homelands were motivated by a desire to 

see the places that parents and grandparents like Lutfu had described to them in loving detail 

while they were growing up. They hoped to find their old family houses, often knowing only that 

it was “the stone house just beyond the fountain” or “the farmhouse next to the bakery.” 

Sometimes those landmarks were long gone, along with the house in question. Sometimes 

bakeries proved numerous, and the exact house was impossible to identify. Sometimes the house 

was found, and tour participants experienced a moment of joyous communion with their own 

past. More often, though, exchangee tourists found were simply shown to the grounds of the old 

                                                
49 Raki is a strong, anise-flavored liquor popular in Turkey. 
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mosque or cemetery, where at least they could put their feet on the same earth their ancestors had 

walked.  

When exchangees return to their ancestral villages, it is members of another nation, 

religion, and linguistic background who held the key to finding and entering those meaningful 

spaces.50 To gain access to the intimate spaces they hope to visit and build relationships with the 

communities that could grant them access, exchangees developed an etiquette to guide their 

interactions as transnational hosts and guests. and hosts. They are careful to be respectful and 

curious when confronting religious differences, to avoid voicing contentious political opinions or 

prejudices, to outwardly assign blame for past or present Greek-Turkish antagonism to other 

world leaders, and to highlight shared elements of their exchangee and Aegean experiences and 

identities. Some of their practices echo the practical accommodations made by their ancestors 

living in Ottoman multi-religious villages. By engaging in this way, within a framework of 

hospitality wherein the rules of polite behavior are addressed to specific areas of Greek-Turkish 

tension, transnational exchangees could embrace modes of engagement alternative to the 

nationalist ones they were taught in schools and other official and everyday arenas. 

The vignettes that follow draw from material gathered as I accompanied LMV homeland 

tours, interviewed Greek tourists visiting Mustafapaşa, and returned to Mustafapaşa with a tour 

led by Nea Sinasos Association leaders. They follow a typical heritage tour schedule, but 

represent an amalgamation of conversations and interactions I witnessed and joined between 

                                                
50 Sometimes quite literally—Turks in Mustafapaşa liked to recount the story of a man named Dimitrios whose 
grandfather had told him often about the generosity of the Turks who were their neighbors in the homeland, with 
whom they had entrusted the key to their mansion when they were expelled. On his deathbed, Dimitrios’s 
grandfather had asked him to go and see the homeland and find Hasan, his former neighbor. He’d drawn a map, 
marking the tiny house owned by the poor man who would have the key. Dimitrios finally came, but he went 
first to look at the big house. Hasan noticed him there and began to wonder. He was an old man by then. He 
approached the Greek man and began crying when he identified himself as “Dimitrios, grandson of Dimitrios.” “I’ve 
been waiting for you,” said Hasan. “For all of you. I wanted to give this to you before I die.” He removed the 
enormous key from his breast pocket and presented it to Dimitrios.  
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August, 2012 and August, 2015. I incorporate examples from both sides of the Aegean wherever 

possible, using changes in font to distinguish the journeys to Greece (Italics) from events that 

occurred in Turkey (Bold).  

Departures 

We began our journey at night. The LMV leaders had chosen a square in the Beşiktaş 

neighborhood of Istanbul for the buses and tour participants to gather. It was 11 pm, but the 

square was brightly lit and busy. Participants rushed to greet friends and buy bottles of water 

and bags of snacks from small kiosks before the overnight journey. LMV leaders did not like to 

waste daytime hours making the journey to Greece. We were expected to sleep during the 

overnight trip and begin touring homeland villages as soon as we arrived. Shortly after the bus 

pulled away, though, the party began. Our two guides walked up and down the aisles passing out 

candy and tiny cups of flavored rum. Everyone around me began to chat about family 

backgrounds—who still spoke Rumca, whose grandfathers came from which village, which ship 

had transported their families to Turkey, and where their ancestors had settled. 51,52 One worrier 

in the group began to ask the guides questions. "Will there be food problems?" he queried. The 

guide didn't understand, but launched into a lengthy explanation of the similarities in Greek and 

Turkish food culture. " But how will we know if the meat is pork or beef?"  insisted another 

participant, finally clarifying the concern. “Just order chicken!"  suggested a third, laughing. 

This sort of amusement continued until finally, hours later, the lights were dimmed and 

the bus quieted. It was almost 3 a.m.  

                                                
51 Rumca, the language of the Rum, is still used by many Turks to indicate the Greek spoken by Greek Orthodox and 
Muslim Ottomans before the Population Exchange. Some used the term indiscriminately to mean modern Greek, 
though more precise terms exist. See Millas (2002) for an explanation of the connotations of various Turkish words 
used to mean “Greece” or “Greek.” 
52 It was almost always the Gülcemal ship, resulting in the high prevalence of Cemal among exchangee children’s 
names. 
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"Stuckey, Stuckey!" One of the guides interrupted my sleep almost immediately, referring to 

me by my last name.53 I awakened with a jolt. Realizing that we were stopped at the Greek 

border, I momentarily panicked. After a difficult year of research visa rejections that put my 

fieldwork on hold, I had become almost paranoid about exiting the country that had finally let 

me enter. I trudged off the bus with the guide. 

It was only Sefer, the "Secretary General" of the LMV. (He did not like to be referred to as 

the organization's president, insisting always on his full title. The position of president changed 

periodically, but as Secretary General, the 70-year-old Sefer was always in charge.) Sefer had 

awakened me in order to formally introduce our guides, Erhan and Iskender, explain my 

research, and ask them to look out for me. We chatted for a few moments while Sefer and the 

other guides smoked cigarettes and waited for the three busloads of passports to be examined. 

This took hours, turning the seven-hour journey to Thessaloniki into eleven. In Thessaloniki, we 

would split up and the three buses would head to different parts of Greece. 

We encountered no problems at the border that day, but visas were a constant problem for 

Turks joining the LMV trips to Greece. When I visited the offices of the LMV before a heritage 

tour, Sefer was almost always occupied with this issue. He was often on the phone with officials 

at the Greek Consulate located just a few blocks from the LMV offices, wheedling and cajoling in 

an effort to hasten visa approvals for members of the LMV chorus and others joining the tours. 

Upon finishing a call, Sefer would pick up the phone and dial Ioanna, a bilingual Rum who often 

volunteered her time and translation powers to the LMV. Sefer's conversations with Ioanna were 

filled with curse words as he explained the situation and asked if she could be of any help. 

Sometimes, Sefer was forced to make one final call to inform a participant hopeful that his visa 

                                                
53 The row of vowels in my first name was impossible for Turks to guess how to say; even after I pronounced it, 
"Leigh" struck many as too short. “It sounds Chinese,” they would tease me, and I was often given nicknames. This 
guide would call me "Stuckey" for the rest of the trip. The other referred to me simply as Amerikalı, the American. 
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would not be approved in time for him to attend this trip, but that they would tour his homeland 

village again in the fall. After one series of calls like this, Sefer complained to me about how 

difficult it was for the exchangees to get visas to visit their own homelands. The visas were 

frequently short-term, requiring many LMV members to apply (and pay the fee) again and again 

for multiple visits throughout the year. Further, it was impossible to calculate exactly how long 

the process would take, as the consulate was sometimes overwhelmed by applications and far 

behind. Sefer was frustrated by the unfairness of it. "Believe me," he told me once, "it makes my 

stomach hurt." 

Traveling to Turkey 

A year later I began a similar trip, this time leaving from the other side of the 

Aegean. I was accompanying a group of Greek exchangees visiting their homeland villages 

in Cappadocia. The group was small, just 26 people, and it had been arranged by leaders of 

the Nea Sinasos Association. The group I accompanied contained only a few Nea Sinasite 

members. Others had familial roots in Cappadocia, and some were simply interested in 

visiting the region as tourists. We met at the Athens airport. Rather than overnight bus, we 

would be travelling to Turkey via airplane, with a short layover in "Constantinople." I had 

to pause upon arrival in Istanbul to purchase a tourist visa, but the rest of our group did 

not. I learned then that Greeks enjoy visa-free travel to Turkey. While I noticed this 

convenience, particularly in comparison to the hours-long wait of the Turkish group 

entering Greece, the rest of this group was busy commenting upon welcome signs at the 

Istanbul airport printed in every language they could identify except Greek.  

Spyros served as our guide. He had led similar trips for over a decade. I’d met 

Spyros a few months before our trip, when he’d given me a tour of the Nea Sinasos 



139 

 

Association offices in Piraeus and answered my questions about their work. But I wouldn’t 

begin to meet the rest of the group until we landed in Kayseri and boarded our small bus to 

Ürgüp, the town closest to Mustafapaşa (Sinasos). Our plane travel was efficient, but 

afforded few opportunities to chat with fellow participants. The hotel in Ürgüp, forewarned 

of our late arrival by Mustafa, the former mayor of Mustafapaşa and Spyros’s friend, kept 

the buffet open for us. As we pulled in, I told Spyros that I was surprised we weren’t 

staying in Sinasos. (During a prior interview, Spyros had teased and corrected me each 

time I referred to his homeland as Mustafapaşa. After that, I took care to call it “Sinasos” 

when we were together.) Spyros sighed and explained that previous tour participants had 

complained that the traditional cave rooms in many of the Sinasos hotels were dark and 

uncomfortable. They preferred the more luxurious hotels in Ürgüp, even if they were less 

“authentic,” so he began booking fancier hotels outside the village. After we ate, Spyros 

helped everyone check in. The group was sent to bed to get a good night’s rest before the 

tour began in earnest. 

Crossing Borders 

Greece is a member of the European Union, while Turkey has been persistently rejected 

from that exclusive community. As a result, any Turk traveling to Greece is also crossing the 

border into the EU and is subject to Schengen visa requirements. For Turks, a visa to travel to 

Greece for touristic purposes requires: 240 Turkish lira, proof of transportation, proof of 

accommodations, proof of sufficient funds for the trip, proof of employment with a letter 

approving leave or proof of pension if retired or proof of study if a student or proof of 

dependence and marriage if a housewife, proof of travel insurance, a passport, and fingerprints 

on file. While not on the official list of necessary documents, anecdotes also mentioned proof of 
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property ownership among the requirements. In other words, though they seek tourist visas, they 

must produce detailed documentation of their establishment in Turkey to prove that they will not 

remain and work illegally in Greece or use their entry into that nation as a way to move into 

other parts of the EU.  

The ability to visit the homeland easily was limited to Turks of a certain class. LMV 

chorus members, who traveled to Greece six or seven times a year, reported that the doctors and 

lawyers among their ranks had no trouble getting visas, while others struggled with each trip. 

Visa requirements made the otherwise fairly affordable LMV trips inaccessible to poor families 

in Turkey. Greek entry into Turkey requires no such inconvenience or financial strain.  

This disparity was among the most pressing concerns of the LMV. Each year, upon the 

anniversary of the Population Exchange, the LMV issued a "Joint Declaration" together with 

regional exchangee organizations throughout Turkey to publicize the hardships suffered by the 

exchangees and their descendants. The 2014 "Joint Declaration" included the following 

statement: 

"For many years, permission was not granted for the exchanged to visit the lands in 
which they had been born. Almost all of the first generation of the exchanged 
quietly passed away, longing for the homeland. In recent years, growing numbers 
of the children and grandchildren of the exchanged want to carry out their last 
wishes and visit the homelands where their ancestors lived. They want to see the 
towns where they were born, and their villages, neighborhoods, and sacred places 
of worship. They want to trace their own personal history and culture.  
 
However, the practices of getting a visa, and the difficulties suffered by Turkish 
citizens while obtaining visas, cause great disappointment. We are requesting that 
the Greek government and the administrators of the European Union remove the 
walls that have been built between the two nations. We citizens of the Turkish 
Republic and the exchanged Rum Orthodox citizens of Greece want to visit the 
lands where our ancestors were born."  (LMV 1/20/2014)
  

The LMV’s statement alludes to the long-term connection of the exchangees to villages now 

located across a nation-state border as a way of making a claim for their right to travel freely to 
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their ancestral homelands. Turks must make this case, and not Greeks, because of their position 

in a geopolitical hierarchy that assumes Greece’s superior desirability. The leaders of the LMV 

understood their visa requirements as a form of discrimination. 

Visa disparities were not the only immediately obvious differences on LMV and Nea 

Sinasos Association trips. The Greek association’s trip was noticeably more comfortable and 

expensive. Of course, a bus trip from Athens to Sinasos would have been very long indeed, but 

the LMV could have easily arranged flights from Istanbul to Thessaloniki. Traveling by bus and 

staying in inexpensive hotels considerably reduced the cost of the trip, making it easier for Turks 

to afford to visit their homelands. The cost of joining Spyros’s Cappadocia homeland tour was 

more than double the price of an LMV trip. It was also more luxurious—the hotels were nicer, 

the pace was slower, and the trip was more touristic.  

Arrivals 

Around 8 am, still a few hours from our destination, we stopped for breakfast. The three 

LMV buses were all in a row, though we would soon split for different areas throughout Northern 

Greece. The roadside cafe was complete commotion as tour participants sought their breakfasts, 

exhausted but excited to be in the homeland. They chose between spinach, cheese, potato, and 

meat pastries similar to those they could order at bus stops in Turkey, but now the familiar 

purchase had to be managed in another language and a different currency. Some among our 

group knew a few words of Greek, or very many, from their grandparents. They enthusiastically 

tested their linguistic capacities at this first opportunity. Less enthusiastic was their response to 

the dearth of hot tea, which would have been readily available at a Turkish rest stop. Greece and 

Turkey share much of their food culture, but they depart wildly when it comes to caffeinated 

beverages. Most Turks fuel their days with çay, black tea served in tulip shaped glasses with 
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lumps of sugar, while Greeks prefer coffee drinks and especially, in the hot summer months, the 

ubiquitous chilled coffee drink called "frappe". Eventually black tea was brought out for patrons, 

but it was deemed undrinkable in comparison to Turkish tea. 

When we finally arrived in Grevena, our first stop, we were a disheveled bunch. After a 

quick break to freshen up, or scribble field notes, we set off for Krifçe.54 Krifçe was the ancestral 

homeland of a few of our group members. As with most of our village tours, we arrived 

unannounced and were given only a short time to wander. Those with roots in the village were 

aided by our guide Erhan, who spoke Greek.55 In homeland villages where we found people 

about, Erhan spoke with them to try to locate any trace of the former village structures—the 

mosque, a particular family's ancestral home, the graveyard, the fountain someone's 

grandmother always spoke of, the school building where his grandfather taught. Often there was 

nothing left.  

Sometimes Erhan's translation services were not required, as locals were themselves the 

descendants of exchangees and still knew Turkish. This was the case in Krifçe, where by chance 

we met a man who spoke excellent Turkish. He told us that the town had just set aside a few 

hundred Euro to fix up and mark the site of the former Muslim graveyard, news that pleased 

many in our group. Our new friend in Krifçe walked us to his mother Maria's house, where we 

were all impressed by the carefully tended, colorful garden. Maria's Turkish was fluent, and she 

told us that her mother had never learned Greek at all. She welcomed the group into her garden 

and spent several minutes asking about us. Maria explained where in Turkey her family was 

                                                
54 That is the Turkish name of the villages used in Ottoman times. The Turkish group and the printed itineraries used 
these names, and I often never learned the current Greek village names. 
55 When I interviewed him a few weeks later, I learned that Erhan grew up speaking two languages without knowing 
the second was Greek until he arrived in Greece for the first time to find his own homeland village. He was shocked 
to understand, more or less, what the people around him were saying, and to be able to respond. Erhan devoted a few 
months after that to learning the Greek alphabet and afterwards he often served as an LMV guide for trips to this 
region. 
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from, and said that she wished she could visit it herself. Soon, Erhan and Iskender stopped by to 

rush us back to the bus and on to our next stop. The Turks took their leave, saying "Allah’a 

ısmarladık,” a Turkish farewell that translates, “We entrust you to Allah.” Maria crossed herself 

in response. 

First Days in Turkey 

After gathering our bags at the small, regional Kayseri airport, the Nea Sinasos 

group filed onto the small touring bus that would transport us around Cappadocia. Unlike 

the Turkish-led homeland village tours I joined in Greece, which were tailored to include 

visits to the ancestral village of each participant, the Nea Sinasos trip to Cappadocia was 

more touristic, with a specific focus on the Orthodox sites of Asia Minor and, of course, 

Sinasos. Our first few days were spent traveling by bus to visit the famous Cappadocian 

fairy chimneys, underground cities, and cave churches and monasteries. On Saturday 

evening and Sunday morning, the trip also included opportunities to attend worship 

services held in Orthodox churches left vacant after the Population Exchange. In many 

places in Greece and Turkey, the abandoned worship sites of the outgoing population were 

converted from mosques into churches or churches into mosques to accommodate the 

incoming population. In others, they were destroyed and replaced by new structures. In 

Mustafapaşa (Sinasos), the churches were left standing or, as was the case for many of the 

cave churches, undisturbed underground. People in the village attributed this to the fact 

that Sinasos had always been a multi-religious village. When the exchangees arrived, there 

were already mosques where they could worship. Some also suspected that living in close 

proximity to Christians before their expulsion left them more tolerant of others and more 
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respectful of the sacred spaces and religious practices of Christians (see also Bryant, 2016; 

de Bernieres, 2004; Doumanis, 2012).  

The Nea Sinasos Association’s summer trip to Cappadocia always corresponded 

with Greek Orthodox Patriarch Bartholomew's annual visit to the region to lead mass in 

one of these preserved churches. The previous year, Saturday's mass had been held in 

Mustafapaşa's own Constantine and Helen Church, an event that caused quite a 

commotion in the town. Municipal leaders had hung a large sign welcoming the visitors in 

Greek and Turkish, and manned a table stocked with brochures about the village 

throughout the day. Shopkeepers in the central square by the church had also been excited, 

although they agreed that Greeks were the fiercest hagglers of all who visited the town.  

In 2015, the service was hosted in a tiny village far from the tourists' track. We 

arrived at the appointed hour, after a full day of hiking and visiting other churches and 

monasteries, only to find the village empty of visitors and the patriarch and other Greek 

touristic groups much delayed. Their arrival an hour later was followed by another hour of 

unpacking and setting up the accoutrements necessary for the service: an altar, icons, 

candles, tablecloths, etc. As our wait dragged on, many among the group began to require 

toilets, but the tiny village had no public restroom. Once their distress was made known to 

the village head, locals who had gathered in front of the church to watch the events unfold 

were quick to open their homes and offer visitors use of their bathrooms. These acts of 

accommodation were significant to tour participants. 

Eventually, we were called to file into the church and the vespers ceremony began. 

Anyone who has attended a Greek Orthodox mass knows that it is quite long, repetitive, 

and ceremonial, with frequent pauses to dress the priest, display sacred objects, or release 
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incense. The churches in Cappadocia were not outfitted with pews, though a small number 

of folding chairs had been bought to the church for prominent guests, including regional 

politicians, and elderly attendees. The rest of us stood or, as the ceremony progressed, sat 

on the cold, dusty stone floor. Photographers and tourists eager to glimpse the Patriarch 

pressed towards the front, making it difficult for others to see the proceedings. Interested 

Turkish locals and their children stood even farther away, at the edges of the church, for 

the long and, for them, unintelligible service. 

Figure 18. Patriarch Bartholomew leads mass in an Ottoman church in Cappadocia 

Midway through the mass, there was a small disturbance as one of the junior priests 

approached a headscarfed local woman holding a blond-haired, blue-eyed baby. At first, no 

one was sure of the reason for the fuss. It seemed unlikely the woman as being asked to 

remove the baby, as the child had been impressively quiet. As we watched the woman shake 
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her head, one fellow traveler wondered if the priest was offering to bless the child. All 

became clear a few moments later when the woman, infant in arms, was escorted to the 

front of the church, just beside the altar, where she was ushered into the folding chair that 

had been set aside for Patriarch Bartholomew himself. As she settled her baby into her lap, 

other Turkish parents waved their children forward to stand beside her. Bartholomew 

smiled down at the children, motioning for them to sit down at his feet and repositioning 

himself in front of the altar to create more room. The young mother pushed one of the older 

children gently forward, encouraging her to kiss the Patriarch's hand, as young Turkish 

children are encouraged to do when greeting any older or respected adult. Bartholomew 

accepted the kiss and patted the little girl's head kindly, even as he continued his chanting. 

Sunday's mass was conducted similarly, in another small town, with many local 

Turkish children in attendance. In his sermon, Bartholomew spoke about the long 

Christian presence in Cappadocia, where the apostles first taught the messages of Jesus 

and spread Christianity. He said that the ruins of the old churches carved into the stone, 

like the one we were standing in, represented eternity and the continuity of Christians in 

this land, to which he had pilgrimaged each year since 2000. After Bartholomew led the 

Lord's Prayer in Greek, one of his cantors followed with a prayer in Turkish. At the end of 

the service, Bartholomew switched to fluent Turkish to thank the locals for welcoming them 

as guests, with their arms open, as all people in Cappadocia had each year that they had 

returned to the lands where their ancestors were buried. He wished them a good, 

auspicious month of Ramadan and promised that they would celebrate the Ramadan 

Holiday on July 17th together, as Turkish, Rum, and Muslim brothers. He then invited 

everyone to come forward and take a piece of the blessed bread and he passed out candy 
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bars to the Greek and Turkish children. Finally, Bartholomew exited the church and, to the 

consternation of his security detail, agreed to an impromptu village tour via horse-drawn 

carriage. Amid cheers, he further dismayed the bodyguards by eschewing their company 

and instead inviting three children, two Greek and one Turkish, to join him in the carriage. 

The bodyguards were forced to jog alongside the carriage as best they could in their formal 

suits as the horses trotted through the village. At this sight, a woman in our group banged 

me on the arm and laughed out, "He is unbelievable!" 

Religious Curiosity and Welcome 

In pre-Exchange Sinasos, religious celebrations were often shared between Muslims and 

Christians, and some elements of each religious practice bled into that of the other.  Today, Greek 

and Turkish descendants of exchangees continue to be interested in and to accommodate the 

religious practices of the other. With the Greek Orthodox Patriarchy in Istanbul occupying one of 

the few remaining multi-religious corners of Turkey, Patriarch Bartholomew was adept at 

engaging cooperatively with the Muslim Turks around him. As Bartholomew gracefully charmed 

Turkish villagers, gave polished interviews for reporters in Greek and Turkish, and listened 

carefully as the muhtar (village head) explained the history, economy, and demographics of his 

village, Spyros commented to me that he seemed as much a politician as a religious figure. Acts 

like giving his chair to a young Muslim mother so that she could more comfortably observe the 

service were conspicuous alternatives to more typical Muslim-Christian animosity in the region.  

Exchangee return travel exposed Greeks and Turks to the sites, sights, and sounds of the 

worship of the other. Most exchangee heritage tours to Greece included a stop in Thessaloniki to 

see the birthplace of Mustafa Kemal Atatürk, and city tours also included a visit to the 

impressive Ayios Dimitrios church dedicated to the patron saint of the city. Greeks from 
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Cappadocia spent an evening watching a whirling dervish ceremony after insisting that the plans 

for a belly dancing night be replaced by a program that included the Mevlevi ritual. One Sunday 

morning in Crete, I accompanied a group of LMV exchangee tourists as they witnessed their first 

Orthodox mass. We had stepped into an historic church on the island to take a peek at the 

structure, but the group was curious to stay and watch the ceremony. They listened to the service, 

donated coins, lit candles, and tasted the blessed (but not consecrated) bread. Some initially 

abstained, fearing that it was sacred, but a few words of encouragement from our Rum guide 

Ioanna emboldened them to have a taste. As we exited, they were full of questions for Ioanna—

What was the priest saying? Why did the congregation kiss the pictures? Were the snacks and 

lemonade set up outside the church sacred, or could they have some of that, too? “Take it,” 

Ioanna said, “it's ikram (a treat, a hospitable offering).” Her use of ikram brought the unfamiliar 

religious practices into the recognizable terrain of hospitality, where such offerings were 

commonplace.  

Of course, not all encounters with religious difference were positive. The LMV had long 

lamented the lack of a sacred space for Muslims to worship in Northern Greece, particularly in 

Thessaloniki, where many spacious mosques had been converted into art exhibition spaces but 

were often closed to the public or prohibited prayer. Across the Aegean, Greeks in Cappadocia 

found graffiti printed on the wall enclosing an old Orthodox church that read "Papaz yok, 

cami'ye gitti," "The priest is gone, he went to the mosque." And Muslims and Christians both 

found many of their religious sites in ruins, covered in graffiti, or demolished. Even when 

conversion from a church to a mosque protected the structure and decoration of an old Orthodox 

church, some exchangees were unsatisfied. In one rather well-preserved church-turned-mosque, 

Katerina of the Nea Sinasos Association trip complained to me that "all of the beautiful things 



149 

 

from the past were destroyed." The church was in much better shape than most, and I pointed out 

a few of the original architectural elements and painted decorations. That was a mistake. 

Katerina snarled at me, "Don't talk to me like a Turk!” Her reaction indicated the impressions 

that most Greeks and Turks are conditioned to have of one another.  

Following this incident, I overheard Spyros apologizing to the rehber by explaining that 

the problem between Greeks and Turks sprang from the mistaken belief that they had to be 

divided. In Ottoman times, they were the same people—Ottomans. They had a different religion, 

he said, "Big deal. All of this politics...." he trailed off, then shrugged. The rehber nodded 

knowingly. This was something about which everyone could agree. I’d been hearing it since the 

earliest days of my fieldwork in Turkey. 

 “It’s not the People” 

I had been living in Mustafapaşa just a few weeks when a large group of Greeks 

came to the village with a priest to hold mass in the St. Nicholas monastery. They were 

from Nea Prokopi; their ancestors had been exchanged from Prokopi (Ürgüp), the nearest 

town to Sinasos (Mustafapaşa). After the service, we'd taken a bus to Ürgüp to visit the 

modest cave dwelling of "St. John the Russian," a notable religious figure of the town in 

the early 1700s. As we waited outside for a local official to bring the key and unlock the site, 

an older woman in the group pulled me aside. She motioned to a younger woman, asking 

her to translate. I learned that her father had been born there in Prokopi, and she told me 

that while he never grew to love Greece, he always loved Prokopi and told stories about his 

life there often. There was something important she wanted to tell me: "There is no 

problem between the Greeks and Turks," she said. "It is a political problem that politicians 

create."  
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That was the first expression of what would become a refrain throughout my research: "It 

isn't the people, it's the politicians. It wasn't the people, it was the politicians." One man in 

Greece said this after explaining to me, at great length how, in two days, they would celebrate 

Genocide Remembrance Day in order to teach their children about how the Turks marched the 

Greeks hundreds of miles in winter until they died from the cold, even women and babies. This 

history must never be forgotten, so they commemorate the holiday. But, he finished, turning 

abruptly to an entirely different message, "I have no problem with the people. Everyone is just 

trying to live. It's the politicians!" This was the story among exchangees everywhere: the Muslims 

and Christians had gotten along in Ottoman times, until the Young Turks, or the Kemalists, or 

Great Britain and the Allies, or simply “politicians” destroyed their natural harmony.  

LMV leaders, Greek exchangee organization leaders, and local officials would say this to 

each other and to gathered crowds as they welcomed one another to joint concerts and 

exhibition openings in Greece and Turkey. Greeks would rush to tell this to the Turks visiting 

their homeland villages, Turks would say this to each other as they told their stories of family 

exile during exchangee organization meetings, and everyone was anxious to convey this message 

to me, especially Sefer. Following a long night of food and drinks celebrating the reunion of one 

Turkish exchangee grandchild with a distant Greek relative, we shared a cab back to our hotel in 

Heraklion, Crete. Sefer noticed me scribbling notes in the back seat and told me that I must write 

about this night. "See how the Greek and Turkish people get along, when it's not governments?" he 

asked. I jokingly accused Sefer of wanting free propaganda from me. “Yes, I do,” he confessed 

unabashedly.  

If it wasn’t the politicians, it was the Americans who took the blame. As we left Zakoni 

village, I asked Mixalis what most Greeks thought of Turks. He said that in his opinion, the only 
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issue between Greeks and Turks is Christ versus Muhammad. I was surprised by his answer; by 

then, I was already familiar with the exchangees' oft-repeated script blaming politicians. "So it 

has nothing to do with the Greek and Turkish states or politicians?" I asked. "No," he said, "that is 

the mavro [black man, often derogatorily], the American president." Mixalis believed that 

America sold tanks and bombs to Turkey, and then told Greece that Turkey just bought tanks and 

bombs, so that Greece would also buy bombs and tanks. That way, America profits from their 

antagonism. "Obama plays the clarinet," he said, "and we dance." 

I had heard this sentiment before, from a Greek woman visiting Mustafapaşa. Filiz 

had called me up to her hotel one night with the news that four older Greek women were 

staying at her hotel. She called them the Altın Kadınları, the Golden Girls. I interviewed 

one, and asked her the same question I had asked Mixalis. She explained that Greeks and 

Turks are not quite enemies, though of course the Turks won the war and the Greeks lost it, 

and they are still a bit touchy about it. And Greece is small and Turkey is large, with many 

resources and people and fields and flat lands. But her feeling was that if Greeks and Turks 

were sometimes enemies (and only a minority felt that way), it had first to do with England 

and now with America. Both Greece and Turkey spent very much money on airplanes and 

weapons, for defense. “And who do they both buy these supplies from?” she asked. 

“America.” So it was in America's interest for Turkey and Greece to be at odds. She 

suspected that America divided many neighboring nations in this way for this purpose. But 

she believed it was important for Greece to be able to live near its neighbors, and she didn't 

personally feel that Greeks and Turks were enemies, of course.  
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Outward Assignations of Blame 

This tendency to deflect and redirect blame was not a new phenomenon. In 1924, the Christians 

of Sinasos composed a "Song of Parting" to memorialize their expulsion from their homeland 

village. It was initially composed as a school song but became popular among all of the Sinasites 

in the months before their departure (Τακαδοπουλου 1982, 189). After a number of stanzas 

expressing pain at the prospect of leaving their motherland, the song continued: 

-6-  
But it was not our fault  
and we always wanted  
if there was a way  
to live right here.  
 
-7- 
our dear Sinasos 
our country, it's not our fault  
the foreigners ordered  
our parting.  
 

-8- 
And because we're being uprooted  
from your warm embrace  
let them have our curse  
the others, the Big Ones.  
 
-9- 
They lit the fire 
the big nations  
that wreaked havoc on us 
without a drop of shame.  
 

Even before their expulsion was carried out, the Sinasites blamed "foreigners," the "big nations" 

or “Big Ones” (the Allies) for the Population Exchange. They directed their curses at those 

parties, and not at their neighbors.56,57  

Exchangee hosts also deflected blame outwards when incoming heritage tourists found 

that their ancestral homes, mosques, churches, and graveyards were demolished or in ruins. In 

Mustafapaşa, exchangees told Nea Sinasites that it was the native population that had been 

                                                
56 In his research, Doumanis found that the impulse to blame others was common among many exchangees and 
their descendants. They maintained that they, and other ordinary people, were victims of the wars and machinations 
of politicians, a premise that Doumanis largely accepted (2013, 133-135). Rebecca Bryant, on the other hand, has 
argued that the popular ideal of peaceful coexistence between Ottoman Muslims and Christians was in fact a "tool 
for denial" that allowed ordinary Ottomans to deflect blame from themselves if they were participants in inter-
religious violence (2016, 10). 
57 In her study of British and Turkish rhetoric at the Lausanne Convention, Sevtap Demirci contends that it was 
Turkish officials who advocated for the Population Exchange, while British negotiators hoped for a solution that 
would keep minorities within the borders of Turkey (2005). The Greek position is not addressed, but both nations 
ratified the proposal. (Aslı Iğsız points out that even though Curzon spoke of the Population Exchange as a “vicious 
solution”, he thought it was necessary and participated in making it compulsory [2018, 4].) 
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responsible for this destruction. They argued that because it had happened within the first years 

of the exchangees’ arrival, before the exchangees knew the location of the churches, it must have 

been the natives. The natives said that the exchangees, who had arrived with no money and sold 

everything, were to blame. In Zakoni, Mixalis charged the Germans with obliterating the 

exchangees’ ancestral homes during World War II bombings.58 

For exchangee heritage tourists, this kind of blame deflection is an important means for 

preventing conflict and promoting cooperative relationships between the current and ancestral 

residents of exchangee villages. Assigning blame for any problems or disappointments elsewhere 

allowed Greeks and Turks to lament the Population Exchange and the ruination of their ancestral 

monuments together. I saw this happen often. Heritage tourists would approach a local and ask 

about an old church in ruins, for example. The local would sigh and say how beautiful it had 

been before some outside figure had destroyed it, lamenting the loss alongside the visitor. This 

pattern of engagement required a certain suspension of disbelief; all parties knew that their hosts 

had undoubtedly participated in some measure in the transformation of their ancestral villages, 

and they had also transformed the towns to which their families had been expelled. They were 

willing to participate in an alternative narrative in order to hold in common something that would 

have otherwise sparked conflict.  

Conflict in Abeyance 

After my private tour of Zakoni, Mixalis brought me back to the tour bus and we began 

winding our way back towards the Turkish border and Istanbul. At some point we picked up 

Yiannis, an amateur historian and acquaintance of Erhan. He gave us notes about various 

village sites in Greek, which Erhan then translated for us. That afternoon, we arrived in Kavala, 

where we would spend our final morning before returning to Istanbul. As the bus approached the 
                                                
58 Later I wondered why the remote little village would have been a German target. It was hard to imagine. 
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city, a huge poster depicting Cyprus dripping in blood was visible from the road. The poster was 

in protest of the 1974 invasion and continued occupation of Northern Cyprus by the Turkish 

military. Conflict over Cypru remains a significant obstacle to normal relations between Greece 

and Turkey, and I overheard many Turks in the group condemning the poster to one another.  

Figure 19. Poster of Cyprus bleeding, in Kavala 

The following day was May 19, the “Day of Remembrance” that the Greek man had 

explained earlier. It was observed across the country, as Commemoration Day for the Genocide 

of Greeks of Asia Minor Pontos. The date selected in 1994 by the Greek Parliament coincides 

with the Turkish national holiday “Commemoration of Ataturk, Youth, and Sports Day” (Alpan 

2012, 216). While Turks would celebrate the arrival of Ataturk in Samsun, considered the outset 

of their "War of Independence" against Greece, Greeks would memorialize the deadly removal of 

the Pontic Greeks from the very same region where Atatürk had landed. 
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The morning of the 19th, we rejoined another bus of LMV homeland tourists and together 

we filed into the Kavala mayor's office for a welcome meeting and presentation. The mayor was 

full of energy and good humor as she passed around promotional materials describing the city. 

She explained her own family roots in Turkey. "You are exchangees, and we are also exchangees, 

hoş geldiniz!" she said, in a combination of Greek and heavily accented Turkish. "This is your 

home too; don't forget that you have friends here! Welcome, to the homeland of your ancestors!" 

She directed that last line to Ismet, an LMV leader whose family had been expelled from her city. 

Ismet assured her that indeed, he never felt "foreign" here, but rather that Kavala always felt like 

home. He expressed his hope that many more Turks visiting Thessaloniki would do more than 

stop in Kavala for lunch on their way back to Istanbul; they should stay and spend a night to see 

the Ottoman heritage and architecture. This was undoubtedly the aim of the mayor’s warm 

welcome: to increase tourism to the city by encouraging Turks to come. While the marketing 

campaign went on and officials from the mayor's office and the LMV exchanged gifts and stories 

of ancestors and homelands, no mention was ever made of the massive poster visible from her 

office, or the Commemoration Day that would also be celebrated that day. As we boarded the bus 

to continue our tour, I wondered if the cheerful mayor would be spending her evening making 

somber speeches of a wholly different kind. 

Avoiding Politics in Turkey 

After the Greeks emptied out of Cappadocia following the patriarch’s visit, Selma 

and I talked about their yearly trip to the village. Selma complained that unlike years in 

the past, she felt like she'd barely had a chance to visit with the Nea Sinasites. When she 

had worked in the mayor's office, she'd played an active role in building relationships with 

the leaders of the Nea Sinasos organization, and had even visited them in Athens. But this 
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trip, none of the Nea Sinasites had stopped by her hotel. She'd only had a chance to chat 

with a few of the other Greeks in town to worship with the Patriarch. I asked Selma why, if 

she wanted to attract Greek visitors to her hotel and since she had her own ancestral 

connections to a homeland now in Greece, she did not hang Greek and Turkish flags in 

front of her hotel. Selma looked at me, aghast. "They'll kill me!" she said.59  

Giorgos, a Greek parliamentarian with roots in Cappadocia who accompanied the 

group Selma had been sorry to miss, noticed that this impulse to sidestep potentially 

divisive historical narratives or national events occurred at a many sites in Cappadocia that 

he associated with Greece’s national legacy. Ahead of our visit to Göreme, a collection of 

frescoed Byzantine cave churches and monasteries, he said to me, "Pay attention, 

tomorrow—I’ve never heard a Turkish guide mention anything about Greeks at Göreme." 

Giorgos was proven correct; the rehber stripped Göreme of any imperial, ethnic, linguistic, 

or sectarian specificity, labeling the site broadly as "Christian".  

Even within groups of exchangees, political discussions tended to be taboo. On one 

long bus journey, I looked up from my note-taking to find Giorgos in a heated argument 

with Katerina. The shouting became louder as more and more of the bus became involved 

in the fight. Finally, Spyros grabbed the bus microphone and chastised the group: "No 

politics! We all agreed!" The commotion died down. 

Avoidance and Depoliticization  

 Greeks and Turks in their homelands did not confront their political differences or 

acknowledge issues they found divisive or offensive when they interacted with one another. 

Spyros and others made it clear to me that exchangees, like all Greeks and Turks, were taught to 
                                                
59 Recall that a similar issue had arisen when the Nea Sinasites who helped fund the St. Nicholas Monastery 
renovation hoped to affix a Greek flag to the site. Locals were anxious that the site not be politicized, and instead a 
plaque dedicated to the shared suffering caused by the Population Exchange was chosen over any national symbols.  
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view the other with suspicion. "In our [text] books and in their books, we are enemies," he told 

me. But, it was important "little by little to stop this thing." Throughout my research, exchangees 

managed to put aside their differences and avoid conflict with one another and with those they 

encountered in the homeland by avoiding conversation about national and transnational politics.  

Practices of restraint and self-censorship had occurred in the past as well, as Muslim and 

Christian Ottomans living coterminously found ways to share the same spaces cooperatively 

(Doumanis 2013). "Communal accommodation,” he writes, “required active social engagement 

as well as political silences" (138). It was sometimes necessary for Ottomans of diverse religious 

backgrounds and burgeoning national affiliations to avoid contentious political issues in order to 

keep peace in their villages. Those who failed to do so harmed the social fabric of multi-religious 

towns. When refugees from Crete arrived in previously peaceful multi-religious villages in the 

1940s, bringing with them radical nationalistic viewpoints and ethnic prejudices, they were 

disparaged for having "corrupted the Anatolian Turks by politicizing them" (140).  

Sefer and other leaders of the LMV were open about their political aims, and their annual 

Joint Declarations outlined these each year. As an NGO, they had more freedom to be explicitly 

political. Sefer identified himself as a humanist and a secularist; he was critical both of 

nationalism at large and the specific religiosity that he felt characterized Greeks and Greek 

exchangees. Local exchangee organizations in Turkey were not overtly political like the LMV 

was. They said their motives were social and cultural, and vehemently denied having political 

aims. As conversations developed, they would admit that they did hope to influence local politics 

and bring economic advantages to exchangee-owned businesses. I suspect their initial denials 

stemmed from a practical awareness that it was newly acceptable for communities in Turkey to 

celebrate diverse cultural backgrounds provided that they remained only cultural. Thus, 



158 

 

exchangees’ engagements with “politics” were strategic, including their efforts to remove Greek-

Turkish political matters from their cross-border interactions.60 Greeks and Turks relied instead 

on scripted, often superficial narratives of Greek-Turkish interpersonal harmony. Access to 

private conversations that reflected nationalistic prejudices harbored by exchangees would reveal 

that these expressions of goodwill and affinity were functional rather than merely polite or 

descriptive.  

On the Bus: Turkish Impressions of Greeks 

By the summer of 2015, the economic crisis in Greece was reaching its peak. Greeks were 

standing in lines to extract a few Euros from ATMs each day as visiting Turkish exchangees 

stepped around them to shop for homeland mementos, alcohol, and cosmetics. I began to hear 

in-group comments about Greek laziness that had not been part of the bus conversation on trips 

in the previous year. As the bus passed through a quiet seaside town one afternoon, a man 

pointed to a closed cafe and said, "Oh, that's right, everything in Greece is closed in the afternoon 

for siesta!" His neighbor responded with the observation that Greeks just sit around all day in 

cafes drinking coffee, so of course there was an economic crisis.61 His friend agreed, saying that 

he’d even witnessed a man in a cafe having ouzo with his breakfast.62 “From first thing in the 

morning, drinking ouzo!” he’d exclaimed. 

When I returned to visit my friends in Mustafapaşa after the year away, I was surprised to 

find more of this talk. One of them asked me to teach her how to say in English, "Greece is 

Europe's spoiled child." She’d been chatting with a German visitor to her hotel. (At this time, 

many Greeks considered Germany their economic oppressor, and many Germans had complaints 

                                                
60 Here, I aim to follow scholarship of “the political” that takes seriously how, and for what purposes, informants 
characterize certain spaces or practices as apolitical (Candea 2011). 
61 For a different perspective on café culture during the Greek economic crisis, see Knight, 2015.  
62 Ouzo is a strong, anise-flavored Greek liquor similar to Turkish rakı.  
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about Greek corruption and profligacy.) Most of my Turkish friends worked in the tourism 

industry in some way. One afternoon, over tea, a small group amused one another with stories, 

often exaggerated, of visiting tourists from different countries. In their embellished tellings, 

Chinese visitors poured all of the food served at the hotel, even watermelon, into their soup 

course and ate it all mixed together, and Japanese tourists called for repairs to water spigots and 

toilets because they expected everything to be automatic. Their conversation turned from hotel 

visitors to national populations in general, revealing prejudices they held. When they came to the 

Greeks, they agreed that they were lazy, taking siestas all day, drinking coffee at cafes, partying 

in bars all night, and then complaining about the economic crisis. At the end of this interchange, 

my friend Suzan looked up at me in shock and said, "My god, we've just been talking as if you 

weren't yabancı (a foreigner, a stranger)!"  That kind of talk was meant for insiders. 

On the Bus: Greek Impressions of Turks	

We drove through Sinasos on our way to a nearby church. Tour participants were 

anxious for glimpses of their homeland village, and Spyros began to narrate as we sped 

through it. Katerina looked about in wonder, crying, "Ah, patridha aghapimeni mou (αχ, 

πατρίδα αγαπηµένη µου; Ah, my beloved homeland)!" We made a left turn, and Spyros 

explained, "This is the neighborhood where many of the 500 Turkish families of Sinasos 

lived. It was called--and I better be careful to say this in Greek—" he said, nodding 

towards the Turkish bus driver, "vromikos mahale (βρώµικοσ µαχάλε, the dirty 

neighborhood).” 

When we arrived at our destination, Katerina pulled me aside and walked me 

towards a pasture. “Just look at those cows,” she said. “They are such beautiful animals, 

but look how miserable they are. It is very sad. I don’t’ know why the Turks treat them like 
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this, even their milk will be bad!” I am not a qualified judge, but I could glean no 

difference between these cows and others I’d seen in my life. I wrote in my notes that 

Katerina, who had spent much of the trip disparaging Turks and earning resentment from 

all parties, did not seem to be expressing an opinion about cows, really.  

Shared Heritage 

As the LMV tour group travelled from small village to small village, Erhan or Iskender 

would occasionally wake the dozing passengers to point out an old Ottoman bridge or a town 

where an Ottoman notable had been born. The travel days were long, as were the distances we 

covered. People slept or chatted quietly on the bus. The landscape was beautiful in the spring, 

with bright red poppies standing out against fields turning greener degree by degree. Long 

periods of waiting were punctuated by brief but intense, emotional homecomings.  

When we finally did arrive at a homeland village, our time there was often 

heartbreakingly short as men and women who had spent lifetimes imagining the place and 

searching for ways to visit it were given just fifteen or twenty minutes to explore. Often, locals 

would pour out of their homes to learn who we were. We toured during the day, so most of the 

Greek villagers we met were older, retired people. Erhan and a local person—sometimes an 

official of some sort—would move quickly, on foot or in a car, to show passengers anything they 

could of the former Ottoman village. It was best if the graveyard's location was known, but 

locals usually knew where the mosque had been. Exchangees would pull plastic bags from their 

pockets and dig into the sacred ground with their hands, filling the bags with earth that they 

could take home. When they returned to Turkey, they would place the dirt on the graves of 

parents or grandparents who died still wishing to be buried in their birthplaces.  
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Figure 20. Gathering earth from the homeland 

As these emotional scenes played out, the rest of the group would wander the village and 

chat with the locals, in Turkish or broken English, or merely exchange shy smiles. Almost always, 

once I or a better Greek-speaker shared who we were and what we were doing in the village, the 

local women would rush into their homes to retrieve chocolates or homemade koulourakia 

cookies to pass out to the group. Many were exchangees themselves and clearly sympathetic to 

our mission. 

In Zakoni village, where I had toured alone, Mixalis's mother had welcomed me into her 

home, insisting that it was far too cold to chat outside. I was ushered onto a low couch at the 

edge of the wall, a couch just like the sedir couches on which I'd so often reclined in village 

homes in Turkey. Lemonia encouraged me to warm my hands over the stove to my right, a stove 

just like the soba that heated most of the homes in Mustafapaşa, including my own. As Lemonia 

began to arrange tiny glasses on a serving tray, Mixalis shook his head and explained that we 
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were in a hurry. Ignoring the protests of her son, she carefully poured a taste of her homemade 

cherry liqueur into each glass and placed a chocolate beside it. This small ceremony of welcome 

mimicked hundreds of others I'd experienced in Turkey, if tea were substituted for the liqueur.  

By the end of that day, I had collected three oranges, one apple, one bag of potato chips, 

one candy bar, a piece of chocolate, and three flowers, the last of which, residing in a discarded 

water bottle, decorated my seat on the bus for the remainder of the trip. My collection was not 

unusual; many others had acquired similar gifts from locals in their ancestral villages. Often, 

they had also packed small tokens of thanks to present in return. Those who knew ahead of time 

that they would be hosted in their ancestral family home by its current owners came prepared 

with baggage filled with items typically given as gifts in Turkey: pashminas, printed silk or 

embroidered village scarves, homemade candied fruits, olives, dried fruits, and nuts. Other gifts 

were quite small: one woman brought tiny pins decorated with blue "evil eye" beads and pinned 

them on each Greek person who spoke with her, showed her around, or shared a gift with her. I 

explained to the owner of a village cafe that one of the visitors wanted to buy a set of the coffee 

cups they were drinking from. He’d asked me to inquire if they were for sale, or where he might 

find them in stores. The owner carefully washed and dried a set, packaged them in a small box, 

and presented them as a gift. Later, the recipient asked me, "Don't you see how we are all getting 

along? All of the problems are actually political." 

Gifts and hospitality were also extended on a larger scale, as the LMV built relationships 

with other exchangee organizations in the towns we toured. Often, Sefer planned a homeland trip 

to coincide with the opening of a Two Shores of Homesickness: Exchangee Family Stories 

exhibition and Two Shores, One Voice concert, as was the case on this trip. We met up with the 

other LMV tour buses for these events, and Sefer took over the coordination of all groups. The 
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exhibit opening was attended by local officials and exchangee organization leaders and 

members, and documented by local and regional TV crews. Sefer removed his black touring beret 

to make the following remarks for the cameras: 

"There are very important, sentimental reasons connecting us to these lands, because our families 
were born on these lands and despite their wants and desires, they were forced to migrate. The 
justification for the Population Exchange was the wars. The wars forced people to leave from their 
birthplaces, and great suffering was experienced in the Exchange. It was like this for both sides, for the 
Turkish Muslims and for the Orthodox Rum. The Exchange was a tragedy, and a very big trauma. Our 
ancestors that were caught up in the Exchange of course felt this pain themselves, and they passed it on to 
us. This trauma was carried on from generation to generation within families. Now, in order to overcome 
this trauma, the second and third generations are facing this history. In the Population Exchange, it was 
people who suffered, and we, in order that this suffering should never again be experienced, defend the 
unity of the Turkish and Greek exchangees." 

 
He went on to explain that the exhibition was a joint effort produced by Greeks and Turks 

who wanted to learn more about each other’s suffering, thereby removing any division that 

existed between them. Sefer ended the speech with the LMV's fiery slogan: "May the pain that was 

suffered never again be lived!" As Ioanna translated his remarks, a Greek woman next to me in 

the audience responded with a fervent "Amin" (αµήν). 

Figure 21. Sefer makes a speech at an exhibition opening 
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Next, Greek officials and organization leaders similar remarks, and then we were 

released to enjoy the exhibit. All in the group were touched when our hosts, the local exchangee 

organization, pointed us to tables filled with cookies, spinach and cheese pastries, baklava, and 

other treats made by their members. They thanked the bakers with warm smiles, a gentle squeeze 

of the shoulder, and the small phrases they shared in Greek, Turkish, or English. I perused the 

exhibit, stopping to chat with Lutfu Amca, who was seated in front of the poster dedicated to his 

family's story. Of course, he was answering questions and posing for photographs.  

The exhibit would stay a few weeks, but we were soon boarding the bus to make our way 

to the concert hall, where the LMV's chorus was singing that evening. Our chorus was one of 

three that would sing that night, but none took the stage until exchangee leaders and local 

officials had again made speeches lamenting the Population Exchange, begging that such an 

event never again be repeated, thanking one another for their shared commitment and 

hospitality, and looking forward to many fruitful joint projects in the future. In front of the 

concert’s much larger audience, the organizations again presented one another with gifts: an 

artistic rendering of the host town, armfuls of flowers to the chorus "maestros," copies of the Two 

Shores book, a plaque from the municipality, and a box of baklava from "Constantinople."63  

Finally, the first chorus took the stage to deliver a technically impressive collection of 

classical songs, beginning with Vivaldi's "Gloria in Excelsis Deo." A second group sang folk songs, 

especially those brought to Greece from the Ottoman Empire. A few of their numbers were 

accompanied by dancers in bright, regional costumes. Sefer graciously allowed himself to be 

pulled into the mix of dancers for the final song, to the amusement of the audience. The maestro 

                                                
63 Sefer	kept	an	overhead	compartment	of	the	bus	filled	with	book	copies	and	boxes	of	Istanbul's	famous	
Güllüoğlu	baklava.	He	delighted	Greeks	by	adopting	their	convention	and	describing	the	baklava	he	gave	them	
as	“άπο	την	Πόλυ”	(from	the	City,	i.e.	Constantinople,	rather	than	“Istanbul”). 
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wore a tuxedo and led the musicians and singers of the LMV chorus through a mixed set of 

Turkish and Greek folk songs.  

I’d recently watched the chorus rehearse in the LMV offices in Istanbul. They’d practiced 

the Greek songs with Ioanna's help, and one chorus member told me that Greek audiences were 

often convinced that they were all bilingual. She was embarrassed that she could only mumble 

"ευχαριστω (thank you)" when they approached her to speak after the show. But it was their 

Turkish folk songs that really brought down the house. Enver, the LMV chorus's accordion player, 

said that elderly members of the audience regularly cried while listening to the familiar songs 

sung in their native language, just as they’d heard their parents sing them before they died. The 

LMV’s sets were carefully arranged to move between ballads and well-known folk hits, in both 

languages, to maximize the emotional impact of their performances. 

Before the LMV chorus began its set, Lutfu explained to the audience that he had been 

born nearby in 1914 and had been forced to leave in 1924. Tonight, he said in slow and careful 

Greek, they would sing in Greek and in Turkish, and that they would all be even closer. The 

crowd went wild, and the chorus began their concert with Lutfu singing from a chair in the 

center. As they sang, I made friends with the family sitting next to me in the audience. Stella, a 

Greek woman probably in her 70s, gripped me tightly throughout the concert, stroking my hand 

absentmindedly during the Turkish songs. She had grown up hearing about her mother’s 

homeland and the Population Exchange as though it were a Greek myth. When she and her 

siblings learned the story was real, they were shocked. "Such a trauma!" she said. Now, when she 

heard the Turkish language and this music, she was reminded of the suffering of her parents, and 

she felt sad. Stella had recently visited her homeland village, almost by accident. She had joined 

a tour of Cappadocia, and the guide had narrated the names of the towns they were passing She 
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was surprised when he uttered a familiar name, the homeland village of her mother, and she 

begged him to stop the bus. He acquiesced, and the local muhtar there opened their archive to 

help her find her mother's house. As Stella explained what it was like to stand in her mother's 

house, after hearing all of the stories growing up, she closed her eyes, lifted her head, gathered 

fingertips together, and gently waved them in that familiar Greek expression of bliss.  

After the concert, which ended around 10:30 pm, the LMV tour participants were invited 

to a nearby wedding hall for a three-course meal arranged by our hosts in the Greek exchangee 

organization. The exchangee tourists were hungry and anxiously searching for organizers who 

could steer them away from the entree options that included pork, but members of the choruses 

were already on the dance floor, having wrested the microphone from the emcee. They were 

linked together in a long “circle dance” chain that snaked around the decorated tables and 

maintained itself for most of the night, as new dancers took the places of those who left to find 

their dinners. I was seated by Sezan, a singer in the chorus who had joined almost every concert 

in recent years. We spoke about her experiences; she remarked that although the LMV had many 

great projects and events, she felt that it was the meaningful job of the chorus to be a "bridge 

between the two people." She explained that Greeks value music and have a strong music culture, 

like the Turks, so it was a natural common ground.64 And, as the concert made clear, many of the 

songs, instruments, and dances were shared between the two nations. 

Throughout the evening, Greeks and Turks exchanged pleasantries and smiles on the 

dance floor, in line for the bathroom, and waiting for their turn to select the next song. They 

                                                
64. By chatting with a few members of the chorus, I learned that they pay their own way to travel to Greece and 
participate in the LMV concerts. There are 6 or 7 trips each year, so the expense and difficulty of leaving work for a 
few days each month is considerable. Sezan felt that of all the choruses with which she sang, this one was the most 
emotional and had the greatest impact upon its audience. People gathered to sing and dance together, and she felt 
that taking in the gratitude and emotion of the audience was worth more to her than the payments she receives from 
singing in other choruses. 
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learned where the other's family originated, and if they had ever gone back to visit. Our Greek 

hosts hoped to meet someone living in their ancestral village in Turkey; I often translated for 

apologetic Turks trying to convey that, "Oh well, you should look me up if you are ever in my 

hometown; you are always welcome!" 

After a long meal, much wine and dancing, a slice of birthday cake, and a rousing 

rendition of "Happy Birthday To You," in English, to celebrate Lutfu's 101st year, at 1:45 in the 

morning, I gathered with everyone who had volunteered to take the early bus back the hotel. As 

we found our seats, one of our hosts rushed onto the bus with a last treat: a tiny box filled with 

two pieces of baklava for each of us to take home. It was the final token of generosity from a 

group that had fed and entertained us all evening, and we murmured a sleepy "εύχαριστω πολύ 

(thank you)" as the bus driver turned the key. The next morning, members of our group 

commented on the hospitality of our hosts, and wondered if they would have been so generous to 

a group of Greek strangers to their hometowns. 

Common Ground	

With political antagonism, blame and victimhood, and religious differences temporarily 

excised from the relationship between Greeks and Turks during exchangee heritage tours, 

sources of affinity were actively foregrounded instead. Exchangee interactions on tours I joined 

often hinged on notions of shared suffering and realizations of common cultural practices made 

possible in part by the hospitality practices carried out by both groups. 

Interpersonal relationships were built as Greeks and Turks told sad stories and ate meals 

together in villages and homes that they shared across the displacements brought by the 

Population Exchange. Barriers were overcome at first by an active willingness to suspend beliefs 

about the other learned in school and public culture, and by a concerted effort to abide by 
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evolving “rules” of exchangee transnational interactions, such as avoiding politics or blaming 

politicians or outsiders for animosity. These efforts cleared space for exchangees to come 

together as hosts and guests, where they discovered similarities in how they received one another 

that spoke to a shared past rather than inherent differences.  

Gift-giving was a central part of this process. By giving generous gifts, Greeks and Turks 

performed the good hospitality they understood as morally right within their national, regional, 

or religious system of values. In doing so, they offered a different vision of Greeks or Turks than 

the barbarous ones promoted in textbooks. But there were also elements of this gift-giving that 

seemed to address specific problems of Greek-Turkish exchangee heritage tourism. Heritage 

tourists spend only a short time in their homelands, and their interactions with the people who 

now occupy them are brief. The gifts they give are more permanent. They are a way to remind 

one another of a shared connection that is difficult to speak across linguistic differences but can 

be conveyed through traditional forms of gift-giving common in both cultures. Just as exchangee 

descendants who could not return their ancestors to their homelands instead bring earth to their 

graves, heritage tourists return with gifts that acknowledged their connections to places and 

people that, because of the Population Exchange, are not part of their everyday environments. 

For this reason, exchangees were anxious to give and receive items most deeply and closely 

connected to the homeland, often cultivated from its earth—apples, dried beans, flowers, foods 

made from local ingredients, baklava made in “Constantinople.” Additionally, the gift-giving that 

accompanied meals hosted in a heritage tourists’ ancestral home often marked the beginning of 

long-term reciprocal hospitality relationships. 

This was especially true, on a larger scale, for the LMV. The gift-giving, speech-making, 

and sharing of stories, music, and dancing at exhibition openings and concerts—all broadcast on 
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local and regional television programs—provided opportunities for exchangee organizations to 

forge connections and bring their message to a wider audience. On these occasions, Sefer and 

other organization leaders highlight what is shared between the exchangees of Greece and 

Turkey, especially the trauma suffered by their families, and their continued suffering as the 

inheritors of their ancestors' sadness. They believe that the experiences of the Population 

Exchange join exchangees and their descendants into a transnational community. The exchangee 

community that they define in this way is deliberately distinct from Greek and Turkish national 

ones. It embraces ancestral suffering as a reason for unity rather than animosity, using common 

Greek-Turkish tropes for characterizing the Greek-Turkish War—blame and self-victimization—

in very different ways than the traditional pattern. In fact, many of the rules that define their 

etiquette acknowledge and directly confront the sources of tension that lie between Greeks and 

Turks.  

They do not interact on a level playing field. The Greek exchangees who participate in 

heritage tourism are, in general, wealthier than the Turks who do and their transnational mobility 

is assisted rather than hindered by their position in regional geopolitics. Unless they meet elder 

Greeks and Turks, they do not often share a language in common. Their governments and 

militaries are antagonistic, and they have been educated to hold prejudices about one another. 

Greek and Turkish exchangees actively, intentionally create alternative modes of interaction. The 

practices they employ—blame deflection, avoidance of politics, a reliance on gift-giving and 

hospitable welcomes, and pronouncements of their natural affinity and shared ancestral 

suffering—subvert or overcome these challenges. In doing so, they provide a model for 

reconnection in the wake of ethnic conflict and forced migration. It is clear that people like 

Selma and Andreas retain deep affective connections for places that their parents and 
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grandparents occupied even though they never did. They want lived experiences in these places, 

and they and other exchangees are willing to behave according to rules that facilitate the 

realization of their desire. In addition to the etiquette they follow, the heritage tourism industry is 

another means of regulating and bringing equality, harmony, and clarity to interactions between 

Greek and Turkish exchangees. 
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CHAPTER 6 

Hosting Heritage Tourism 

Character Sketch: Burat 

Burat was the first local person I met in Mustafapaşa, and I suspect many visitors to the 

village would say the same. His shop was in the center of town, and his booming voice rang out 

in many languages to greet tourists. Burat was short and old and, as my year in the village 

progressed, sometimes seemed confused. When the early morning call to prayer rang out a 

different tune, the longer prayer signaling a death in the village, I often worried that it would be 

his name announced at the end, but each day I found him busy at his shop. 

Burat’s eyes were the clearest blue I’d ever seen in Turkey. I assumed he was exchangee 

because of those eyes, but he was not. Burat explained that his family was among the Muslims 

who had lived together with the Greek Orthodox Christians of Sinasos before the Population 

Exchange. Most of those families had earned their livelihoods by working the fields of the 

Christians, and many lost an important source of income when the Christians were exiled. Burat 

was not a descendent of a community displaced, but of one left behind.  

He was a retired military general, and he spoke all of the many languages he knew, 

including Turkish, slowly, with loud, deliberate intonation—helpful for a non-native Turkish 

speaker like me. He had bravely entered the tourism industry just as it began, first opening a 

shop and then a small hotel. He named both after himself. Burat had still more plans. He led me 

through two buildings nearby that he had recently purchased, crumbling old structures with cave 

rooms in the lower floors. He was using one to store his extra merchandise from the shop—
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tablecloths, scarves, jewelry, bedspreads, and so on—and had plans to convert the other into a 

café. Burat lamented the steep increase in the prices of the old Greek Orthodox buildings, which 

were now expensive even when they were in states of complete disrepair. Tourism had greatly 

increased their value and thereby their cost, and he was glad to have gotten into the industry 

before it became financially impossible. 

Figure 22. Burat greets Spyros in front of his shop 

Burat was romantic about the early days of the tourism industry in Mustafapaşa. When I 

interviewed him about the history of his shop, I asked him which among the products he sold 

were his favorites. He bypassed shelves of popular scarves, tablecloths, and other textiles and 

came to rest in front of a small shelf of thick, colorful wool socks. I was surprised. I’d never seen 
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anyone buy socks from his shop. Burat explained that a pair of wool socks had been his first sale, 

and so he always kept them stocked in the store and felt particularly fond of them. 

Burat and his son Ibrahim, who manned the shop with his father most days, wished the 

Population Exchange had never happened. “If only everyone had stayed in the lands where he 

was born!” Ibrahim told me one hot afternoon during the month of Ramadan. His father was 

inside, resting, away from the heat that also kept tourists out of the region in July. Ibrahim was 

bored and chatty. He felt sorry for the Greeks who came to visit now—how difficult it must be to 

see what had become of their beautiful homeland! He and Burat counted Andreas as a friend, and 

Ibrahim wished many of the Greeks would return to purchase and renovate their ancestral homes 

like Andreas had done. He thought the exchangees who had been settled in Mustafapaşa were 

lucky; it must be a much nicer village than their birthplaces. Ibrahim also discussed the 

continuing mistrust between the natives, like himself, and the exchangees. He was offended 

when exchangees spoke what he called “Yugoslavian” together. “What could they be saying? 

Maybe they are cursing me,” he mused.  

I happened to be in Burat’s shop one afternoon when a group of Greek tourists came in to 

buy souvenirs. I was not surprised when Burat greeted them in Greek, or even when he could 

quote a few prices using their language. I was surprised when he said to them, “My grandmother 

was Greek, too!” I had interviewed Burat about his background and life just a few days earlier; 

he had never mentioned a Greek grandmother. I’d asked about his blue eyes and admitted to 

having mistaken him for an exchangee at first. He had only ever identified as yerli, a native 

Muslim of Sinasos/Mustafapaşa. As Burat totaled the bill of his Greek customers and arranged 

the pile of goods neatly into plastic bags decorated with blue evil eyes,65 I thought about his 

                                                
65 Blue eye decorations, beads, and jewelry are thought to protect those they adorn by absorbing jealousy and 
negative thoughts. 
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declaration. I didn’t doubt its veracity; it certainly was possible that Burat’s grandfather had 

married a Greek Sinasite woman before the Population Exchange. Such intermarriages occurred 

occasionally. But it did not seem accidental that Burat’s first mention of his “Greek” heritage 

coincided with a big sale to Greek customers. In Mustafapaşa, exchangee heritage was central to 

the tourism industry; a commercial element was rarely absent from Greek-Turkish interactions. 

Introduction 

 The Greek and Turkish nation-states are not particularly welcoming hosts of the national 

‘other’. Immediately following the Population Exchange, exchangees were not permitted to 

return to their homelands and for many years they were also afraid to visit. They expected to 

confront prejudice and violence. Spyros told me that his father, now deceased, would be amazed 

to know that he returned frequently to Sinasos. It was considered a frightening, impossible 

journey for many years. Erhan learned this when he hosted a Greek family in his village (their 

mother’s birthplace) in 2005. They had been too afraid to come earlier, certain that they would 

be killed during their journey. Finally, when their mother died without seeing her homeland 

again, they decided to take the risk and visit. Erhan reported that they were surprised by how 

warmly they were welcomed by the local people; they had come to their mother’s village with 

fear, but found friendship (and a local population of Greek-speaking exchangees like Erhan) 

instead.  

 These worries were widespread. They derived in part from past violence, the hostile 

relationship between the Greek and Turkish governments, and the inhospitable policies the two 

kept in place to discourage the entrance of the national other. For example, during my research 

period, Greeks were still legally prohibited from purchasing property in many regions of 
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Turkey.66 It was difficult for Turks to obtain visas to visit Greece, even as tourists with ancestral 

ties to the region. Greeks faced no impediments when entering Turkey, but groups of Greeks 

were made to feel unwelcome. Alexandros, one such visitor, came to Mustafapaşa as part of a 

“Seferis tour” tracing the travels of the popular Greek poet Giorgos Seferis. Their group was 

very large, filling three tour buses. Alexandros believed that undercover Turkish officials had 

been monitoring them throughout their visit. In Istanbul, he was certain that a few agents had 

joined them to make sure they didn’t cause any trouble. He believed that many Greeks had 

converted to Islam to avoid the Population Exchange, and he surmised that the Turkish 

government was afraid that visiting Greek nationals would join them and start a revolution. 

Alexandros reported that while they were visiting Taksim (a busy touristic and commercial 

district in Istanbul), government officials had broken up a gathering of Greeks dancing to a street 

musician playing Greek music because they feared a demonstration. This was a concern that my 

local friends confirmed as legitimate.67 In this respect, Greece and Turkey were not particularly 

good national hosts. Greek and Turkish nationalisms prompted fear and mistrust of the other, and 

state endeavors to monitor and control their travel were considerable. 

 

 

                                                
66 Turks, on the other hand, were able to purchase land in Greece. Wealthy Turks fearing unrest in Turkey began 
buying property in Greece in record numbers, taking advantage of the Greek government’s “golden visa” offer 
(which gives EU resident rights to foreigners buying property worth at least 250,000 euros). 

67 When I shared Konstantinos’s story with Selma and a visiting Dutch scholar who lived and worked in 
Ankara, I was skeptical. Konstantinos had also expressed the opinion that everything beautiful in Turkey was 
actually Greek, and that Turks were only kind to Greeks today because they hoped to sell them things. I suspected 
his fears derived from nationalistic prejudice against Turks that was quite familiar to me by that point. Selma and 
Alexander disagreed with me. Selma said that the government probably did get advance notice of large groups of 
visiting Greeks and followed them; she had seen at least 10 government officials in attendance at each of the 
Orthodox ceremonies she had witnessed in Mustafapaşa. Alexander nodded; over his many years running the 
Institute, he had gotten used to being asked over for “tea” by agents of the MIT (Turkey’s intelligence agency). His 
hosts took care to mention casually how they had “heard from a cousin” that he had visited some village or another, 
just to let him know that he was monitored. (Upon that surprising news, I asked if they thought I was being watched, 
a question Selma answered with a fast and resounding, “No!”)  
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Exchangee Heritage Tourism: An Alternative  

Exchangee heritage tourism provided an alternate space for Greeks and Turks to interact 

as guests and hosts, and an alternative national interest for the Greek and Turkish states. The 

potential for economic profit underlying heritage tourism encouraged the Greek and Turkish 

governments to be more welcoming of Turkish and Greek visitors. Tourism also provided 

exchangees a sustainable means for maintaining, renovating, and rebuilding exchangee heritage. 

It brought Greek and Turkish exchangees together in their homelands. As tourists, they could put 

aside their roles as national adversaries to focus instead on consumption, leisure, entertainment, 

family memory, and, ultimately, cooperative transnational relationship-building.  

 Tourism has traditionally been understood as a perverted sort of hospitality. Tourism 

makes hospitality an industry, commodifying a moral or societal value for outsiders to purchase. 

Jordanians in Andrew Shryock’s examination of karam (hospitality) in the public marketplace 

dismiss touristic and commercial forms of hospitality as “artificial, silly, and distorted” (2004, 

40). Hospitality is meant to be a domestic affair, and should be given generously and freely 

(without expectations of financial exchange, at least; reputation and reciprocity are the expected 

returns). Shryock explains,  

A guest cannot pay for hospitality shown in these “normal” settings; it is a gift of 
the Maussian sort, and it is properly repaid in kind. If one gives cash for it—as 
tourists in Wadi Rum pay their Bedouin hosts to escort, feed, sing, and dance for 
them—this is business, not hospitality, and these exchanges are spoken of, by all 
tribespeople with whom I have discussed them, as dirty work akin to prostitution 
(41).  
 

Characteristics closely tied to hospitality in home settings—generosity, honor, respect—are not 

easily translated to public, commercial settings. Hazel Tucker, in her study of tourism in 

Göreme, Cappadocia, found that as the emergent industry grew and formalized, it was 

impossible for industry professionals to continue to be “hosts” for their “guests” (2003, 99). 
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Initially, when they opened a room or two in their houses to accommodate guests and served 

them meals at their family dinner tables, touristic hosting mimicked more traditional forms of 

local hospitality. But, over time, competition and commercialization transformed the people who 

stayed in their hotels, ate the food they cooked, and asked them to arrange tours of the local sites 

from guests to customers. 

Customers have different privileges and limitations than guests. Their stays are of a finite 

duration, established ahead of time. Transactions between hotel owners and customers are 

regulated, formalized, and even contractually outlined. Their exchanges are defined by market 

values rather than moral values. While Greek and Turkish customs demand that hosts welcome 

guests lavishly, treat them to feasts and overnight stays, offer as gifts the items they praise, and 

expect return hospitality at some time in the future, tourism professionals as “hosts” owe their 

customers a fair exchange of goods or services for cash. Their reciprocity is immediate. Unlike 

hospitality relationships between hosts and guests, which suggest intimacy and either a history of 

social relations or the beginnings of them, preexisting or subsequent social relationships are not 

necessary to touristic exchanges.68 

Once, I asked Filiz about the terminology she and her colleagues used to refer to their 

visitors. Filiz owned a cave hotel noted because a few of the cave rooms had formerly been part 

of a Greek Orthodox cave church. The frescoes of an old chapel featured prominently in one 

room’s bathroom. Filiz told me that when she spoke to the people staying at her hotel, she called 

them misafir or konuk, words meaning guest. But amongst themselves, hotel owners called them 

muşteriler, customers. Tourists are a particular kind of guest. As outsiders, especially foreigners 

from far-away nations, they are unusual guests who are often unaware of the local rules of 

                                                
68 This is not to say that long-term guest-host (or other social) relationships cannot develop from commercial 
exchanges; in fact, I will follow others in arguing that they often do. 
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hospitality. Michael Herzfeld argues that in Greece, the reciprocal relationship between hosts and 

tourist guests requires the respect of the guest in addition to his cash payment (1987: 80). 

Tourists who don’t realize this are seen as bad guests, and national values requiring generosity 

can be suspended in favor of exercising national or local sovereignty. Hosts in their homes and in 

the tourism industry retain authority over whomever they welcome, and on what terms. Tourists 

are also an unusual sort of customer, especially in hotels, where they stay for extended periods 

and pay to engage in the routine activities of domestic life—sleeping, bathing, eating—but in an 

unconventional setting.  

Guests and hosts in the exchangee heritage tourism industry drew from both paradigms—

hospitality and commercial tourism—to facilitate their interactions. Both of these models offer 

useful alternatives to nationalisms based on antagonism and ease certain tensions inherent in 

sharing heritage across national borders. Tourism professionals, exchangees who visit from 

abroad, and ordinary exchangees acting as hosts at home operate within and between roles of 

host/owner and guest/customer. Across all of these contexts and roles, tourism figures as an 

enabling as well as a distorting form of hospitality. It facilitates reconnection between the 

residents of Mustafapaşa and the Nea Sinasites. Indeed, the interaction of hosts and guests has 

made tourism an important mechanism for the conservation and restoration of the Sinasite homes 

in Mustafapaşa and elsewhere. In its tactical alliance with local notions of hospitality, tourism 

plays a singular role in motivating states and officials to support exchangee activities otherwise 

opposed to their national values and foreign policy program. 

Tourism as a Tool 

The tourism industry is incredibly important to the physical spaces of exchangee 

hospitality encounters. Selma talked to me about recent projects in the village to renovate 
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crumbling buildings. She explained that past projects were almost entirely funded by the EU, but 

that gradually Turkish national sources also became involved, including the Ministry of Culture 

and Tourism. The Population Exchange itself was a “sensitive” topic, she felt, but preservation 

was a more acceptable concept to the local and national governments. Attention requested for the 

preservation of Ottoman heritage (rather than exchangee) was sometimes successful, and 

national institutions would step in to take ownership over important monuments. This did not 

always save the building though; many of the state-owned buildings continued to sit in disrepair 

month after month. Tourism provides a crucial alternative to the state. 

In 2004, Mustafapaşa hosted the first part of a LMV conference called “Common 

Cultural Heritage”, dedicated to discussing how to protect and publicize the architectural 

heritage of exchangees. The second part was held in Crete, and Greek and Turkish exchangees, 

scholars, conservationists, and officials attended both sessions. In Mustafapaşa, tourism and its 

usefulness for heritage conservation were the focus. Many expressed worries that tourism would 

hurt the social fabric of the town, limit access to buildings that should be public, or lead to 

greater destruction of the properties because of heavy traffic through them (Guvenç, 2005). 

Nimet Özgönül, the conservationist leading the session, held firm; tourism would not be the 

purpose of the Sinasite properties. Instead, conservation would be the goal and tourism would be 

the tool that helped the exchangees to accomplish that goal (Guvenç 2005, 53). In Turkish, the 

word for “goal” is amaç and for “tool” is araç, making a memorable rhyming phrase.  

Tourism made conservation and restoration financially feasible. Mustafapaşa was a small 

village, and though the mayor in the early 2000s was dedicated to supporting exchangee heritage 

projects, funding for large-scale restoration projects was not possible within the local budget. 

The growth of the tourism industry changed this. Many locals had, over the years, abandoned the 
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Greek mansions their families had been allotted in favor of more modern homes. As the tourism 

industry grew, locals and outsiders began to realize the value of the old buildings as hotels. The 

municipal government worked with local banks to provide favorable loans to locals who would 

transform the properties into hotels, restaurants, and cafes. Burat explained how the prices of the 

old mansions, even the most run-down, had skyrocketed in 1995 and then again in 2005; by 

2013, they were prohibitively expensive for locals. Mustafapaşa residents suddenly saw bankers 

from large cities in Turkey taking an interest in properties that had long been used to store 

potatoes during the winter. 

In many ways, the growth of the tourism industry brought positive changes. The town 

began to look more like the images of the past as hotel restorations brought ruins back to life. 

Tourism was indeed a tool for conservation and restoration, and about fifteen or twenty of the 

old mansions were restored in this period. The restored heritage brought more exchangees to 

their homelands. In Mustafapaşa, the renovated Greek mansions provided the space for new 

exchangee interactions—hospitable and commercial.  

Tourism and Mustafapaşa-Sinasite Relations 

Mustafa Özer was the mayor in Mustafapaşa between 1999 and 2009. Tourism began in 

the village in the late 1980s and early 1990s, but many villagers credited Mustafa and his efforts 

to advertise the village as a touristic destination as the driving force behind the prosperous 

industry. (Of course Mustafa’s mother was the loudest voice proclaiming his importance, but 

many others agreed.) He certainly was responsible for renewing relationships with the Nea 

Sinasites, the descendants of the Christians exiled from Sinasos in the 1920s. During his tenure, 

the Nea Sinasites began making annual trips to see their homeland village. When they came, the 

municipality put on festivals, prepared meals, and arranged visits between current and ancestral 
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owners of the Sinasite properties. The rise of the tourism industry in Mustafapaşa, and Mustafa’s 

determination to make it successful, played an important role in the early reconnections between 

the former and current Sinasites. 

It began with Spyros, who was at that time not yet president of the Nea Sinasos 

Association. Spyros initially came to Cappadocia to attend the first of what would become 

annual masses held by Greek Orthodox Patriarch Bartholomew. The service was held not far 

from Mustafapaşa. It took place outdoors, a tragedy in the mind of Spyros. He left carrying a 

passionate desire to attend mass inside one of the old Cappadocia churches, especially Sinasos’ 

Church of Constantine and Helen, where his ancestors had worshipped. The church was still 

standing in the village’s main square, but Spyros knew it would not be possible for a Greek man 

to navigate the Turkish bureaucracy and obtain the necessary permissions for mass to be said in 

the old church. By chance, Spyros and Mustafa found themselves together at a dinner celebrating 

the patriarch’s return to Cappadocia later that evening. Spyros approached the new mayor 

Mustafa for help. They forged a deal, one that initiated a mutually beneficial and personally 

fulfilling relationship that would continue until Spyros’s death in 2016. Spyros promised that if 

Mustafa could secure permission for a mass in Sinasos, he would bring Mustafa the tourists he 

needed to visit his village.  

They were successful. Within a year, Mustafa had made the arrangements necessary for a 

mass in Mustafapaşa. Fifteen years later, Spyros lit a cigarette as we waited for the bus to take us 

back from that year’s Patriarch-led Cappadocia service and told me about the first one, in 2001. 

Patriarch Bartholomew had chanted Greek Orthodox mass in the Constantine and Helen church 

for the first time in 77 years, the first time since the Sinasites were expelled. Spyros and the more 

than 200 Nea Sinasites accompanying him were moved to tears during the ceremony. The sounds 
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and motions of the service had changed little since their ancestors had performed them in that 

very church a century earlier; they could imagine them nearby.  

Afterwards, Mustafa hosted a meal for the Patriarch and a number of Nea Sinasite 

leaders, calling Spyros to sit with him and Bartholomew at the head table. (At this point in his 

storytelling, Spyros paused to note that from that meal forward, Patriarch Bartholomew knew his 

name and thanked him personally at each of the annual Cappadocia services that he attended. He 

had only forgotten during the service we had attended that morning—where he had referred to 

Spyros instead as the “president of the Nea Sinasos Organization”—because he was getting old.) 

At that dinner, Spyros and Mustafa had continued talking about the future. The realization of 

Spyros’s dream on that day in 2001 was the beginning of 15 years of warm relations and at least 

annual visits between Mustafa, Spyros, and groups of Nea Sinasites and other Greeks. Spyros did 

not forget his promise to bring Greek tourists to Mustafa’s village. He had slides made of the 

photographs he had taken during Bartholomew’s service in his homeland church, and toured the 

exchangee organizations of Greece for months afterwards making presentations to encourage 

Greeks to visit Mustafapaşa.  

In 2015, when I traveled to Mustafapaşa with Spyros and a group of Nea Sinasites and 

other Greeks, it was Mustafa who greeted us when we arrived almost two hours behind schedule, 

having used his clout as a former mayor to request that our hotel keep the restaurant open late for 

his delayed guests. While the rest of us rushed through a meal and turned in, weary from a long 

day of travel, Spyros and Mustafa sat outside late into the night, smoking cigarettes, eating 

pastırma, and discussing their plans for this trip and another in October. Their friendship began 

with a mutual favor, and over the years Spyros had brought hundreds of Greek tourists to 

Mustafapaşa and hosted Mustafa and his family in Greece. Even after the end of his second term 



183 

 

as mayor and then the closing of the village’s municipal government, Mustafa continued to be 

the one to welcome the Nea Sinasites and build bridges between the locals he knew so well as 

their former mayor and the returning Sinasites he trusted as friends of Spyros.  

Figure 23. Mustafa and Spyros discuss the schedule as Greek tourists photograph the church 

Hosting in the Past and Present 

 Mustafapaşa (Sinasos) served as a site of “return” for many Greek and Turkish 

descendants of exchangees, even when their family roots were not in the village. It was a place 

where much of the architectural heritage of the Asia Minor Greeks had been preserved, which 

many Greeks of Anatolian descent could claim as their own. It was also a site known to be 

actively involved in research and cultural production about the Muslim exchangees who came to 

the area from Northern Greece. I do not know why the exchangees that were expelled from 
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Sinasos and those who were resettled there were both particularly active protectors of their 

heritage and identity. The Christians of Sinasos were well-equipped—educated, wealthy, close-

knit, and with many ties to the urban centers of Greece and Turkey. They established an 

organization even before their expulsion that has continued to preserve the legacy of Sinasos. 

But the Muslims of Zakoni were none of those things. Selma suggested instead that their fairly 

unusual Macedonian language background kept them isolated as a community and therefore 

more likely to carry on their traditions. But that does not explain their drive to document their 

experiences in books and documentaries, to seek outside funding for homeland tours, and to 

distinguish their new hometown as a touristic place dedicated to the memory of the Population 

Exchange. The two groups knew little of each other until the early 2000s, so it seems unlikely to 

have been the result of outside influence. Perhaps the inherited monuments themselves spurred 

this drive, visibly marking Mustafapaşa as a place that would always carry the memory of the 

Population Exchange, for the Nea Sinasites, for the Zakoniler, for other exchangees, and for 

tourists.  

 Some of the sites which in present-day Mustafapaşa welcomed exchangee and other 

tourists had also been spaces where guests were welcomed in the Sinasite past. One of these 

monuments was the St. Nicholas Monastery, carved into the rock about a kilometer outside of 

the village. Even the tour guides least familiar with the region—the ones locals complained 

about every time a big tour bus pulled up to the center of the town and deposited 100 Western 

Europeans with little more explanation than “This is an “authentic Turkish village””—knew to 

point tourists in the direction of the monastery. The walk there was picturesque, taking tourists 

through the heart of the village, past the vegetable gardens of few villagers, and across the 

astonishing Cappadocian landscape. The recently restored monastery was a worthwhile 
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destination. It showcased traditional local cave rooms, the monks’ underground wine-making 

cellars, and recently installed Greek Orthodox icons brought from Greece (copies of those that 

originally hung inside). It was also where, in Ottoman times, strangers to the village (many of 

them pilgrims) were hosted for the night. It is fitting that it was again a primary spot of welcome 

for foreign guests. It was not unchanged, however; now part of a tourism industry, entrance 

required a small fee of 5 Turkish liras. 

 In the past, friends and guests were also welcomed into family homes, the same homes 

that are now dedicated commercially to this purpose, as hotels. Rizos described the rituals 

undertaken by Sinasite hosts in the Ottoman past, which he remembered from his childhood 

(2007a, 163; 171-2). Guests in Greek Orthodox Sinasites’ houses were welcomed into rooms 

they called “odas” (Turkish for “room”), or “misafiroda” (also Turkish, for “guest room”). 

Following hospitality traditions in many parts of the world, these guest rooms were located at the 

edge of the house, near the stables. This was to protect the interior of the home and the women of 

the house from strangers and particularly from “Turkish” visitors (especially janissaries, tax 

collectors, and civil servants). (Rizos mentions that this concern was no longer relevant in his 

day because by then the “Turks” and “Romioi” had relative equality and political freedom, so the 

Sinasites could welcome into their houses whomever they pleased, “not out of fear and need any 

more, but out of respect and love” [171]. With this freedom, the practice of keeping guests to 

specific rooms at the very edge of the house was left behind.) Traditionally, guests were brought 

first to the “παπουτσλούχ” (a combination of the Greek word for shoes and Turkish noun-making 

suffix), where the children of the house received their footwear, canes, coats, and any gifts they 

had brought for their hosts. The children were then responsible for re-ordering the shoes while 

the guests enjoyed themselves within, so that all was prepared for the guests’ eventual departure. 
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Following this ritual, guests were shown into the center of the room, where the host awaited their 

greeting. They were then offered desserts, ouzo, wine, cigarettes, coffee, and hookah (a 

waterpipe used for smoking tobacco).69 Then, the men would drink their chosen refreshments, 

smoke, exchange news, and discuss politics. During parties, musicians might also offer 

entertainment in these rooms. Many of these rituals continued into the years of Rizos’s early 

adulthood, but formal guest rooms shielding women from visitors became outdated.  

 During my fieldwork, welcomes of all kinds abounded in the old Sinasite mansions 

where Rizos once catalogued visitors’ shoes. Andreas played the part of host in the very same 

home where his uncle had welcomed guests almost a century earlier, the women of the village 

spent the snowy winter months making the rounds as hosts and guests, and each fall and spring, 

tourists were welcomed into the village by the busload. 

  A few months after the restoration project was finally complete, I left my fieldsite in 

Greece to return to Mustafapaşa for a few weeks. Andreas spotted me while driving through the 

village one afternoon, signaled to his driver to pull over, and rolled down his window to invite 

me up to the new house the following afternoon. I made my way up the hill with great 

excitement; the construction project had occupied everyone in the village throughout my entire 

stay there, and I had toured the building at various times throughout the project. I couldn’t wait 

to see the outcome of so many months work.  

  Having made the hot climb through dusty, unpaved streets to Andreas’s neighborhood, I 

was dismayed to see that Andreas had dispensed with the παπουτσλούχ tradition in favor of the 

Western approach of wearing one’s shoes inside the home; mine were filthy. I was greeted by 

Andreas’s Turkish groundskeeper Hamdi when I arrived. I explained that Andreas was waiting 

                                                
69 These kinds of snacks and especially coffee are typical hospitable offerings in many places. For the Haya, this is 
because they imitate feeding and eating practices that nourish families but also maintain distinctions between givers 
and receivers (Weiss 1996, 119). 
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for me, and Hamdi showed me to the elevator and selected the second floor. When the doors 

chimed open, I was confronted with an unexpected view: Andreas sat at the kitchen table 

enjoying a cigarette and a glass of brandy as he chatted on the phone, his dress shirt unbuttoned 

to the middle of his chest. When he looked up from his call and spotted me, he began to shout 

and gesture wildly to Hamdi, obviously embarrassed. “Not here, not here!” he said. “Show her 

into the study!” Hamdi apologized profusely as he rushed me back into the elevator mashed the 

button to take us downstairs again. There, my welcome proceeded as expected. I was shown to a 

plush seat opposite Andreas’s imposing wooden desk, offered tea or Turkish coffee, and left 

alone to await a more controlled entrance. As I waited, I scanned Andreas’s framed family tree 

adorning the wall by my seat and admired the collection of books displayed beneath it, largely 

about Sinasos and Cappadocia. When he arrived, Andreas made no reference to my initial 

intrusion, but sat down behind the desk and began quizzing me about my research progress. 

Though I had toured every room of the house during the renovation project, I did not visit any 

other room once the construction site had become a private family dwelling. 

 As a prominent member of the town (and its only Greek, Nea-Sinasite resident), Andreas 

took on the duty of entertaining important figures like Greek Orthodox Patriarch Bartholomew. 

His home featured a comfortable space dedicated to welcoming (and containing) guests, assisted 

by a paid staff (rather than children, his own being adults living far from Mustafapaşa). Like his 

ancestors, Andreas employed local Turks to manage chores around his home. And, as in old 

Sinasos, he maintained the interior of his home as a private space protected from outsiders. 

Though he had abandoned the παπουτσλούχ customs, much of Andreas’ hosting practices 

mimicked past hospitality rituals described by Rizos. 
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Village Hospitality  

 In my first months living in Mustafapaşa, I discovered a rhythm to the touristic life there 

that influenced my ability to pursue my research objectives. I arrived in August, at the beginning 

of the second busy tourism season. Tourists flooded the village in the spring and early fall, when 

the weather was warm but not overly hot. As I was researching the tourism industry, I expected 

to get right to work. However, I found that potential “informants” were far too busy for me. I 

remember my dismay following an early conversation with Selma, during which she had advised 

me to “read and walk around”. She wouldn’t have time to introduce me to anyone for months. I 

followed her advice, having little opportunity to do otherwise. (My field notes during this time 

were tortured; it was months before I realized that my wandering and idle chatting might 

constitute “building rapport”, a venerable and time-honored method in my field.)  

 Then, the cold set in. The tourists left, the hotels closed, and my “debutant” season 

opened in earnest. As an American living in Mustafapaşa (and this was the distinction that 

mattered to most people, rather than my being a researcher or an anthropologist), I spent much of 

that winter accepting invitations for afternoon visits and evening meals in the homes of Selma’s 

circle of friends and family. Local hospitality typically unfolded thusly: 

 Selma would come to collect me first from my apartment. This was in part because I 

didn’t know how to find many of my hosts’ homes, and also because I didn’t have a car and 

Selma (and many of my friends) thought it was inappropriate how much walking I did in the cold 

and muddy winter streets. It also ensured that we arrived together, and Selma could manage my 

entry into the homes of her intimates. When we arrived, we were typically greeted by one or two 

of the home’s women, who would loudly and enthusiastically encourage us to come in, come in! 

We exchanged the typical Turkish greetings: “hoşgeldiniz” and“hoşbulduk”. We removed our 
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shoes, and our host chose a pair from among the “house slippers” (always ready for guests) for 

us to wear inside. We were then ushered into the sitting room of the home, the more formal one 

if a home had two. There, other women would be arranged on low couches called sedir, female 

relatives but also often someone “interesting” like me, whom the host thought might be 

enjoyable for me to meet. This could include another foreigner (loosely applied to mean anyone 

new to the village, including Turks from other parts of the country) or another young person, 

especially a college-aged student. As we made our introductions and I explained myself, the 

family’s gelin (“bride” or “daughter-in-law”) brought out plates filled with a variety of mezze for 

everyone — fried zucchini blossoms, stuffed grapes leaves, phyllo pastries stuffed with cheese, 

and so on. Then she began the familiar ritual of pouring a combination of brewed tea and hot 

water into tulip-shaped tea glasses according to each guest’s preferences for light or dark tea. 

Finally, everyone settled in and began chatting about local politics, family dramas, and, often, 

American customs. Eventually, having passed through enough small talk, I could begin, often at 

Selma’s urging, to ask questions that pertained to my research interests. About three hours later, 

Selma would turn to me and begin the ritual of politely leaving: “How well we sat here, Leigh!” 

Eventually, upon the exchange of the many proper phrases, our hosts would rise to shake lemon-

scented cologne over our hands, 

help us to our shoes, and send us 

off with good wishes. 
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Figure 24. Posing for a photograph after socializing by the soba, where tea is warming 

 Many village women passed winter afternoons thusly, rotating between the homes of 

their friends and periodically serving as hosts themselves. The offerings were more elaborate 

when I was first joining, but more often a host was expected to serve only tea and a small 

assortment of purchased or homemade salty and sweet cookies to accompany it. In the winter, 

chestnuts roasted over the coal stove were also often on offer. And, especially in smaller groups, 

Turkish coffee and fruit were served later during the visit, and intimate friends might read one 

another’s coffee fortunes for entertainment as the afternoon wound down. Dinner parties 

progressed in much the same fashion, but with a greater emphasis on a wealth of dishes.  

 These forms of local hospitality fostered and maintained social relationships in the 

village, particularly between extended family members. Visits were routinely exchanged and the 

role of “host” cycled among the circle, but never in ways that I could identify as calculated or 

deliberate.70 The whole endeavor seemed casual and automatic, as opposed to more formal, 

profit-oriented practices of hosting within a tourism industry catering to outsiders.  

Rehbers as Hosts 

 The vast majority of outsiders were “welcomed” into the village by a typically quite 

unqualified group of “hosts”: rehberler. These were the Turkish tour guides who brought tourists 

to Mustafapaşa for an hour or two each afternoon as part of “the Blue Tour,” one of three 

programmed day-long tours of the region. They were trained and licensed by the state, offering 

scripted and often fairly nationalistic interpretations of each site before releasing tourists to 

                                                
70 Unlike the Turkish “kabul” form of rotating visiting, requiring balanced reciprocity (Aswad 1974). 
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explore on their own. There was a great range in the quality of the rehberler. I joined a number 

of the large “color” tours during my months in Cappadocia (there were Green and Red tours, in 

addition to the Blue), and had twice explored the region with private guides during my first trip 

to Turkey as an undergraduate student. Some guides were local, knowledgeable, engaging, and 

dedicated, and others were haughty, disdainful of the tourists, uninformed about the region, and 

unable to answer even the simplest off-script questions. But the rehberler were powerful 

gatekeepers; for a commission and a free cocktail or two, they would guide a bus full of tourists 

to a particular cafe or pottery shop. Owners of smaller cafes and shops complained bitterly that 

they could never compete with the larger ones because they could not afford pay the rehber’s 

fee, which was often a lira or two per person—fairly expensive for a 100-person bus.  

  Locals were particularly angry that many rehberler did a very poor job of introducing 

Mustafapaşa’s history to tourists. Even though the village was cited in guidebooks as an ideal 

place to learn about the Population Exchange and see its effects, we watched as guides stood 

before crowds of tourists and told them, “This is an example of an authentic village in the region. 

You can visit the church here in the central square, walk to the monastery, or enjoy a cup of tea 

or coffee here in the cafe. We will leave again in an hour and a half.” The vast majority of the 

tourists would file into the cafe with the guide. One rehberler, who came quite often, always 

ordered a vodka or rakı and retired to a corner to scroll through her phone. One afternoon, I 

watched as the owner of the cafe approached the guide to greet her and offer her another free 

drink and food to accompany it. She began by apologizing, “I’m so sorry, I’ve been cooking and 

I smell of food.”  The guide gave a curt laugh. “Don’t worry, I smell of tourists,” she replied.  

 While tour guides for large companies were known for that kind of attitude, some private 

and small-group guides introduced tourists to Mustafapaşa with a diligence and care that 
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satisfied local and exchangee residents and tourism professionals. These guides were sometimes 

local, or spent time reading and conferring with locals during their tours. Often they developed 

relationships with hotels in town, returning to stay in the same places each time they brought 

tourists to the region. Together with hotel owners, they welcomed tourists as “guests” in ways 

that more closely mimicked the domestic hospitality customary in the region.  

Hotel Owners as Hosts 

 Selma’s hotel had very recently opened when I began my long-term fieldwork in the 

village, and I watched as she developed and improved the decorating, marketing, and hosting 

approach she took with her hotel guests and other tourists in the village. Selma’s constant 

aesthetic improvements varied from the practical, like an expanded and updated kitchen, to the 

whimsical, like the Ottoman-style painted wood ceiling she had installed in the lobby and dining 

room. She always asked my opinion and hoped I’d make final decisions; she wanted to know 

how I saw things as a foreigner. Over and over I explained that tourists would probably want to 

see her perspective as a local and Turk reflected, for a more “authentic” experience, but she 

never failed to ask for my input.  

 Selma was a quiet person but a fearless hotel owner, calling out to passersby in the street 

or waving in the ones who stopped to read the posters she had hung up outside that told the 

history of the town and the Population Exchange. Often her offers of hospitality to tourists were 

indistinguishable from offers she might make to any of her various family members who often 

stopped by the hotel to pass the time. “Would you like a cup of tea?” she’d ask. Somehow, 

tourists always seemed to understand that the offer represented a commercial transaction as well 

as a hospitable one. Hotel tours were freely given, but with the hope that tourists would take the 

flyers home with them and return to stay in the future or act as free advertisers and encourage 
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their friends and family to come and stay. Selma was strategic in her tours, emphasizing the parts 

of her hotel that were characteristic of the region, for example, the three cave rooms that had 

been part of an underground passage to other parts of the village. Her connection to the 

Population Exchange was evident by the posters that adorned the lobby and the small museum 

she had assembled on the second floor of the hotel, but these were elements that she highlighted 

more frequently for hotel guests than passing tourists. 

 The guests who stayed in Selma’s hotel were typically small groups of backpackers 

whose guide had developed a relationship with her and the hotel. They would arrive with 

commotion, sliding heavy bags from their shoulders to the floor as they chose their roommates 

and rounded up their passports for Selma. This bureaucratic aspect was a vast departure from 

typical Mustafapaşa welcomes. It was a reminder that Selma’s “guests” were not only guests in 

her hotel, but also guests in the Turkish state, which reserved the right to track the movements of 

foreign and Turkish tourists. Each evening after new guests checked in, Selma dutifully entered 

their passport numbers into a system that would alert officials if unwelcome guests (or bad 

nationals, such as ones who were avoiding their required military service) were staying in the 

hotel. However, by morning, Selma’s interactions with her guests would have taken on the 

qualities more reminiscent of local village hospitality, beginning with breakfast. 

 Turkish breakfasts are elaborate and feature an incredible assortment of cheeses, dried 

fruits, vegetables, preserves, honey, olives, breads, pastries, eggs, and cured meats. Turks enjoy a 

leisurely breakfast over a few cups of tea, and among friends I was just as often invited to share 

breakfast as a more formal dinner. Selma’s guests were likewise greeted each morning with an 

endless array of these breakfast standards, and freshly made omelets, tea, and coffee. Foreign 

tourists approached the ritual “improperly”, rushing through it as they embarked on a full day of 
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hiking and touring.71 Turkish tourists made their way down to breakfast later and spent longer 

enjoying it, but by 10:30 or 11, the hotel would be empty of guests. Selma and especially the 

woman who worked for her would spend the next few hours preparing dinner, cleaning the hotel, 

booking reservations, drawing in tourists from the street, and, for Selma, visiting and 

entertaining friends. Then, when the group returned in the evening, Selma set about entertaining 

them as she did her own friends. 

 Selma served her guests family-style, letting them arrange themselves at the tables in the 

dining room. The meal began with soup, and then she brought out an assortment of salads, 

roasted potatoes, and karnι yarık, small eggplants stuffed with onions and spiced ground beef 

and roasted with copious amounts of olive oil.72 Next came dessert, which included fruit and 

classic treats like baklava or regional dishes featuring Selma’s homemade pekmez, or grape 

syrup. Meals concluded with tea or coffee. Selma typically left her foreign guests alone to 

converse during their meals, but invited them to stay in the dining room afterwards to listen to 

Turkish and Macedonian music and chat. She was always happy to answer their questions about 

her life and background, and sometimes the guide would translate to facilitate an informal 

discussion about the Population Exchange for his group. On one night of any backpacking 

group’s stay, Selma also planned a belly-dancing party. After attending a few of her dinner 

parties, I knew that the dances were not a gimmick she set up to please the tourists, but a favorite 

way she and her friends enjoyed their evenings. Selma’s touristic parties benefited from a dear 

friend of hers who could be relied upon to belly dance with gusto with absolutely no enticement, 

and an ethnographer who was reluctant but willing to serve as the first foreigner to join in so that 

all of the others would too. 

                                                
71 Rushing was a quality that was negatively associated with tourists throughout the village. 
72 The meals on the second night varied, but karnı yarık was almost always the dish she served on the first night, 
because it was traditional and simple to make but impressed foreign guests.  
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 Food, drinks, and entertainment are crucial components of hospitable exchanges, but so 

are the small domestic tasks of caring for a house (or hotel) guest. During the busy tourism 

season Selma almost always slept at the hotel rather than in her own home. She could be called 

upon at all hours to bring up an extra blanket or bar of soap (or, following an English language 

miscommunication, a bowl of soup). In many ways, Selma’s role as a hotel owner was not very 

different from the way she entertained any guests. She was very careful to ensure that all enjoyed 

their stays—because she valued hospitableness, but also because she was a business owner. Just 

as Balgawi hosts “fear” their guests, who become “poets” with the power to uplift or harm their 

host’s reputation when they leave (Shryock 2004, 36), Selma was acutely aware of online 

reviews. She read them religiously, proudly displaying the hotel’s TripAdvisor 5 Star Rating 

award on the hotel door, and alternatively scoffing at and fretting over any negative reviews. She 

was concerned not only because it was a matter of reputation, but also because negative reviews 

could also have financial consequences. As their visits came to an end, Selma’s guests 

transitioned once again to “customers.” They settled their bills, exchanging cash for hospitality 

that her other friends and guests might return by hosting her at another time.  

Exchangee Heritage Tourism: Clarifying Roles 

 Hotel stays lie somewhere between traditional hospitality and marketplace consumption. 

Services are exchanged for payment, but in the time between check-in and check-out, a hotel 

customer experiences what it is like to be a guest. In heritage tourism, where everyday 

experiences are prioritized (over extraordinary ones typically sought when one travels), hotel 

stays are even more significant (Kirschenblatt-Gimblett, 1998: 45). The hotel itself becomes a 

destination, where guests can imagine they are living as their ancestors did, in the spaces they 

did. Decor, foods, and even domestic activities (like cooking classes or pottery-making 
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excursions) can heighten this sense, as collective or transmitted memory seems to come to life 

within the home-like hotel space (see Bahloul, 1996). As I described in earlier chapters, some 

structures in Mustafapaşa are particularly (and intentionally) well-suited to reviving Sinasite life 

for visiting tourists, while others have been repurposed to preserve other memories, traditions, 

and identities. The current owners of these spaces—hosts, with power over the space—decide 

their purpose within domestic life or the tourism industry.   

 Exchangee heritage tourism represents a particular shade of hospitality on offer in 

Mustafapaşa. In previous chapters, I outlined the many obstacles standing in the way of warm 

Greek-Turkish exchangee relationships, from national conditioning and religious differences to 

disparate goals regarding lost and inherited material heritage. The commercialization of 

homeland returns implicit in “heritage tourism” might easily be considered one more of these 

obstacles, perverting more “authentic” forms of reconnection. It is more the case, however, that 

welcoming exchangee guests within the context of a tourism industry eases the tensions brought 

by other factors complicating traditional hospitality in these instances.  

 If hospitality is based upon the sovereignty of the host over his home, few hospitality 

situations are more precarious than ones in which multiple actors have reasonable claims to act 

as hosts. When exchangees return home to find their ancestral houses, they return as descendants 

of its original owners, the home’s former hosts. Legally, they have no rights to the home or lands 

now in the hands of other exchangees. But the exchangees who now live in their ancestral homes 

are particularly understanding of the family ties that returning exchangees have to the homes, 

because they share the same attachments to houses in their homelands across the Aegean.  

 I found Selma in her hotel one hot July afternoon discussing exactly these issues with an 

amateur historian of the Population Exchange. Reşat was amazed that the exchangees of 
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Mustafapaşa—which he preferred to call Sinasos out of respect for all of the old Ottoman village 

names—were willing to host returning Greeks in their ancestral homes. The exchangees in 

Samsun, where he lived, were uncomfortable doing so and largely refused. Visiting Greeks were 

very anxious to spend time in their family homes, but the Turks who lived there now were 

worried that they would take them back. Selma replied that here, the new owners and former 

owners had developed friendships! “Yes,” said Reşat, “that is because this is an exchangee 

village also. They suffered the same difficulties, so their doors are all open.” 

 It is true that as descendants of exchangees, many residents of Mustafapaşa were 

sympathetic to the desires of visiting Nea Sinasites. But Reşat was not exactly right, and Selma’s 

casual response did not encapsulate the full history of the interactions between Mustafapaşa 

residents and returning Sinasites. Other homeowners had shared with me that exchangees were 

very nervous to open their doors to the returning Greeks at first. They were worried that the 

Greeks might come back and reclaim their homes and lands, and Andreas had confirmed their 

fears by doing just that, a little more than ten years before I arrived.  Some believed that 

Andreas’s purchase had so concerned villagers that Mustafa, who had been mayor during the 

year he bought it, lost the following election because of it. 

 Spyros had explained to me that part of the reason Nea Sinasites didn’t travel regularly to 

Mustafapaşa before the 2000s was that there was no organized way for them to stay, no system 

that didn’t cause anxiety: “And they didn’t know that—I mean, the first time all the people were 

there, they [the locals] thought that we went there [to Mustafapaşa] to pick up our houses.” He 

had needed to reassure locals that all the Greeks wanted was to visit their ancestral homes, not 

reclaim them. The villagers had hesitantly allowed visiting Nea Sinasites to enter and explore the 

homes, and sometimes even sleep in them. Friendships developed over time, and some families 
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returned year after year to visit. Worries reduced as Mustafapaşa villagers watched the Greeks 

come and go each year, staying only temporarily, as good guests should. “And they accepted 

that,” said Spyros, “And after that, we became friends. Not brothers, friends!” He laughed at the 

clarification, which revealed the ongoing tensions that always made advances of hospitality 

between Greeks and Turks especially fraught.  

 The transition from expectations of private hospitality in homes where past and present 

attachments were shared to an exchangee heritage tourism industry further calmed fears by 

clarifying the roles of host and guest. Former owners as guests have different sorts of privileges 

within a home than paying customers within a hotel. Hotel owners could give returning 

exchangees the experience of living in homes much like those occupied by their ancestors—

sleeping in the same rooms, dining in the same courtyards, and enjoying a coffee on the same 

balconies—without fears that guests would overstay their welcome. Check-out dates were settled 

from the beginning. Further, protecting interior spaces became unnecessary; within the hotel, all 

spaces were in some sense “public,” however much they resembled private domestic spaces. 

Hotel guests were free to explore at their leisure. 

 The shift to tourism also reduced the inequality of exchanges where future reciprocity, 

requiring the crossing of national borders, was unlikely. Because communities were not directly 

exchanged in the Population Exchange, most exchangees of Mustafapaşa had little desire to 

travel to Nea Sinasos, or even Piraeus, where they could be hosted by the Nea Sinasites in return. 

Their homeland was Zakoni. Mixalis, who hosted them there, hoped the favor would one day be 

returned, but his homeland was on the Black Sea coast near Sinop. On small scales, these 

mismatches might not cause significant strain. Exchangees were usually pleased to offer a meal 

or gift of homemade goods even if they weren’t returned. But on larger scales, when groups 
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came together to visit their homelands, as the Mustafapaşa exchangees and Nea Sinasites often 

did, hosts like Mixalis felt imposed upon. The overall costs were much greater when the group 

was large. In a commercial setting, these frustrations were removed. Hotel owners were 

compensated for their hospitality at the end of a guest’s stay. 

 With financial pressures diminished, and fears about losing their homes assuaged, 

Mustafapaşa exchangees could host incoming Nea Sinasites with special generosity. Mustafa 

took time off from work to welcome the Nea Sinasites, describe the 90 years of village life that 

had passed since the Exchange, and tour them through the Greek mansions, helping them gain 

entry when their ancestral homes were still privately owned. He seemed to delight in his role as 

host. As we entered the technical school, whose class buildings comprised a number of the 

lovely old Greek mansions, one of the students greeted him and asked where our group was 

from. (Most of the students at the technical school came from other places in Turkey, though a 

few were local.) Mustafa challenged him to guess, laughing when the student noted my blonde 

hair and settled upon Russia. “No,” Mustafa grinned, pausing for dramatic effect: “They are from 

Sinasos!” He used the Greek name for the village, familiar to all, including the students. “They 

don’t look like they’re from Sinasos!” protested the student, thinking he meant that they were 

local villagers. “They are from Sinasos, and I am from Greece!” Mustafa announced, inspiring 

still more incredulous banter from the assembled students. Mustafa seized this opportunity to 

educate the students briefly on the history of the town, and then we were off again. Shortly 

afterwards, the skies opened and he rushed the group to a cafe in the village, opposite the 

municipal buildings, and arranged free coffee and tea for everyone while we waited. There, he 

patiently answered all of the questions the Nea Sinasites could dream up, even patronizing ones 

about why the local leaders hadn’t kept better records of town history. As he finally made his 
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goodbyes, Mustafa expressed his sadness at the impending departure of the Nea Sinasites. “If 

anyone wants to stay,” he offered, “I’ll host you in my house!”  

 Mustafa’s declaration was no doubt sincere, but also easily made to a group of exchangee 

tourists with firm check-out dates and booked return flights. The clearly defined roles of the 

tourism industry brought power to hosts as hotel owners, limiting the privileges of heritage 

tourists/customers in comparison to traditional guests. 

Power and Commercial Hospitality: Greek Mansion Hotel 

 The conduct of the Arslans, the owners of the Greek Mansion Hotel, with respect to the 

family artifacts they found in the cabinet of the Sinasite home they acquired demonstrate these 

dynamics. As discussed in Chapter 4, the Arslans drew the attention of visiting tourists to the 

crystal ware in the cabinet and explained that it had been there since the original owners of the 

home were expelled, awaiting their visit so that the Arslans could return it to them. In fact, the 

family had visited a number of times, and the Arslans had not given it to them. This stands in 

stark contrast to how Turkish hosts typically treat guests.  

Foreigners living in Turkey learn to be careful about complimenting hosts on small items 

like home goods or jewelry, as a generous Turkish host will immediately offer to give it to the 

admiring guest. I learned this when a small set of Turkish coffee cups I admired at my friend 

Leyla’s house was quietly wrapped up after we’d drunk our coffee and then pressed into my 

arms as I left. No amount of protesting on my part could right my mistake. The Arslans, on the 

other hand, kept for themselves property that was the ancestral heritage of their visitors—

exchangees who came to stay not in their home as guests, but in their hotel as heritage tourists.  

When I spoke to Murat Arslan, the family head, he confirmed that the descendants of the home’s 

original owners had been visiting for years, from the early days of the hotel. They had even 



201 

 

asked him to name the hotel after them, to reconnect the family name and home. Murat had 

refused. The Arslans told tourists a story about reuniting heritage with its ancestral owners, but 

this was a marketing ploy to attract visitors to the hotel rather than a reflection of their true 

intentions or obligations as good hosts in Turkish society. Instead, as hosts in a commercial 

industry, serving customers rather than true guests, they capitalized upon the architectural and 

material remnants of the past to make the hotel a successful touristic destination. In a hotel 

setting, they could perform the role of “hosts” while asserting to an even greater degree their 

sovereignty over the home and the items within it, even and especially in comparison to the 

visiting Nea Sinasites descended from its original owners. Whereas the boundaries between 

guest and host might have been blurred in a traditional hospitality setting, and the Arslans would 

certainly have been morally obligated to return the family’s heritage, the power dynamics 

between hotel owners and customers are more clear. The shift from in-home hospitality to a 

tourism industry empowered the Turkish owners of Sinasite property to exert their control over 

it.  

In this case, the clarification of roles that came from the tourism industry had negative 

impacts upon the transnational relationship between the Nea Sinasites and current Mustafapaşa 

residents, but that was not often the case.  

Exchangees Accommodating Exchangee Heritage Tourists 

 While the Arslans exploited exchangee heritage to boost the economic profitability of 

their hotel, other hosts in the exchangee tourism industry relied upon the profitability of their 

hotels for the freedom to focus on reconnecting with their exchangee heritage and with other 

exchangees. As a result, many exchangee guests received special attention when they visited, 

from Mustafa and from others, like Selma.  
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 In Chapter 4, I illustrated how Selma preserved and publicized the memory of the 

Exchange through her hotel. She had explained to me that the hotel could be a way for her to pay 

the bills and keep food in her belly while she returned to work that was far more meaningful to 

her—sharing her heritage and connecting with other exchangees. As a result of her efforts, it 

became a destination for many exchangees, Greek and Turkish, and Selma’s attentions to her 

exchangee guests far surpassed other tourists staying at the hotel. While the rest of her customers 

were tucked into their beds, Selma would stay up hours with exchangees, sitting by the soba and 

exchanging stories over tea, coffee, and special Zakoni baked goods. She poured over the old 

photographs of Sinasos to help Nea Sinasite visitors find standing, crumbling, and now absent 

sites in the current Mustafapaşa landscape. She set up screenings of the village documentary and 

passed out copies of her own book describing the homeland and exile journeys of the villagers. 

She would lock up the hotel and jump in her car to take visiting researchers or exchangee 

organization leaders to see nearby first generation exchangees or important local sites. Some 

returned to visit her hotel and catch up year after year, especially leaders of Greek groups who 

came annually for the Patriarch’s Cappadocia mass. Some of those exchangees became friends, 

remembering each year to bring her favorite Greek cookies, heavily dusted with powdered sugar.  

 Selma and Mustafa were not the only ones who gave special treatment to the Nea 

Sinasites. They received special welcomes throughout the town. Local Turks were exempt from 

paying the 5 lira fee required for entrance at the town’s church and monastery, but all other 

tourists paid it. The municipal officials working the sites knew better than to charge the Nea 

Sinasite group, though; they were treated like locals and entered freely. They were also given 

private tours of the Ayios Vasilios, a spectacular underground church that was closed to the 
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public during my time in Mustafapaşa because of fears that it was no longer structurally sound.73 

In small groups of three and four, treading carefully, the Nea Sinasites were allowed into the 

church when we visited in 2015. These were favors granted especially for Nea Sinasite visitors to 

their homeland village. In past years, Mustafa and the municipality had also put on elaborate 

festivals with music and dancing. The whole town attended these events. Burat and Ibrahim 

spoke of hosting the visiting Sinasites for a free meal of mezze and tea in their hotel each year, 

and they continued to offer tea, special deals, and their ancestors’ stories of Sinasos before the 

Exchange to the Sinasite tourists who stopped by their shop.  

Conclusion 

 In the opening character sketch, Burat highlighted his “Greek” maternal heritage 

(typically insignificant in a patriarchal kinship system), in order to make a sale. The Arslans also 

used exchangee heritage (that is not their own) for economic gain in a tourism industry. Selma 

often did the opposite. In her tours and phone calls with potential (non-exchangee) customers, 

she would induce foreigners to book rooms in the hotel by highlighting its Cappadocian 

distinctiveness (its cave rooms) or touristic comforts (its Jacuzzi bathtubs). Once they arrived, 

she used to space to educate them about the Population Exchange and her cultural background.74 

Heritage tourism provides exchangees with new opportunities to preserve and publicize their 

cultural heritage. Whereas exchangee encounters in traditional guest-host models are small-scale, 

Selma reaches far wider audiences through her hotel. Further, the industry in Mustafapaşa makes 

these projects sustainable in ways that mass hosting (without compensation) are not. 

Mustafapaşa’s exchangee heritage tourism solves old problems of contested ownership that 

                                                
73 In 2017, it did indeed collapse, angering locals who had long demanded funding for its preservation and making it 
all the more significant that Nea Sinasite visitors had been permitted entrance. 
74 This stands in contrast to other touristic cultural performances and products, where distinctive ethnic traditions 
(like those of the exchangees) comprise that content that is marketed to foreign consumers (see Comaroff and 
Comaroff, 2009).  
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troubled hosts and prevented Nea Sinasite guests from visiting in larger groups, as the 

community preferred. It also creates new categories of exchangee tourists/guests and hosts/hotel 

owners. Whereas tourists are conventionally maligned (in Mustafapaşa and elsewhere) for failing 

to respect local rules and contributing to the destruction of local heritage, the exchangee heritage 

tourists operate under a different paradigm. They developed an etiquette that they follow 

carefully and police stringently. They are committed to the preservation of a shared heritage 

(though their aims for its representation are sometimes conflicting). They develop relationships 

that far surpass typical consumer exchanges in duration and intimacy. Hospitality can convert 

strangers into intimates (Selwyn 2001, 9). Here, tourism provides the opening gesture, bringing 

all the requisite clarity of roles. The particular forms of hospitality that could be extended 

afterwards transforms guests into more than mere tourists. 
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CHAPTER 7 
 

Conclusion 
 

I kept Gülbahar and her sister company one afternoon at the end of the Ramadan month 

of fasting while they prepared baklava for the upcoming Seker Bayramι (Holiday of Sweets).  I 

asked Gülbahar who among the village women would be preparing their special exchangee bread 

for the holiday. My question about bread reminded her of a different story. She told me about a 

Greek man who had toured Mustafapasa and its neighboring village, Cemil Koyu, during Seker 

Bayramι preparations a few years prior. He had found his ancestors’ house in Cemil village. It 

was bustling when he arrived, as the women there were baking their holiday bread in the 

traditional oven now used only for special occasions. The man offered a substantial sum to buy 

all of the loaves, so desperate was he for a taste of his ancestral hearth. Of course, having 

purchased all of it, he could not consume such an amount. Gülbahar smiled at the memory of the 

man passing out loaves of bread to everyone he saw in the village, even the women who had 

baked it. Though she smiled, Gülbahar understood. “People haven’t forgotten,” she said. “There 

is a memory.”  

The community of Greek-Turkish exchangees is not constituted by national, ethnic, 

linguistic, or religious commonalities. Typical communities of belonging are predicated upon 

resemblance (Anderson, 1983; Herzfeld, 2005), but Greek and Turkish exchangees differ in so 

many important ways. What, then, are the ties that bind? 

“There is a memory,” Gülbahar insists. It is not a personal memory. She and the man that 

bought the bread have no lived experience in the homelands that so captivate them. This 
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dissertation has attempted to show that it is instead a collective memory (Halbwachs 

1992[1952]), or perhaps more accurately a collective trauma (Alexander et al, 2004; Caruth 

1996; Erikson, 1976; Neal, 1998) that brings them together—an inherited longing and sense of 

loss transmitted from the first-generation exchangees to their descendants. As demonstrated in 

Chapter 3, the prominence of Zakonili identity in Mustafapaşa is related in part to the isolation 

experienced by exchangees who were rejected by natives upon their arrival, the condition of 

being “twice a stranger” first applied by Bruce Clark (2006) and later taken up in LMV project 

titles. Religion was intended to provide sufficient means for belonging in the new nation, but 

instead the exchangees’ forced removal from homelands where they were not thought to belong 

formed the basis of a significant minority identity. A measure intended to rid former Ottoman 

lands of minorities created a new kind of minority—an ethnic, linguistic, and cultural one rather 

than a religious one. Minority status is only officially recognized on the basis of religion in 

Turkey, but exchangees expose the diversity of the Turkish national population.  

Because the trauma of the Exchange could be more significant to identity than religion or 

nation (identifications that divide exchangees), Greeks and Turks could find common ground. In 

their speeches to one another, exchangee organization leaders identify the things that members of 

this transnational community hold in common as: the suffering of their ancestors, the trauma of 

exile from familiar homelands, and a shared commitment that such suffering will not happen 

again. The exchangees of Mustafapaşa and elsewhere show that these are heritable and 

remarkably durable bases of identity formation. Nearly a century after the ruptures wrought by 

the Population Exchange, exchangee descendants maintain ties to ancestral homelands and 

preserve their unique cultural practices. They still speak of carrying the pain of their ancestors. 

Competition and conflict as they define the significance of heritage sites, as discussed in regards 
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to the Sinasite mansions in Chapter 4, reinforce the centrality of this shared experience. 

Ultimately, the multiple external and interior meanings ascribed to the Sinasite monuments were 

best understood as signifying loss, absence, and displacement. This trauma has not sparked 

animosity towards the “other”, as might be expected; after all, it was war between enemy nations 

that led to the Population Exchange. Rather, it is those very nation-states and nationalisms that 

draw the disapproval of the exchangees, who instead operate on interpersonal, local, and 

transnational levels. 

A Model for Reconnection 

Just as the Population Exchange set a precedent for forced relocations of Cypriots, 

Palestinians, Muslims, Hindus, and Sikhs in India and Pakistan, Albanians, Iraqis, Kurds, 

Somalians, Sudanese, Tibetans, and many others, the cooperation between Greek and Turkish 

exchangee descendants can serve as a model for reconnection after ethnic, national, and religious 

conflict. The LMV was instrumental in the development of this model, by constructing a 

narrative where ancestral trauma could serve as a tool for connection rather than hatred. Sefer 

explained that from their earliest days, the Foundation was intentional in its goals to work with 

Greek exchangees and advocate for improved Greek-Turkish relations. It was also primarily 

concerned with documenting, before the first generation passed away, personal memories and 

stories of the Population Exchange. Their publications continue to prioritize family stories over 

historical, official, or scholarly accounts.75  

                                                
75 This was not the case for other exchangee organizations, particularly in Greece, where the mid-1980s saw the 
politicization and nationalization of refugee identity marked by associations’ calls for the official recognition of the 
deportations of Pontic and Asia Minor Greeks as “genocides” (Kamouzis, 2013). Kamouzis suggests that this turn 
was the consequence of 3rd-generation Greek exchangees’ reliance upon official and historical (i.e. national) 
accounts of the Population Exchange rather than primary sources and oral histories.  
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Family memories and local histories like those analyzed in Chapter 1 are stories that unite 

rather than divide. The romantic, fairytale-like quality of many of these stories now, more than 

ninety years after the exchange, and the mythic, imagined quality of the Ottoman worlds that 

inspire exchangee interactions today, facilitate cooperative reconnection after conflict. While a 

number of scholars and exchangees pressed me to search for accuracy and write only what I 

knew to be true, memorialized, mythologized, and imagined ancestral experiences and Ottoman 

pasts play an important role in motivating many exchangees’ desires for transnational 

cooperation. Shared hospitality practices and common cultural customs provide the structure for 

the collaborative interactions they seek. 

Part of the pain that grounds exchangee identity is the longing for return, and, as 

Gülbahar wrote in her reflections about returning to the homeland, that is a thirst that can be 

quenched. Exchangee descendants visit their homelands to fulfill the dying wishes of their 

ancestors. There, as shown in Chapter 5, a transnational community is constituted through gift-

giving, music, communal eating, and hospitable-touristic interaction. By foregrounding family 

history, everyday hospitality practices, and travel, exchangees create a mode of interaction I call 

an etiquette of reconnection that defines polite behavior amid enculturated prejudices and 

provides an alternative to hostile nationalisms. Over time, the development of a heritage tourism 

industry also brought clarity to hospitable interactions, and Chapter 6 demonstrated how 

commercial hospitality is not only or always perverted hospitality, but can also enable authentic 

social relationship and community-building. The tourism industry also altered the power of the 

exchangees to, as a result of everyday interactions in domestic and touristic settings, mobilize 

greater change in Greece and Turkey.  
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Impacts of Exchangee Heritage Tourism 
 

The Greek and Turkish nation states are naturally uneasy hosts to visiting exchangees. 

Exchangees’ aims and projects disturb their national agendas in a few ways. Exchangee efforts to 

uncover and preserve their ancestral languages and distinct cultural traditions, and to inject them 

into the public sphere, threaten the presumed homogeneity and cultural unity upon which 

national identity rests. The LMV’s demands for protections and for better relations between 

Greece and Turkey are overtly political and at times condemnatory of current domestic and 

foreign policies. Populations with deep affective ties across a hostile national border are 

intrinsically threatening, raising concerns about national loyalty. Further, the mobility of the 

exchangees across that border and the contact with the national other that it engenders disarms a 

national identity resting upon the inherent difference and antagonism between the two enemy 

nations and world regions. It reveals cultural intimacy derived from a shared Ottoman heritage 

that is also antithetical to national paradigms that suppressed traces of the embarrassing Ottoman 

legacy (Herzfeld 2005, 2016).   

 Heritage tourism is not politically in the interests of Greece or Turkey to support. 

However, the economic benefits of welcoming national enemies as touristic “guests” are too 

significant to be dismissed, particularly in an era of economic difficulty for both countries. As a 

result, Greek and Turkish policies towards incoming exchangees of the other nationality are 

contradictory. Sometimes they are welcoming hosts, and sometimes they are not.  

 Greek travelers understood upon arrival in Turkey that they were unwelcome. They 

commented on Istanbul airport signs that welcomed tourists in every language but Greek. 

Similarly, the regional airport closest to Mustafapaşa featured flags of many nations frequently 

traveling to the region, but not the Greek flag. Greek tourists also felt monitored by Turkish 
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officials. Turkish exchangee tourists got a sense that they were undesirable even before they 

departed, as they navigated a particularly onerous visa process that made certain that their 

sojourn in the EU nation would be temporary.  

 At the same time, Greek and Turkish infrastructure developed in ways that facilitated 

exchangee heritage tourism. One Turkish exchangee visiting Greece with the LMV ten years 

after her first trip with them noticed that the roads between the rural villages they visited in 

Northern Greece were much improved. “The LMV built the roads!” Sefer had cried, an assertion 

that may not have been entirely exaggerated. Writing about the increase in Turkish tourists to 

Greece in general, Ioanna Zikakou estimated that as many as 7 in 10 were descendants of 

exchangees searching for their ancestral homes (2013). The potential profit of making northern 

Greece a more welcoming place for exchangee tourists undoubtedly contributed to the Greek 

government’s decision to improve the roads. As hosts with control over the terrain, Greek 

officials determined the path of their Turkish guests, but in ways that simultaneously served the 

interests of the exchangees. 

 This process was reflected in other areas. On various trips, the LMV had initially worked 

with local tour guides in hopes of getting a better sense of the Ottoman sites nearby. But Sefer 

quickly realized that the guides were learning from him about what there was to see in the region. 

They didn’t know at first which buildings in Thessaloniki had been mosques, for example, but 

learned from the LMV groups that these places had value as attractions. Sefer noticed that more 

efforts were being made to preserve these buildings. 

 Local governments in Greece began to respond to exchangee visitors, too. In one small 

village, the headman said that they were preparing a plaque to mark the site of the former 

Muslim graveyard, recognizing the exchangees’ deep desires to find the burial places of their 
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ancestors. Another nearby village had already done so, and Sefer made a point to bring visitors to 

it, even scheduling a break so that the busload would buy coffee at the local café. Thessaloniki’s 

mayor Boutaris came to Turkey three times in the three years before my research to try to entice 

Turkish tourists to Greece. He met with Sefer in Istanbul on each of these occasions to 

specifically woo exchangees. Sefer outlined four of their requests: to rename the street where 

Ataturk’s birth house is located (a particularly meaningful site for all Turks) “Ataturk Street”, to 

improve the parking there, to preserve their architectural heritage in general, especially the 

mosques and graveyards, and to open one sacred space for Muslim worship in the city.76  

 Certain efforts were also made by Greece and Turkey to facilitate travel between the two 

countries. In 2005, the Filia/Dostluk (Friendship) Express railway began twice-daily train service 

between Istanbul and Thessaloniki, ending in 2011 after budget cuts amidst the Greek economic 

crisis. (A 2016 agreement between the two nations indicated plans to reopen the route via a new 

railway, the Egnatia.) Other industries stepped in, taking notice of the economic potential. 

Turkish airlines doubled its flights between Istanbul and Thessaloniki to accommodate increases 

in travel between the two nations. Turkey welcomed skilled Greek workers unemployed because 

of the crisis, resulting in the first increase in Istanbul’s Greek Orthodox population in decades. 

Whether or not the plans would be realized, Mayor Boutaris’s stated commitments to build a 

place of worship for the Thessaloniki’s Muslims, establish a department of Islamic Studies at 

Aristotle University, and mark a Muslim cemetery near the city were unprecedented. In his 

statement, he made the extraordinary declaration, “The Turks are our brothers” 

(ekathemerini.com, 2014). In the summer of 2015, as the Greek debt crisis reached its peak, 

                                                
76 Boutaris was amenable to these suggestions, and Sefer spoke hopefully of their dialogue on national radio and 
other programs. But in conversations with me, he was skeptical, calling Boutaris’s promises “palavra”—palaver, 
empty talk, baloney. He spoke of a disconnect, evident in Boutaris’s new plans to preserve the Imaret mosque 
mentioned above by transforming it into a museum dedicated to Islam or Muslim history. Sefer shook his head at 
this idea; Turks would think such a place was for Arabs, not for them.  
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Greek and Turkish businessmen met on Rhodes to discuss ways to boost their trade, to the 

mutual benefit of both. The importance of continuing to support tourism was central to their talks 

(hurriyetdailynews.com, 2015). When a technical error that same summer resulted in three days 

during which Turks were not granted visas at the Greek Consulate General in Istanbul, Greek 

officials were quick to reassure potential tourists, invoking hospitality: “I would like to take this 

opportunity to reaffirm that Turkish citizens are more than welcome in Greece, and that we are 

making every effort to facilitate their entry into our country in a spirit of hospitality and good 

neighborliness, reflecting the friendly relations between our two peoples” (todayszaman.com, 

2015; emphasis added). Even if, as Sefer feared, these statements were only empty talk, they 

were profoundly different from most everyday and official conversations that Greeks and Turks 

engage in about one another.  

 Exchangee mobility between Greece and Turkey transformed the infrastructure of the 

two nations. It also transformed the preconceptions that many Greek and Turkish exchangees 

held about one another. 

Intimate Others 
 
 Policy makers who mandated the Population Exchange focused only on recent Greek-

Turkish conflicts and argued, “The only means of securing peace to both is to separate the two 

parties” (Lane-Poole 1878, 90). By examining personal, first-hand accounts of life in religiously 

mixed towns, Renee Hirschon comes to the conclusion that it is precisely this separation that 

leads to stereotyping and demonization. Contact, on the other hand, "may create stress and 

tension between groups, but it also offers the possibility of shared experience and the basis for 

understanding" (2006, 73). The first-hand knowledge that results from routine, everyday contact 

is necessary for accommodation. Hirschon points to the apparent paradox that those Ottoman 
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Greeks who suffered the most—surviving forced expulsions and other traumas—are overall the 

least likely to express generalized hatred for Turks (74). Instead, those populations, who had 

everyday contact and first hand knowledge with the “other”, saw them as diverse, multiple, 

varied human beings "with all the faults and virtues that they themselves had" (72).  

When Greeks and Turks leave to visit their homelands, many are anxious that they will 

confront hostile people who are very different from themselves. They have been taught to 

understand each other as antitheses (see Millas, 1991). Greeks are Christian, European, Western; 

Turks are Muslim, Middle Eastern, Eastern. This is the truth outwardly presented which, on the 

face of it, puts Greeks and Turks at odds. What is hidden, buried below the coherent national 

identities promoted by the modern Greek and Turkish nation-states, is a shared Ottoman history 

embarrassing to both. Greece, distinctly aware of its precarious position in the European West, 

especially in recent years of economic crisis, distanced itself from an Ottoman heritage at odds 

with Europe. Butter replaced olive oil in many Greek national dishes, and the Greek nation-state 

highlighted (or manufactured) ties with ancient Greece—considered the birthplace of democracy, 

a fundamental tenet of European identity—as central to Greek identity (Herzfeld 1982a; Pagden 

2002; Sula 2009). Turkey also distanced itself from the failed Ottoman Empire when defining its 

national identity, as Ottoman ethnic diversity was scapegoated for the downfall of the Empire. 

Turkey’s subsequent efforts to deny the existence of minorities and enforce homogeneity had 

lasting negative impacts for many minority populations in Turkey (including Istanbul Rum, 

Kurds, Alevi, exchangees, Armenians, and others). The underlying reality, though, is that Greeks 

and Turks and particularly exchangees share an Ottoman heritage that structures their most 

intimate domestic practices, from the foods they cook to the low couches upon which they 

recline, to the ways they receive and welcome their guests.  
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Spyros and Sefer traveled many times across the Aegean Sea to visit their respective 

homelands and developed long-standing, close relationships with the “enemy other”. Spyros had 

the following to tell me about Greeks and Turks:  

“The same thing here [in Greece], the same thing there [in Turkey]. We have the 
same food, the same mentality.  That is the problem. In Ottoman times, they said 
they are the same people. Different religion, big deal.”  
 

Sefer shared a similar insight. He traced the cohabitation of Muslims and Christians in this area 

through three empires: the Seljuk, the Byzantine, and the Ottoman. They are the same people, the 

same “type”, he said. In his view, even aspects of their religion are shared, especially the 

practices of Bektaşi Muslims and Greek Orthodox Christians. Sefer summed up:  

“In other words, between Turkish Muslims or Ottoman Muslims and Ottoman 
Christians there are many things that resemble one another, there are very many 
crossings. One took something from the other, the other gave something…Now 
they call each other enemy, gavur (infidel), and they will kill one another. The 
people don’t know one another, and they have been conditioned this way by their 
educational system. But now with these touristic comings and goings, these 
people get to know one another. Now they see, “Ahh, this is the enemy, this is a 
Turk — this is a person.” They look at each other—they resemble one another. 
“Ah, this one resembles my aunt,” one says. “This one looks like my uncle, this 
one like my grandfather.” Why is that? Because here, the races mixed together.”  
 

Spyros and Sefer, with extensive knowledge of the “other”, realized what their national leaders 

worked to bury: Greeks and Turks have a long history of shared everyday life, and many cultural 

values and practices in common. That which is “intimate” to their national communities, 

simultaneously embarrassing and source of belonging, is shared between Greece and Turkey 

(Herzfeld 1996). 

In his study of hospitality, Derrida distinguishes between absolute, barbarian others and 

knowable foreigners. A knowable foreigner can be recognized because he shares a common 

language and can be “named”, or placed in society via his father’s surname (2000, 23-25). For 

Greek and Turkish exchangees, languages, alphabets, surnames, and family ties are aspects that 
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make them unfamiliar to one another because they are characteristics given to them by their 

fatherlands, the nation-state. This is the case quite literally in Turkey, where the nascent Turkish 

nation-state required its new citizens to choose surnames written with a new alphabet. Even so, 

the relationship between Greek and Turkish exchangees is not one between absolute others. 

Their fatherlands are different, even opposed, but exchangees share a metaphorical Ottoman 

mother; their relationship is like one between brothers who fight not because they are different, 

but because they are similar. When they confront one another as guests and hosts, they do so as 

“intimate others” whose shared “Ottoman” past unites them as a community, however 

embarrassing to the modern national narrative. 

Disrupting Regional Borders 
  
 For many exchangees, contact across the Greek-Turkish national borders also dismantled 

the coherence of larger regional divisions. They left feeling nostalgic for the lost Ottoman past 

described by their grandparents, for whom the Aegean Sea was part of a shared landscape rather 

than a dividing boundary between Europe and the Middle East.  

 My fieldwork coincided with a period during which Greeks and Turks were primed to 

reevaluate the desirability of the European Union as a regional affiliation and take seriously 

other—Aegean—alternatives. Greece joined the EU in 1981, but Turkey’s accession bid—begun 

in the 1950s—has still not been successful. In 2015, as the Troika deliberated about whether or 

not to bail out Greece, again, or permit it to default on its loan payments, Greeks began to 

express their discontent with the EU.77 As the results of the July referendum came in, in which 

Greeks expressed their unwillingness to accept the most recent bailout terms, images like the 

following circulated on Twitter and Facebook: 

                                                
77 See Knight 2015, for a discussion of Greek disgust for their dishonest politicians, Kalantzis 2015 for discussion of 
Greek disgust for the EU, Germany, and Angela Merkel in particular, and Theodossopoulos 2013 for discussion of 
some Greeks’ disgust for other Greeks who were disgusted during this time (see Theodossopoulos, 2013). 
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Figure 25. A cartoon draws from the myth of Troy to express frustration with the EU 

 
Drawing on the mythology of ancient Greece and directed at Angela Merkel in particular, Greeks 

voiced their displeasure with Germany and the EU. Frequent comparisons were drawn between 

the Germany of World War II, which bombed and invaded Greece in 1941, and the Germany of 

2015, which many felt was carrying out a similar attack against their country, this time via 

financial rather than military blows. The following image, taken from Facebook, reads: "Then 

with tanks, now with banks." 

 
Figure 26. An urban mural: “Then with tanks, now with banks.” 
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Even those who did not want to leave the Eurozone or EU—and there were many with that view 

in my social circle—were angry at their mistreatment by the European financial institutions and 

anxious to end austerity measures that they felt unfairly punished citizens for the mistakes of 

corrupt politicians.  

In Turkey, many people had become convinced that the European Union that had not 

accepted Turkish accession for so many years was no longer a desirable affiliation. They were 

aware of Turkey's many problems; in Mustafapaşa, residents were concerned about ISIS and a 

government that seemed to allow the free passage of its members through Turkey, the Syrian 

War and resulting presence of hundreds of thousands of Syrian refugees in their country, where 

jobs were already scarce, and the already-visible impact of these issues upon the tourism industry 

by which they made a living. Still, they felt that it was just as well that they hadn't joined the EU. 

Many, like Mustafapaşa shop owner Ibrahim, expressed this viewpoint by referencing Greece's 

situation: "Look at Greece!" he explained, "Angela Merkel comes and they handshake and kiss 

kiss, but it is all boş (empty).” 

As many Greeks and Turks expressed uncertainty about the benefits of EU membership, 

the European Union likewise made clear the tenuous positions of Greece and Turkey in relation 

to Europe. By early 2016, uncertainties about whether or not Greece would (or should, or would 

be forced to) leave the Eurozone had largely calmed, but its forced departure from the Schengen 

Zone was newly under discussion. This was in response not to the economic crisis, but to the 

vast numbers of refugees crossing into Europe via the Aegean border separating Turkey from 

Greece. In the Turkish case, EU officials held concerns about the political, economic, and 

cultural compatibility of Turkish and European values (Aydın-Düzgıt, 2012). They positioned 



218 

 

Turkey as a "bridge" between Europe and the Islamic world rather than a part of Europe, and, in 

much of their discourse, conceptualized Turkey as a threat to the project of Europe.  

In this environment, as Greeks and Turks felt increasingly far from Europe, exchangees 

expressed their closeness to one another. A few days before leaving for one of the LMVs 

heritage tours, I sat in the organization’s offices in Istanbul while Sefer encouraged another 

visitor to join the upcoming trip and visit his homeland. When the man expressed apprehension, 

Sefer reassured him: “Don’t think of the Germans, or Japanese, or Europeans,” he said. “The 

Greeks are just like us!... It’s a family tour, it’s like visiting your relatives.” Sefer recognized 

both Greeks and Turks as distinct from Europeans. Exchangees saw this as they traveled between 

Greece and Turkey and interacted with one another in more intimate settings than those typically 

available to the national other. Some returned home telling me that Greece and Turkey should 

join together again. Exchangees were not the first to consider such a union. In fact, a team of 

Americans sent to speak with locals and make recommendations about the feasibility of national 

sovereignty in formerly Ottoman lands had come to the conclusion that a Turkish nation should 

be supported on the condition that Ottoman diversity was maintained (King-Crane Commission, 

1919). They suggested that the Greek and Turkish communities in particular “supplemented each 

other”, and would form a happier country united than either could alone. This perspective gained 

traction again in the summer of 2015, when it looked like the European Union might not bail out 

Greece. Greeks expressed frustration with Germany and the EU—a frustration familiar to Turks 

whose hopes for EU membership had crumbled over the past decade. Newspaper articles at the 

time wondered what Greece might gain from Turkey’s fiscal policies, and what Turkey might 

gain from Greece’s social ones if they cooperated with one another instead of Europe (Ginsburg, 
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2015). A petition was circulated on Facebook to rejoin Greece and Turkey, citing an end to 

conflict over Aegean resources and debates about the origins of baklava (Unal, 2015).  

For many exchangees, the Aegean region constitutes a meaningful transnational space of 

belonging. Recent political and economic shifts indicate that trans-Aegean cooperation like that 

practiced by the exchangees provides an alternative to divisive nationalisms and a Eurocentric 

paradigm that has been unsatisfying for both nations. Scholarship has long established the 

increasingly transnational and global forces that shape everyday lives and practices. This 

dissertation takes seriously the concurrent power of everyday practices to shape transnational 

politics, as evidenced by the significance of Greek and Turkish exchangees’ trans-Aegean 

mobility, consumption practices, and communal identity.  
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