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My parents gave me roots and wings. I craved the adventure they talked 

about and the Peace Corps offered me the opportunity and, it helped that 

I knew I could always return home. After teaching biology in a Chicago 

public school for 3 years, I left for Portland to begin training for a Turkey 

assignment.  

 

Arriving in Portland without knowing a soul was a scary time. However, 

I soon met Steve Neary while waiting in the cafeteria line; we became 

friends and are still good friends. Other friends 

from those days with whom I stay in touch are 

Katy Finn, Belinda Bree, Stanley Grossman and 

Peter Shaw.  

 

Ankara Turkey looked black and white with 

shades of grey. But when we arrived at 

Hyderpasha Train Station, on our way to our 

sites outside Istanbul, Turkey came alive. I recall 

walking out of the station into a place the likes of 

which I'd never seen: chaotic, colorful, noisy, large ships in the blue Bosporus, hills upon 

hills and golden domes in the distance. To add 

to the excitement, we had a wild taxi ride from 

the station down to the river, where we 

boarded the ferry to cross to Istanbul.  

 

My first site was Çağlayan. I was part of a 

group assigned to work in a tuberculosis 

control clinic. While we no doubt caused 

confusion among the Turks who worked in the 

clinic, they welcomed us and took us under 

their wings. My job was to write the names of patients who came in for their BCG shots. 

Mustafa Bey made room for me at his desk, and helped me spell the names of the patients. 

The clinic was cold and dank. We survived on tea and getting as close as possible to the little 

tin heater. Soon I discovered the joys of the 

Turkish hamam (bath house), a place of harshness 

and beauty, light and warmth.  

 

Four of us women found lodging in a new 

apartment building that smelled of wet cement. A 

hamal (porter/stevedore) – burdened by our 

steamer trunks – struggled up the high steep 

staircase to the second floor (assisted by T-12 

PCV Peter Shaw), while we cringed with 

embarrassment by evidence of our pampered 

lives. Since there was no real work in Çağlayan, 
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the Peace Corps sent us to Ankara for more training; this time to learn to teach English as a 

foreign language (TEFL). After completing this course, I asked for and received an 

assignment to teach general science. Peace Corps found me a position starting in the fall at 

the Maarif Koleji in Bornova, a town located outside Izmir.  

 

During the summer, I worked at a daycare center in Üsküdar – just across from Istanbul on 

the Asian side. One of the few Turkish songs I can still hear running through my head is 

“Üsküdar'a gider iken aldi da bir yammer.” Another T-12 volunteer, Cindy Wicker, and I 

occasionally boarded the evening ferry for 

exciting nights out in Istanbul. Sometimes we 

garnered more excitement than we wanted 

because Cindy’s beautiful long blonde hair 

attracted a lot of attention.  

 

The first days in Bornova were challenging. I 

had to find a place to live. I remember walking 

the streets on hot autumn days, feeling 

extremely alone, knocking on doors and asking 

people if they had an apartment for rent. I 

imagine they wondered who and why this lone 

foreign woman was out on the street unaccompanied 

by a man. I think of this experience whenever I 

wonder if I can do something that frightens me. I 

found space with a friendly, caring Turkish family 

who rented the apartment on the ground floor of their 

building. The front door opened right onto the 

cobblestone street. Besides the sound of the muezzin 

chanting the call to Muslim prayer, I also heard 

church bells as it was a town with a Levantine 

community. Another sound was that of the soft 

hooves and bells of camels as they walked down the 

street. Bornova was a proud host of camel wrestling.  

 

I soon met nine PCVs from other groups who lived 

nearby and also taught at the Maarif Koleji. Two of 

these volunteers, Dick Denda (T-13) and Barbara Van Dyke (T-08), continue to be friends. 

As teachers, the sense of collaboration among us was something I valued and wanted to have 

in my subsequent teaching and sales careers, but it didn’t come as easily as it did while in the 

Peace Corps.  

 

After my PC tour, I traveled back to the States with Steve Neary, Judy Kilmartin and Joe 

Daley. We took the eastern route, through Iran, Afghanistan, Pakistan, India, Sri Lanka, 

Nepal, Thailand and Japan. We traveled on trains, planes, with cargo in the back of a truck 

into Afghanistan (through a dust storm) and minibus through the Kyber Pass – all by “the 

seat of our pants.”  
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Learning about the wider world began in the Peace Corps where I was 

immersed in a culture not my own, and continued when I later lived 

and taught in Venezuela, yet another culture, for two years. These 

experiences have been especially relevant since 9/11. For the last eight 

years, I’ve lived with my husband in Highland, California where we 

have been part of a local peace group that has been educating and 

demonstrating for peace and justice since 2002. One could say we, 

too, are a “peace corps.” It’s been a life saver.  

 

 


