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Camaraderie at Portland State College 

Upon graduation from Washington State University with a Bachelor of 

Pharmacy in May 1965, I had a summer job in Longview, Washington 

before heading to Portland for Peace Corps training in the fall. Those 

training memories at 

Portland State College 

included: sharing one 

bathroom for seven girls 

(roommates: Linda Lorenzo, Karen Ludlow, 

Connie Lyons, Marlys Madunich, Gretchen 

Mandernack and Alice Nicholson); exercising 

five days a week at 6:30 a.m.; six hours of 

language training Monday through Friday and 

four hours on Saturday; and sore arms on 

weekends from the 23 cumulative shots we 

needed – given largely by “volunteers” who 

learned how to give an injection on-the-spot. Pictured here 

are: Dr. Marty Kligerman (the pin needle), his wife Elizabeth 

(assisting and herself a PCV trainee) and Judy Lyon 

(practicing on Marty’s right arm). Interestingly, all three (and 

Judy’s husband Tim) returned to the States in May 1966 when 

the “public health” project turned sour and couldn’t be 

resurrected. 

 

It was a very exciting, challenging and exhausting time. Most 

remarkable was the camaraderie of everyone pulling together 

(e.g., as Snow White & the 7 Dwarfs at the T-12 

Halloween party, including from rear left: Karen, 

Gretchen, Linda, Connie, Tom Thompson [Snow 

White] and Marlys; and from front left: Yalçın Bayer 

[language instructor], Julia, and Alice), and also 

becoming aware of how political maneuvering shaped 

our program, particularly when the training period 

was extended an extra month.   

 

Sojourn in Turkey 

A sooty sky, freezing cold and playing in the snow 

with Turkish kids are the first memories of Ankara. A 13-hour train ride a week later to 

our assignment in Izmir brought us to a tropical-like setting, with clear, clean skies and 

palm trees. Izmir TB clinics – what an experience to see medical care in Turkey, although 

it is best left unsaid what the actual working conditions were like. However, it was 

interesting to help a co-worker in the blood-draw lab with her English correspondence 

lessons. My favorite memories include meeting with other PCVs at the USO during the 

two-hour lunch break and being able to take the bus out to Efes (ancient Ephesus) for day 
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trips. An overnight boat from Izmir to Istanbul took a group 

of us (along with Jim Wheeler and some sacrificial sheep 

for the Kurban Bayramı) to attend Ron McCutcheon and 

Cathy Jorgensen’s wedding on April 2, 1966. I still laugh 

when I recall that their wedding cake was to be chocolate 

with vanilla frosting, but it got reversed. Needless to say, 

the sights of Istanbul are unforgettable.  

 

But what a letdown 

after that; the TB program in Izmir was scuttled, and 

after a last local get-together (with Shirley Serena, 

Paul Quirk, Flicka Tate, Kathy McGuire, Sue Sturch 

and Jim Wheeler, among others), we stayed in 

Ankara to sort out options. Most of us amused 

ourselves by taking pleasure trips. Toni Szalay and I 

went to Bursa one week. Another trip was to Antalya 

with Bob & Claire Joplin and Jock & Janice Gum. If there was one character trait all of 

us PCVs brought to the game it was RESILIENCE!   

 

Life since T-12 

No workable alternative assignment materialized, so I took a return flight to the States in 

May 1966 with Linda Lorenzo – arriving in Washington, D.C., where I worked for 

several years at Peoples Drug Stores. What a fascinating city; that also was quite the 

experience. I returned to the West Coast in 1968 and continued working until marriage to 

John Marshall in 1974. Our 

honeymoon included a five-day stay in 

Istanbul. It was great fun to visit the 

city again and to use the limited 

Turkish that I could remember. We 

then moved to Miami, Florida, while 

John finished his internship and 

residency in Family Practice. Next, 

back to the Seattle area in 1977, where 

I continued working until we adopted 

our children, Scott (1990) and Kate 

(1992). John died in December 1998 from a rare synovial sarcoma found in the lung, first 

discovered in 1992. 

 

In reflection, my short Peace Corps exposure was an incredible experience in many ways. 

Perhaps most significant was learning about the interactions of politics and government. 

Also, the exposure to the Muslim culture has been helpful to understand the events of 

today. It was a very exciting time to be among so many dynamic people, and I felt much 

honored to be among the Turkey-12 group.   

 


