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Ron McCutcheon 

From Small Town Ohio to Portland, Oregon 

I grew up on a small farm in Southeastern Ohio. Since no one in my line 

had ever attended a university, the thought never occurred to me that I 

should do so. Just before the end of my senior year, I was offered a job at 

Merrill, Lynch, Pierce, Fenner and Smith in my town of Zanesville. I started 

work the day after graduation, took a few night courses at a local university 

branch and – along with realizing that the stock brokerage business was not 

my cup of tea – began searching for alternatives. I was able to transfer my 

job to the Columbus office of MLPF&S and began as a student at Ohio State University, 

graduating in August 1965. Almost immediately, I found myself on a plane (for the first time) on 

my way to Portland, Oregon and Peace Corps training. On the first full day I met this blonde 

with a wonderful smile and those sparkling Irish eyes. Not much time passed before we informed 

the heads of PC training that we needed to be placed at the same site in Turkey, because we 

planned to be married there.  

Arriving in Turkey 

As all Turkey 12ers well know, our programs appeared to be one disaster after another. If my 

university experience and PC training were not culture shock enough, arriving in Turkey was 

really like being on another planet. The first actual assignment at the Tevfik Sağlam Klinik 

(health clinic) in Rami just outside Istanbul seemed like a make-work position from the 

beginning. We did however meet many wonderful people in 

this small town. I think it was my very first day in Rami that a 

young Turkish man approached me and asked in broken 

English if I was an American. Responding positively, Bilgin 

explained that he was a college student at Istanbul University 

and wanted to know if I would help him with his English. I 

agreed and we became friends. When Cathy and I set our 

wedding date, I asked Bilgin to be an usher in the wedding party. He never did master English, 

and I never did really master Turkish. I suspect we were sometimes a comical pair when later 

returning to Turkey, we would travel together to visit all of Cathy and my Turkish friends now 

dispersed in various places throughout the country. I remember one time traveling on a bus 

between Istanbul and Izmir. Bilgin would talk to me in his broken English, and I would respond 

in my broken Turkish. We received more than a few glances during that bus ride. Bilgin 

Sertcetin died just a few years ago of throat cancer at far too young an age.    

New Assignment 
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Cathy and Ron were married on April 2,
 
1966 at the Dutch Chapel on Istiklal Caddesi in 

Istanbul. Half the 200 attendees were PC Volunteers who came from all parts of Turkey, and the 

other half were Turkish friends. (Please note that all Turkey 12ers 

are also hereby invited to our 50
th

 anniversary. Mark your 

calendars for spring of 2016.) After a honeymoon on the Turkish 

Mediterranean, we returned to a position raising Turkish boys 

(orphans, runaways, etc.) This was a position we really wanted, 

and had interviewed for the position as the big disaster was 

developing with the entire Turkey 12 program. Our “boys” 

became our family, and they are so to this day. We have returned to Turkey several times since 

our original experience and have become even closer to our boys, including their wives and 

children. One thing that we eventually learned was to not announce in advance our arrival in 

Turkey. We make our hotel reservation and then inform our friends that we are there. This has 

prevented them from fighting over who we 

will stay with.    

Return to the United States 

When we returned to the United States, Cathy 

and I began our teaching careers in Cleveland 

and Lakewood, Ohio. We also developed our 

own family. We have two daughters, Sevim 

and Karin, and are very proud of their achievements and world views. Neither hesitates to say 

that they our second family and the “boys” are the first. Of course, we also have our two 

granddaughters, Irene and Lara, and we take great joy and pride in 

them as well. I received my Masters from the University of Oregon in 

the early 70s, returned to teaching in the Lakewood Schools and in 

1975-76 was granted a Fulbright teaching assignment in Northeast 

England. Between Cathy’s role as foreign student advisor at Lakewood 

High School and my being unofficially designated as the social science 

support teacher for foreign students assigned to their first mainstream 

classrooms, we developed other long-term relationships with people 

from abroad. Along with Cathy’s high school bicycle program, with trips to Scotland, our house 

became an open door for a multitude of students, former students and friends. Some even 

developed a keen awareness for the time we usually served dinner.  

I retired from teaching in 1994 and subsequently became a tour guide for the trolley tours of 

Cleveland for a couple of years. If any of you are planning to visit us in the great city of 

Cleveland, I think I can still do a pretty good tour for you. My love of the social sciences has 

always been enduring. I became increasingly convinced that history is not just made by the few, 

but all people in one way or another have been a part of the passage of time. Even my family of 

seemingly simple origins has had their role in historic events. Over a period of time, this has led 
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me deeper and deeper into genealogy, which eventually has led to a second phase of my life as a 

professional genealogist. We love to bicycle, read and garden and always welcome guests. We 

are waiting for your visit.  


