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My Thursday’s Child Journey Begins  

Children born on Thursdays are supposed to have “far to go.” The Peace 

Corps route ensured that prophetic destiny for me, and its spin-offs have 

enriched my life.  

Before our training began, I obtained my B.A. from St. Olaf College, 

taught in Cleveland Public Schools and received my assignment to Turkey 

while working at a summer camp for handicapped and cardiac children in 

summer 1965. My decision to volunteer was unwelcome by my family. 

Four aged grandparents (all in their 80s) were living and expected me to choose a conventional 

life style in my fledgling teaching career. My single mother was a widow and a divorcée, with 

two younger children to rear as well. So our four immigrant grandparents were integrated into 

our lives on a weekly basis. My decision was probably wrenching for them, but as I think about 

it, they too made choices in their youth, with an ocean distancing them from dear ones. However, 

I felt the timing was right for me. My window of opportunity opened just as Vice President 

Hubert Humphrey spoke at my college commencement and reinforced my desire to serve my 

country. There also was an underlying need to compensate my country for two forms of 

economic support received: a Veterans Administration (VA) scholarship that enabled me to 

attend college; and the continual Aid to Dependent Children (ADC) and public housing provided 

by the government during my childhood. Peace Corps opened a door to commit, and I was 

capable and confident. 

Off to Portland, Oregon and Istanbul, Turkey 

Our 1965-67 years of service began with Ron (McCutcheon, another Ohioan) and me accepting 

our PC invitations as single adults – unknown to one another at the time. By the end of training, 

we were engaged and determined to be married in spring 1966 – in Turkey. Our first position 

was at Tevfik Sağlam Klinik (health clinic) in Rami, Istanbul.  Ron worked with a Turkish 

counterpart in tuberculosis control, while I administered baby injections. In March 1966, we had 

our Nikâh (the official Turkish civil wedding ceremony) in nearby Eyup. (See excerpt from a 

letter I sent my grandparents on the requirements for this ceremony at the close of this memoir.). 

This was followed by a church wedding at the 

Union Church (Dutch Chapel) on the grounds of 

the Dutch consulate. The “suburb” of Rami was 

home to me and three friends on Ayten Sokak 

prior to the second wedding. Our reception was a 

gift from my T-12 roommates while single: Jean 

Dougherty, Pauline Homko and Connie Lyons. 

We are forever appreciative.  



Soon our clinic positions were eliminated and Ron and I successfully interviewed 

to be house parents at the Çocuk Dostları Derneği (Friends of Children 

Association), Maslak Meydanı, Istanbul. This option was at first opposed by 

Peace Corps Ankara, but eventually awarded to us. The job was a 24/7 live-in 

assignment at a new, unfinished building – still lacking running water – that 

served needy boys between ages 6-18. Our “yurt” became both domicile and a 

community center, with many community outreach programs initiated by us with 

help from A.I.D., Catholic Relief Service, local business leaders and the Peace 

Corps. Bonding with “our boys” continues even now, long after our final bonfire 

and the special declaration on our day of departure in 1967 that this 

day would be “McCutcheon Day” forever.     

Life after Turkey 

We lived abroad in Turkey and England for a total of three years. 

A passion for travel is undeniable, and we’ve been in Central 

America, Middle East, Europe, white water rafted the Grand 

Canyon and racked up thousands of miles of bicycle trips. Our last 

return to Turkey was as travel guide for Norwegian friends in 2009.   

Health and physical education was my original career field and was very rewarding. As a 

secondary teacher, I coached track and field, advised the foreign exchange club, created a for-

credit high school class bicycling through the Scottish Highlands, was chosen as a Fulbright 

teacher and taught English to adult immigrants. My experience and 

Masters in International and Intercultural Education from Kent State 

University enabled me to teach ESL at a local college after retiring. I’m 

always seeking a challenge in learning, doing and contributing in a variety 

of activities – music, gardening, community and ethnic efforts, sports, 

family history, writing and cultural/international affairs.   

Our family grew to include two daughters (Sevim and Karin), two 

granddaughters, two step-grandsons…and other people’s children with or without organized 

programs. Our Yurt boys will always be our “first family.” The love 

and compassion modeled by my mother and grandparents never 

restricted me from following my own destiny of having “far to go,” 

but now grand-parenting has special intrinsic rewards.   

Invitation for 2016 

We hope that the destiny for Turkey-12 members will be to help us 

celebrate our 50
th

 anniversary in the future (2016) – as many of you did in Istanbul in 1966. 

Buyurun! We welcome you! 

Excerpt from a letter to my grandparents on the requirements for our civil wedding ceremony 

"We went to the American Consulate to get a statement that we were free to marry. We went to 

the head (müdür) of the district we live in, and he couldn't understand our Turkish very well; nor 



could we grasp his either. We went with the müdür to see three councilmen in Eyup last 

Wednesday to get things straightened out. They took us to a man they thought could speak 

English but couldn't; and he took us to the state doctor who refused to give us a statement of 

health because we were foreigners. Then to the low court that refused to approve our marriage 

because they felt they were not qualified; then with the müdür again to our clinic where a 

Turkish doctor translated for us. Next, the müdür called the American Consulate and the highest 

district court official to verify we could have the legal ceremony performed by him. Then we had 

to get the approval of the head müdür in Rami – of which there are seven! Each had to sign each 

of our 10 forms. Our forms included photos, biographical information and rows of signatures on 

them. These forms were returned to the Eyup müdür yesterday. Now, all that has to be done is to 

get the certificate of health, wait at least 15 days and have 

the 5-minute civil ceremony - all in Turkish, of course. The 

müdür is a good guy. His name is Tuna Bey."   

Postscript: The nikâh – despite the protracted process – 

took place successfully. The church wedding occurred on 

April 2
nd

.  Our honeymoon was spent among historical ruins and unspoiled beaches on the 

Mediterranean in Antalya, Alanya and Side. The hurdles were soon forgotten. 


