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In 1961, when the creation of the U.S. Peace Corps was announced, I knew immediately it was 

something I wanted to do. I thought that it was a fad and would have run its course and be 

dismantled by the time I got out of college. Imagine my dilemma four years later when the 

agency was still going strong and I actually had to make a commitment. 

This always sounds so corny but it is true – I made the decision to join the Peace Corps after 

listening to “Blowing in the Wind” by Peter, Paul and Mary. It was time to do something, to 

volunteer myself. Growing up in the late fifties and early sixties, I never had a paid summer job, 

but spent my time volunteering. Combine that with my love of languages 

(I majored in French) and the Peace Corps was a perfect fit. 

The first weekend of training in Portland, Oregon was spent hitchhiking 

to see the Pacific Ocean for the first time. Camping on the beach and 

sharing our hopes for the future with my new friends still remains one of 

my fondest memories – a much better memory than standing in line 

every Saturday after lunch waiting for our next round of shots. At the 

end of the day, there was always the Cheerful Tortoise, where we could 

hang out after getting our gamma globulin shot to down a beer or two. 

I fell in love with Turkey the moment we landed, and that love affair continues today. Three of 

us were sent to Erenköy, on the Asian side of Istanbul, to live in a nursing school and work in a 

tuberculosis sanatorium. We were in charge 

of organizing and running a preschool for the 

children of sanatorium patients. The kids 

were great, but living in a dormitory with 

strict regulations and having to be “role 

models” for the students wore thin very 

quickly. The three of us moved to an 

apartment in town and enjoyed it for about 

three months. 

It seems our jobs had never really been 

approved by the Turkish government and we were all being fired and recalled to Ankara to learn 

our fate. I chose to stay in the childcare field and was relocated to Konya to work in an 

orphanage. I was greeted by 85 preschool children and six women supervising them – all with a 

combined collection of approximately ten toys. Eventually, the women learned that the children 

were happier and easier to take care of when they were busy with music, nature walks, games 

and toys we made ourselves. My proudest accomplishment, however, was convincing the local 

müdür (director) and hemşire (nurse) that using one needle to inoculate several children may be a 
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cost saver, but not a safe practice. Several children with treatable problems were also given a 

more in-depth review and treatment. 

Living in Turkey afforded me the opportunity to travel to Greece, Egypt, Jordan, Lebanon, Syria 

and much of the southern and western coast 

of Asia Minor. Another one of my favorite 

memories is hopping on the ferry crossing the 

Bosporus at sunset just to enjoy the view. I 

understand the importance of the new 

bridges, but I am not a fan. They have taken 

away some of the magic. Over the years, this 

travel experience has been invaluable in 

understanding the region and its people as 

well as sharing those experiences with other 

Americans. I firmly believe that every 

American should live outside the U.S. for a 

period of time to truly appreciate the freedoms and the standard of living we enjoy in this 

country. 

Coming home wasn’t easy. I wasn’t ready to leave Turkey and I wasn’t sure what to do next. By 

then, my friends all had good jobs and apartments and some were married. I had proven to 

myself that I could survive and thrive on my own, had contributed to society and had some 

foreign travel. I was ready to get married. In college, I had been dating a guy I went to high 

school with and had been writing to while in Turkey (sans email back then, of course). We were 

an unlikely couple with a common background, different political affiliations and, oh yes, while I 

was serving in the Peace Corps, he was a U.S. Marine serving in Vietnam. Forty-three years later 

we are still together. 

Serving my country in the Peace Corps, getting married, having two children and being an 

elected official for the past 18 years have all been life changing experiences. I believe that the 

Peace Corps provided the direction for the rest of my life. It 

taught me tolerance, acceptance and a desire to understand and 

help improve the quality of life for those around me. I hope 

that I have passed along these qualities to my children and 

now my grandchildren. The essence of Peace Corps is not to 

transform other cultures into our image but to provide 

information and expertise so that people can determine their 

own futures.     

I have returned three times since 1966, and each time I have 

renewed faith in and respect for the culture and future of 

Turkey. I would go back and do it all again – I can be packed in an hour. 


