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Inspired by JFK’s vision of the Peace Corps mission and fresh 

out of college, each of us arrived in Portland, Oregon in late 

August ’65 – both single and ready for a life-changing 

experience – but neither of us ever dreamed it would result in 

a wedding in Izmir nine months later! While we grew up in 

very different worlds – Frank came from a small town in the 

foothills of the Ozarks, while Karen hailed from suburban 

Philadelphia – our life-long love affair began in the first few days of training while sitting across 

from each other taking the psych tests and 

discovering our joint interest in psychology. In late 

November we wrote to the Director of Peace Corps 

Turkey about our intentions to get married and 

requested to be sent to the same geographical area. 

 

Our request was granted and we were assigned to a 

TB clinic in Karşıyaka, a beautiful village across the 

bay from Izmir. We found separate little houses 

around the corner from each other, making it easy to 

walk together to the clinic each day. Ali Bey – Frank’s landlord and the owner of a tiny bakkal 

(dry-grocery) across the street – and his family immediately befriended us and helped us with 

our rudimentary Turkish. They were also very accepting of our “dating” relationship – though 

we lived separately, we were constantly together. One of our special memories was being asked 

to accompany Ali Bey on a train trip to Manisa to visit his 5-month old granddaughter. That 

spring, we also made some weekend trips to historic 

Efes (Ephesus) and Bergama (ancient Pergamum) and 

visited fellow T-12 PCVs Ginny and Lance Packer in 

their lovely little village in the Izmir environs. 

 

Our relationships with our more educated TB clinic 

staffers were also enriching. In addition to being invited 

to the home of the head doctor and his family on several 

occasions, we also were visited by two of the non-

professional staff who came to Karen’s 2-room house to conduct a traditional “engagement” 

ceremony with us. After becoming acclimated to our new 

"community" and developing relatively close relationships with 

Ali Bey and the clinic staff, we were saddened to learn in late 

April that all of us were being re-called to Ankara for a major re-

organization of our projects. We had already planned a June 11 

wedding in Izmir and were not eligible for the Turkish marriage 

license until mid-May, because of the 90-day “posting of the 

bans” requirement. Fortunately, Dave Weinman (PC Deputy 

Country Director in Turkey at the time) was very sympathetic to 

our plight, allowing us to delay our arrival in Ankara so we could 

have our legal Turkish marriage ceremony and two weeks LOA 
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in June for our wedding and honeymoon. In addition to our PC friends who made the long bus 

trip to Izmir for the wedding, a number of Turkish friends came to the former Greek Orthodox 

church for the ceremony – including Ali Bey’s family, to our surprise and delight. 

 

After returning from our honeymoon, we settled into a 2-room 

home in Çinçin Bahları, a gecekondu (squatter settlement) about 

three hills outside Ulus (Ankara) where we hoped to do some 

community development work. Our primary assignment was 

teaching English to medical and nursing students at Haceteppe 

University, which was a 3-dolmuş (lorry) trip from our new 

home. Although Çinçin was supposed to be a high-crime area, 

our neighbors welcomed us into the community and made sure 

we were well taken care of. We developed particularly close 

relationships with two adorable 5-year-old boys, who liked to 

hang out in our living room-kitchen - especially 

when Karen was making brownies; the parents of 

one of them wanted us to adopt him, as they had 

more children than they were able to take care of. 

During our time there, we also had the opportunity 

to attend a circumcision düğen (ceremony) for two 

other boys in our neighborhood, which included 

dancers from Erzerum and a splendid outdoor feast. 

A very cold winter resulted in persistent strep 

infections, however, and we moved to a 6
th

 floor walk-up apartment closer to Haceteppe, where 

we had in-house running water (as opposed to waiting each night at the community well for the 

water to be turned on for an hour) and a balcony with a beautiful view – a dramatic change from 

the gecekondu! What we gained in amenities, however, we lost in terms of being part of a 

neighborhood.  Fortunately, we continued to enjoy the relationships with our Turkish university 

students – most of whom were close to our age. They were fun to be with and eager to learn, and 

our time with them culminated in an end-of-the-school year picnic in a lovely green park on a 

hill overlooking the city. 

After a wonderful 6-week trip traveling through Europe on $5/day in the summer of '67, we 

settled in Colorado for graduate school – Frank getting a PhD in psychology and Karen an 

MSW. Our sons, Jeff and Michael, were born in ‘71 and ‘73; Frank became an Asst. Prof. at the 

U. of Colorado Health Sciences Center, while Karen was a part-time therapist at a clinic and did 

volunteer work. In 1980, both of us entered private practice and Karen embarked on a doctorate 

in psychology. In 2000, we added Executive Coaching and Relationship Workshops to our 

clinical psychology practices, but have gradually reduced our work schedule to half-time now, as 

exercise, meditation, political causes, travel and a granddaughter have become high priorities. In 

particular, Karen has been actively engaged with a local community organizing network that is 

part of a national, faith-based federation working to improve access to health care for low-
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income groups – which was the original focus of our T-12 project! Over the past several years, 

she has been sent to Washington DC on numerous occasions to advocate on behalf of 

comprehensive national health care reform, and is now working on implementation efforts. 

 

We also make frequent trips to Mexico to visit our older son, who has a PhD in Political Science 

and teaches at a university in Mexico City where he has lived with his wife, Guadalupe, and their 

4-year-old daughter, Katarina. In January, they will move to Madrid, Spain, where he has joined 

the faculty of an international business university; we will soon be traveling in a different 

direction, but will still have a chance to practice our Spanish. Our younger son lives in the 

Denver area, where he is a music therapist and mental health counselor/case manager for a 6-

week program for the homeless. We appreciate being able to have frequent contact with him and 

enjoy sharing some of our mutual 

clinical experiences. 

 

In addition to making friends with 

some local Turkish families and 

joining the Colorado Turkish-

American Association, we returned to 

Turkey for three weeks in 2003. 

Although much has changed, the 

warmth and hospitality of the Turkish 

people have not. We continue to treasure our memories of the hospitality, generosity, respect for 

differences, perseverance and optimism in the face of adversity and the priority placed on   

interpersonal relationships we experienced in our interactions with a broad segment of Turkish 

people. The cliché is true – we received and learned 

more than we gave or taught, and are deeply grateful for 

the many wonderful opportunities to live, love and learn 

during our 20 months as PCVs in that beautiful  and 

historically-rich country. One other important by-

product was the opportunity to develop a greater 

understanding of the larger world and of Islam in the 

context of a secular democratic political system. 

Whenever we encounter people who express the fears 

and misunderstandings of Muslims that have been so 

rampant since 9/11, we like to provide a different 

perspective by sharing stories of our experiences in 

Turkey. 


