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Jock & Jan Gum 

 

Jan and I met in late 1959 in our senior years of high school 

– geometry class with Ms. Jamie B. Long. We graduated in 

May 1960, and in June I enlisted in the US Army for a six-

month tour of active duty. Jan started at the University of 

Kentucky (UK) in August of that same year; in January 

1961 I started at UK; and we were married later that year on 

August 31st. This August 31
st
 will mark our 50

th
 wedding 

anniversary. By working almost full time and going to school full time, we were able (with help 

from taking full loads in summer school) to graduate almost on time – Jock in May, Jan in July 

1965 (because she worked a year or so without going to school). President Lyndon Baines 

Johnson was our commencement speaker, as 1965 was UK’s 100
th

 anniversary. 

 

Somewhere in winter 1964/spring 1965, we started thinking about the Peace Corps after a 

recruiter visited the UK. We were both out of school, we had no children and I guess it just 

seemed to us like a good time to venture out. I'm not sure just why, but our first choice of a host 

country was the Philippines. We also wanted to get started with our two-year commitment, as the 

end of that time period would coincide with the beginning of a public school year, and I planned 

on being a science teacher. The Philippines was not offered, but Turkey was; so we said yes and 

arrived at Portland State College on August 31, 1965 - our 4
th

 anniversary. Jan was a wiz at 

language, so all of that bir, iki, üç stuff came very easily for her. For me, trying to learn Turkish 

was more than a chore – although I was a champ at weekend 

weenie roasts on the Oregon coast. After four months in Portland, 

I finally made it close to a first grader's level in conversation. I 

could read or write very little, but I could make it through the local 

market (pazar) just fine. 

 

We ended up serving our Peace Corps tour in Izmir, a town at that 

time of about 300,000. It's population is now estimated to be 3,350,000. We lived in a two-story 

duplex in Sarınyer, fairly close to the medical clinic where we worked. We remember having 

very nice neighbors, and we had a hot water heater that required burning wood, which we used 

only once. We also had two sleeping bags that zipped together. Jan helped administer chest X-

rays to local residents, and I spent most of the day riding in a white panel van, drinking tea in the 

tea house and playing backgammon. In between these activities, we would knock on doors and 

tell locals when and where they were to report for their TB chest examinations. I remember 

watching the man across from the clinic manufacture concrete blocks, one at a time. We also 

remember: the man & camel combo that came and 

sold yogurt every morning, the many men who sold 

simitler (crispy, ring-shaped Turkish pretzels topped 

with sesame seeds) all day long, and buying freshly-

popped popcorn by the Konak clock tower (Saat 

Kulesi) in downtown Izmir – near the bus stop and across from the waterfront Konak mosque. I 

would eat most anything, but Jan was partial to cookies, those tiny bananas and çay. 
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As our time in Turkey was relatively short, our travels within the country were likewise limited. 

We had a wonderful week-long trip with Bob and Clair Joplin in Antalya, and we spent another 

week with the Joplins in Istanbul – locus of one of my favorite stories about traveling in Turkey 

as a Peace Corps Volunteer. The Joplins – whom we got to know well during PC training – lived 

in an area of Istanbul called Rami. I think the only way we could have gotten their address was 

off of a letter they had sent, or an address they had provided us. But who can remember such 

details 45 years later? At that time, we were told not to travel by bus, as the Turkish drivers 

didn't get changed out. That is, they would drive the entire length of a trip. I assume Turkish bus 

travel is more predictable and safe these days. We were traveling on a Saturday, and I remember 

stopping for lunch – probably in Bursa. Sometime after lunch, the bus was moving along 

smoothly when there was an obvious collision of some type. The bus pulled to the side of the 

road and stopped, and when people started getting off to see what had happened, so did I. We 

had run into a horse-drawn wagon, and by the time I got off the bus the owner had gotten his 

horse to its feet and was shaking him violently by the halter – as if the whole thing had been the 

horse's fault, which I am sure it wasn't. I assume the horse and owner survived, the bus loaded up 

again and we were back on our way to Istanbul. 

 

As it started to get dark, I found myself trying to talk to a Turkish man sitting next to me. I told 

him who I was, what Jan and I did, and where we were going. When he asked me specifically 

where I was going, I told him PK-12 Rami. With a very calm expression on his face, he said: 

"Sir, that's a post office box." Forty-five years ago Istanbul was a city of 2-3 million people 

(today it is about 12.5 million) and Rami was a small sub-district within the city. So, we were 

headed off to find Clair and Bob Joplin at midnight Saturday, in a huge city, and all we had was 

a post office box number. Well, we caught a dolmuş (lorry) to Rami, got out of the vehicle and 

just stood there – our suitcase resting on the ground. Soon a Turkish man came up to us and 

asked (I think) how he could help. Once again I explained who we were and that we were there 

to visit other Peace Corps friends, Bob and Clair Joplin. There was no positive response; he just 

stood there. Once again I said Bob and Clair Joplin, and all of a sudden his eyes got big as silver 

dollars and he said "Boop???" And I responded: "Yes, yes, Boop," and within a minute he 

delivered us to the door of our wonderful friends. 

Obviously "Boop" had made his presence known in 

and around Rami – as he did during PC training, 

helping our soft wives “man up” on weekend outings 

to Cannon Beach. Our visit was memorable from the 

beginning to the end. Unfortunately for all of us, Bob passed away several years ago. 

 

After returning to our home in Kentucky, Jan started working for the Kentucky Department of 

Public Assistance as a social worker and I took my first public school teaching job teaching 7
th

 

grade science. I made $4,435 that year, and Jan made a bit more. After a year of teaching, I went 

back to graduate school to complete my master’s degree and then returned to teaching, this time 

as a special education teacher, while Jan continued on with the State of Kentucky. In 1970, we 

had our first daughter – Alyson (Jeter). Jan stopped working at that time, and at 28 I became 

principal of a small special education school run by our local school district. We had two other 

daughters in 1975 and 1978 – Ann Douglas (Wing) and Sarah Ross (Tolin). All three ladies are 

absolutely wonderful, and to top that off, so are their husbands. We have five grandchildren, 
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currently three months to 14 years of age, and each 

of them is as wonderful as their moms and dads. 

 

How lucky could Jan and I be? In fact, all of us, 

including our three wonderful sons-in-law – Phil, 

Christian and Mike – assembled for a family beach 

picture at Sarah Ross and 

Mike's wedding in May of 

last year. At that time, we had four grandchildren – Lauryn Jeter (14), 

Lincoln Jeter (11), Nicholas Wing (5) and Sloane Wing (3). And on 

May 5
th

 of this year (Cinco de Mayo), another little guy – Clay Wing 

(better known as Cinco) – was   added as our fifth and probably last 

grandchild. All five are clearly the Gum family’s pride and joy. Earlier 

this summer I (not Jan, who went off with a bunch of lady friends to Vegas) took Lincoln and 

Lauryn to San Diego – SeaWorld, San Diego Zoo, Legoland, Pacific Beach and a day trip to 

Mexico. Lincoln liked Legoland best, but for Lauryn and me it 

was our excursion down the Baja with a return stop at Tijuana.  

 

Jan went back to work for our school district about 20 years ago, 

and I continued as a Middle School principal. Both of us are 

recently retired, although I continue to work half time in our 

District Middle School Office. We have lived at 330 Irvine Road 

in Lexington for nearly 40 years and plan to live here for 30 more 

– although we do escape periodically to travel the world. In February of last year, Jan and I went 

with Overseas Adventure Travel to four countries in 

southern of Africa – Botswana, Zimbabwe, Namibia 

and the Republic of South Africa, including a trip to 

Cape Town. I don't think either of us ever thought we 

would get to Cape Town in our lifetime. The picture I 

took at a camp in Botswana reminds me that we may 

never have a more enjoyable trip than this one; but we 

keep trying.  


