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Mom and Dad,

I couldn’t have done any of this without your encouragement. 
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Introduction: 

Whenever I thought about the mission’s field, about going overseas to serve, the Middle East was never the first place that 

came to my mind, in fact, it was the last. Prior to this summer, Islamic culture had never appealed to me and was something 

I feared more than grasped. Africa needs me, not Muslims. That was always my mindset. Who would have thought the Lord 

would take me to a country that is filled (99.99%) with Muslims? And somehow, Islam has been a major theme in my life 

since I’ve come home. What is the Lord telling me? Where is he taking me? He took me to Antalya Turkey. For six weeks 

I faced the Islamic world, I braved the Mosques, I prayed to the Triune God. Not Allah. When we look at it in perspective, 

I really shouldn’t have made it to Turkey. I didn’t raise support, I didn’t know the family I was going to be staying with nor 

did I know what in the world I would be doing there. I e-mailed my host twice before I left California and once while I was 

in the Istanbul airport, making sure she was going to be at the airport to pick me up. God had everything to do with this and 

I was merely a vessel. He sent me and still, Turkish culture is prevalent in my life. This book is filled with documentation of 

my six-week journey. I worked with Internationals, mostly. But I couldn’t avoid the kind nature of the Turkish.  

May 23-June 15: I worked at Paul’s Place- an international church, coffee shop, and lounge. Open to tourists, missionaries, 

and students from around the world. I also worked for the Pastor’s wife (and lived with their family) doing all the prep work, 

paper work, phone work, and computer work, for the only English Speaking Christian camp in all of Turkey. These four 

weeks defined me. I was independent and yet I was constrained. I was free to roam the city and yet I was stuck in the house 

working. This was probably a good balance. Too much of anything won’t shape us, but give us headaches. 

June 16-July 4: I worked at camp as the swim instructor, counselor, and camp photographer. Week one I looked after the 2nd-

4th graders. Week two I counseled the 5th & 6th grade girls. I even gave a speech on Joy to High School students. I didn’t 

have much down time to skype or journal. We were on the go from seven in the morning to midnight. But boy those kids 

were a delight. Many of them were half Turkish half something else. Just about everybody spoke English and often times a 

third or fourth language. These were the most intelligent, well-rounded, mature young people I have ever encountered. They 

are the next generation; and I fully expect them to change the world.  
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Cross Cultural Journey

U-Curve Model
&
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 I don’t even know where to begin with my U-curve model and Cross Cultural Journey. Oh. Perhaps the beginning 

is the best place to start. Because I left for Turkey the week before finals (in order to fulfill a certain time requirement), I 

didn’t have much time to mentally prepare for my journey. I didn’t even have very much time to research the country I was 

traveling to. Basically, I knew that the country was part Europe and part Asia. ...And I knew it was 99.99% Islamic. But don’t 

worry. I wanted it to be that way. I wanted to go into the culture with no expectations... No bias. I mean, being American 

was bias enough. So naturally, my first encounter with the Turks was the height of it all. Because even though I thought I 

could enter the country without bias- my crisis-oriented nature caused alarm as soon as I stepped into the Istanbul Airport. 

It’s so funny actually looking back to the first time I was in the Istanbul airport as opposed to the second time. It was two 

completely different places. You see, my dilemma was the hundreds of Muslims wearing Burkas and hijābs with their faces 

almost completely covered and the few men wearing turbans. If I hadn’t been raised to think that all covered people are ter-

rorists (hey, it’s our culture) I wouldn’t have been so nervous. Also, it was the furthest I had ever traveled on my own- it was 

difficult enough getting in the right line for customs and to get a visa. That very airport is the one where I lost my passport 

too, or at least, thought I lost it. In fact, so much when awry in Istanbul that I questioned continuing my journey. I began to 

freak-out (for lack of a better term) because I had no idea what I was doing. I didn’t’ know anything about the culture and 

I didn’t even know much about the family I was going to be living with. I had no idea how safe or dangerous Antalya was 

going to be and I wondered if I would even have a purpose or reason to be there. I didn’t know if I would meander aimlessly 

through the city or be put to work. Of course, all of that was probably Satan trying to attack me, but it was the worst day I 

had in Turkey and probably the worst travel experience I will ever have. At least they didn’t lose my luggage. 

 Once I arrived in Antalya, got of the airplane and met up with my host mother, I felt at ease. It was like everything 

went uphill from there. One of the first things she said to me was, “Don’t worry, we’re safe.” What a relief! But why were 

we safe? A) American stereotypes are mostly incorrect about Muslims. B) I was on the West side of Turkey, not the East side. 

Missionaries are prone to murder over there. C) Antalya is a very large tourist city. It draws in eight million tourists every 

year. That’s eight times the amount of people who live there!  

SO- that is my U-curve on page 3. 
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 While in Turkey and even when I came home, I told everybody that I never really experienced culture shock... Except 

for that instance in the Istanbul Airport. As a matter of fact, I went directly to England from Turkey and experienced more 

culture shock there than Antalya. Perhaps much of it was the kindness of the people in Turkey, or maybe it had to do with the 

fact i was living in an Urban place, maybe it was because I worked with missionaries who’s ministry was directed toward 

foreign cultures (most English speaking). And while I believe it was a mix of all these attributes, I think a large portion of it 

was the fact that the weather in Antalya was akin to- if not identical to the weather in Southern California. I had grown up in 

the sun, not too hot, not too cold. The only difference was, the Mediterranean was 80 degrees in comparison to the Pacific’s 

60. I could not have been more content where I was in Turkey. I may be satisfied easily, but I couldn’t be more in love with 

the people and the place. As stated earlier, I didn’t have expectations going into the culture and therefore wasn’t disappointed 

with what I saw and experienced. Turkey was Turkey to me. The people were friendly and I never felt out of place. Even if I 

didn’t speak the language. I felt more comfortable and in place there than I do in my own city. Perhaps that’s because I wasn’t 

looking at it through a window- but was safely out and about, talking, roaming, working. 

 There were a few times throughout my trip that I felt very alone, missing my family and wishing my host family was 

more understanding. This happened sparsely and in small spurts, lasting only a few hours, but when it did- Starbucks was my 

savior. It was something about the aura of the place that comforted me. The connection I felt was easing because of the same 

menu and the same prices as America, and the Baristas who knew as much English as it took to pronounce the names of the 

drinks. Everything was in its right place whenever I went to Starbucks. But I had to control myself. It was only to be used 

for emergencies. There were exactly four locations in all of Antalya, one was next to Paul’s Place and one was three blocks 

away from where I was staying. I could see it from my bedroom window. Sometimes I went there to pray, journal, blog, or 

Skype with my family. Anything to escape from the world for a little bit. From Turkey. I always walked out of there feeling 

refreshed and ready to go another week. My stresses didn’t necessarily come from Turkey though, but rather from my host 

family. From the load they put on me in order to ease their own. My Starbucks excursions eased that stress. 
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 Thank the Lord I did have cultural insiders to inform me and help me adapt to the culture. My host family was infor-

mative, especially the sisters- Ana-Kate and Talya (Tals). They were always willing to answer my questions, help me with 

the language, and direct me through the city. They were also good partners in crime. Tals and I would explore hotels together, 

jump off cliffs into the Mediterranean, and sneak chocolate from the secret stash in the refrigerator. Ana-Kate (the elder) took 

me out in the evenings and showed me the night culture. The Turks love their music and their food- which we were welcome 

to experience. The night would always end with us sipping some coffee from the smaller chain cafes, and taking a Taksi 

home. If anything these girls taught me that the culture was extremely safe (even at night) and it was okay to take advantage 

of the free times and enjoy our lives in Antalya. 

 At Paul’s Place (where I worked), I had Cha-Tai, Rachel, and Enes. They were on staff at Paul’s and always around 

to teach me something, show me something, or humor me in some way or another. And with all the worker families, study-

abroad students, English learning Turks, and tourists that came into Paul’s- there was always a smiling face to talk to and 

learn something about Turkey from. 

 The most challenging adaptation for me was learning how to be a woman in Turkey. Not only did I have to be cau-

tious about my day-to-day attire, but it was hot and I wasn’t allowed to wear tank tops or shorts. Most importantly, I had to 

remember never to smile at men or even make eye contact with them. Apparently women from America are considered very 

“easy” in that part of Turkey and they always fall easily prey to the flirtatious banter of Turkish men. I had to be very cautious 

of who I talked to in order to maintain a sense of self-respect, to be respected. The reason I had a difficult time with this at first 

was because I enjoy people watching- making eye contact- smiling. It’s just what comes naturally. How I respect my elders. 

When smiling at an old man, I would get a scowl. When smiling at a young man, I would get a phone number and attempted 

pinch. So I learned my lesson in a matter of two days. 
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 There were so many times that I was so frustrated with my host family that I would vent about it to a close friend of 

mine (who was a student from Okalahoma) and was in no way affiliated with my hosts except to buy lunch from them at Paul’s. 

Once, I was so upset about my situation that I hardly realized there were other people in the room- like another worker family 

(who were close to my hosts). After venting for a while and feeling embarrassed and ashamed that the family had overheard me, 

I turned to the wife and said, “I just wish I could stay with you.” Realizing my mistake I promptly shut my mouth, took a deep 

breath apologized, said, “I suppose they are taking care of me and giving me something to do,” and walked outside. This instance 

would set me up for a lesser amount of trust among the missionary families. My hosts had been in Turkey for 20 years. I had 

only been there for 20 days. What a jerk I was. I eventually learned to keep quite about the whole situation. I was struggling a lot 

because I felt wronged- like an injustice had been done. But I had to learn the Lord is more comforting and encouraging when I 

confide in him than in men. 

 Like I said, I experienced more culture shock upon entering England than I did Turkey. It was very difficult to re-adjust 

and I was tired all the time. Not only that, but I had never been to a foreign country that spoke my language. Nobdy was very 

friendly, and it was cold and wet half the time. I went to the country for a three week class, much of it was spend doing home-

work and not sleeping nearly enough. By the end of my journey I was so enthusiastic about entering the States that I ditched my 

plan to go back to Asia after my class was over. That’s right. I wanted to spend the rest of my summer in Antalya, but my body 

and desire to see my family wouldn’t allow it.  When I went home (after nine long weeks) I slept, relaxed, and enjoyed summer 

Southern California style. While I loved Turkey, it sure was good to be home. I had such a tough time being without my camp 

kids that I Skyped with them often for a number of weeks. Being on the go as I am, after a week of resting at home I was ready 

to go out again- and explore the world. However school was beginning and finances were low. Who knows where my next ad-

venture will take me. Perhaps Romania, or Haiti, or maybe even back to Turkey. Lord willing. 
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Ethnographic 
Research.
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Ride Public Transportation:
Ride a bus, tram, subway, taxi or some other form of public transportation. 

  The funny thing about Turkey is that it is filled with people who drive worse than Southern Californians. But living in an 

urban city of 1,000,000, with buildings that reach the sky and tourists in every direction, the need for transportation is great. My host family 

often told me stories about how they witnessed accidents on a daily basis and fatal wrecks weekly before there were certain laws enforced. 

And while the consequence of dangerous driving is dismal and unfortunate, my need for speed is tenacious; “This,” I thought to myself, “is 

my kind of city.” Those who have driven with me are very aware that I am an obvious product of Los Angeles and it’s traffic. And while we 

may think that driving above the speed limit gets us places even quicker… Well, we’re lying to ourselves. And since my host family was 

aware of my origin and had themselves lived in Santa Barbara at one point, not giving me permission to drive their family vehicles was 

probably wise. Therefore, on my first day, like a child, I learned how to walk; maneuver through the city with ease using my own two feet. 

Nearly every day there was one place that I needed to be: Paul’s. The scenic walk involved thirty minuets of a clash between city and ocean. 

The cliffs drew my attention toward the water and the endless collaboration of buildings took me back to the city.

 

A couple days into my internship, when I had found my sea legs (or Antalya legs I suppose) my host mother taught me  how to ride the bus 

(otobüs). Having never actually ridden a public transport bus before, I had good reason to be excited and terrified. A popular bus stop resided 

only two blocks from Paul’s place, and as much as I appreciated my daily walks, I would soon learn to hold public transportation close to 

my heart. 

“Just look for the destination in the window that says ‘DEDEMAN.’ That’s the big hotel you see from your balcony,” Renata instructed. “If 

it doesn’t say Dedeman, don’t get on.” Later I learned other routs that took me in other places about the city. But Dedeman was always the 

key word to get me back home. It was only four blocks from my building and conveniently located next to the local Starbucks. I only ever 

took a Taxi (taksi) late at night or when I was lost in the city. I could say “Isiklar lütfen” (Ishiklar please) whenever I needed to find my way 

back to Paul’s or “Dedeman lütfen” when I wanted to go home.  
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I think the only time I was really ripped off because of my lack of ability to speak the native tongue was when I had a Five TL bill. I knew the 

bus was only about 95  kuruş, so the thought that loosing five TL to a single 10 minute journey was somewhat depressing. I gave the man my 

bill and held my hand out expecting to get 4 TL coins and five kuruş back, he looked at me, with very large eyes, as if I was crazy. He looked 

down at his change drawer and back up as though he had nothing to give me, persistent, I continued to hold out my hand until he placed 30 kuruş 

inside my palm. In all my two and a half weeks, I don’t think I had felt so much rage toward a Turkish person than I did right there. However, 

as someone who would rather avoid conflict, I apprehensively took my seat, contemplated trying to get my money back, decided against it, and 

complained about the situation to my host family over dinner that night. 

Another fantastic form of transportation in the city was the tram line. The one that carried the coast went all the way down to the nearest sandy 

beach (about a 20-30 minute tram line trip). I think it was about 2 TL to ride and you needed exact change to take it, otherwise you wouldn’t 

get your money back. It was much more empty than any bus I had ridden since my arrival. Also, we waited about 30 minutes for the tram to 

come around and pick us up at the stop. But it was a good experience. It was akin to taking a trolley in Disneyland- only the Turks curiously and 

quietly watched my friends and I as we photographed ourselves and spoke to one another. Sometimes a younger generation Turkish girl or boy 

would laugh at us for doing something out of the ordinary, but otherwise we received a lot of blank or annoyed stares from the trolley riders. 
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Cooking our Daily Bread etc.: 
Everybody Needs to eat, so get involved in the kitchen 

 Less than a week after my arrival, some missionary men (or rather, “workers”) came to visit the Bultema family while on their 

way to a conference of some sort. I was immediately asked to cook up a nice Turkish dinner for the guests and family. Because I had 

the intense desire to learn some Turkish recipes: my host family knew I wouldn’t mind the challenge. Alas, when told that all my cook-

ing would consist of “grilling” I nearly declined the offer. “Well... I don’t have much grilling experience. I’m good in the kitchen, but 

outside... over a machine with fire coming out of it… That’s a man’s job.” But, with the love of trying out new things, and the assurance 

that the grill wasn’t very scary (it was actually electric), I accepted the offer to cook dinner…. For twelve.  And on the menu that day 

was the classic Turkish Köfte.

Köfte are lovely little mounds of ground beef with spices, similar to the size of meatballs. Since Turkey is well known for its spices 

and seasonings, the ingredient that made this particular entrée köfte as opposed to meatballs was the seasoning added. I was instructed 

to shape the small pieces of ground beef perfectly oval as opposed to circular (which meant they were Turkish and not Greek). I, being 

somewhat of a perfectionist, spent hours on the balcony, tearing raw meat apart and shaping it into small egg shaped mounds. Fifteen 

at a time, I lined the meat up on the grill, cooked them until they were brown on one side and flipped. “They’re like Turkish sliders!” 

I thought to myself, “...without the bun.” Even though alone up there on the balcony, (because the rest of the family was cleaning and 

preparing for their guests) I had a blast putting dinner together. I felt honored the family would assign me, “the new girl” such a large 

task as cooking an entire dinner for them and their guests. Over fifty köfte balls later, I was ready to move on to the grilled chicken 

kabobs and vegetables. The kabobs were easy. They were already prepared and ready to be grilled. I sliced and cooked up quite a bit of 

eggplant, zucchini, squash, and red bell pepper, adding some seasoning here and salt and pepper there. I don’t think I’d ever had such 

tasty vegetables in my life. But that wasn’t my doing. I have a theory that fruit and vegetables in any country are much better than those 

in America (or England). 
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I finished just on time, too! The last slices of vegetables were grilling just as everybody walked out and sat down at the large patio table, 

ready for dinner.  What a fine Mediterranean dinner it was! I was so encouraged after grilling that köfte that I went to the store the next 

day, purchased the appropriate seasoning, and e-mailed my dad, saying “be prepared for the grill-out of your life!” My dad loves to cook. 

I missed his meals. Considering my host family didn’t each many exciting foods (they basically stuck to fruit, veggies, meat, and cheese), 

I missed my high-calorie American food for the first week. Then, I began to grow accustomed to the overtly healthy lifestyle my host 

family lived and eventually ended up preferring their food choices to the ones I once had in the States. It’s a shame America can’t be a 

more healthy, organic country in general. If only we had bazaars with hundreds of cheap, fresh produce selections every week, I think 

we would be in better shape. 
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Bazaar. 

 The local bazaars were probably my favorite places to frequent. In Antalya, seven major bazaars are held on seven different days of the week. One of 

them was nearly in the front yard of my building. Another about three blocks away. Believe it or not, a giant open market with hundreds of fresh produce down-

stairs and something of a clothing swap meet upstairs, is my kind of paradise. I could spend all day in the bazaar, walking around, watching people cut their 

artichoke hearts or boil their corn. The vendors were mostly very friendly, especially the ones that my host mother routinely purchased from. Many of them 

(especially the younger workers) spend a lot of time yelling out the value of their product and that customers should purchase from them. Even younger work-

ers (sons of merchants) know how to handle money well and sit at the cash register while their fathers help customers chose fruit etc. All vendors are willing to 

give samples of their products. Now that I think of it, going to the bazaar is kind of like a trip to Cost Co. 

I eventually got to such a comfort level with bazaars that my host mother would send me out to pick up groceries often. I frequently saw tourists and foreigners 

in the bazaars, trying to figure out what to buy, usually overwhelmed by the plethora of options. They stuck out like a sore thumb with their brightly colored 

shorts, tanks, hats and sandals. I noticed they didn’t even try bartering most of the time, and often let the vendors handle their money. I don’t think the vendors 

ripped off the ignorant tourists. Most of the men that worked there were honest (I only know that because my hosts speak Turkish and could tell me all about 

the situations). 

Bartering is something that definitely must be done at the bazaar. It’s expected. They will declare a high price and it is your job to lower it. Often, prices are 

already posted on a piece of paper and placed on top of the produce, but that price is of course negotiable. My hostess said that she didn’t often barter with her 

regular merchants, because she felt they were fair to her and deserved their full asking price. The bazaar only takes cash (in case it wasn’t already apparent), 

so it is best to pack your wallet with fives. It makes for easier exchange and purchases- besides, sometimes vendors won’t take large bills- especially for small 

transactions. 

Bazaars are always rather large, last for a day, and take hours to clean up after. When people taste samples, the custom is to throw the pit or skin underneath the 

merchant’s table or down near your feet. With hundreds of people doing this throughout the day, it can take up to five hours to completely clear out the building 

or parking structure that the bazaar occupied earlier in the day. Because of the enormity of the event, the best way to find what you need is to meander through 

the aisles of tables. It take about ten to fifteen minutes to lap around the market and get a glimpse of all the products. There are definitely no foreign products or 

international goods at bazaars. Everything is grown or produced locally. There are also a plethora of nuts to choose from... but not meat products. 

As I said, the bazaars were paradise for me and I frequented them as often as I could. I would drive miles to visit something like a bazaar in America. But I don’t 

know of any like them in Southern California. The bazaar was a very positive aspect of my experience in Turkey and a factor that encouraged my longing to 

stay in the country for more than six weeks.  

The Market: 
Visit the local market or neighborhood stores. 
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Bakkal.

There are these little liquor type convenience stores on just about every corner of every street in Antalya. The general name for them is The “Bakkal.” 

There you can buy general things such as candy, drinks, magazines, and then some- like bread and pastries, and eggs. There was one literally next-door 

to my building; I frequented it in order to buy soda, gum, chocolate, or the occasional Magnum Bar (P.S. chewing gum is terrible in Turkey- just bring 

your own). Anyway, the man and his wife that worked at my bakkal were very friendly. That is the kind of place that you don’t want to barter- it’s like 

asking for a discount on something you buy at a Pharmacy here. But, being a generous man, whenever I was a few kurus short, he would wave me off 

assuring me (in Turkish- I couldn’t really understand him) that it was okay. 
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National Church Involvement 
Please visit a church service in the culture in which you are interning. 

 I was only able to attend a Turkish church service (at Paul’s Place) once. It seems odd that the original Christians, 

who came to evangelize, have a much more solemn way of worshiping than the Turkish church. Even though the songs were 

in a different language and I could not understand the sermon, I felt more at ease and in place during the Turkish service 

than I did during most of the English ones. Where the English speaking church preferred using a flute, piano, and hymns 

for worship, the Turks played louder, more upbeat- like they were proud to be Christian. Like they didn’t care if the govern-

ment barged into the building and told them to pipe down. That’s my kind of Christian faith, shameless. The English church 

seemed so afraid to profess their faith as opposed to the Turks who no only led by example, but were blatantly in love with 

the godhead. Even the pastor of the Turkish church (he had lived in the States for quite some time and was fluent in English), 

was much more friendly than the leaders of the English church. He always went out of his way to say hello to me and never 

forgot my name. Where the English church was very fond of doing communion (with real wine, gross) every week, the 

Turkish church wasn’t so much concerned with a set agenda as much as they were the community and consistency among 

the members. They set out to bring joy and the desire to be in Church to people who were discouraged. They wanted you to 

be a believer whether you liked the idea or not. 

 The church service was in Turkish, and there were no English interpreters. I had to ask my host sisters to know what 

was going on. The Turkish church allowed a few American groups to give their testimonies. The Turks listened intently 

and even teared up at times.  I worked with the international church a number of times when it came to teaching English. 

My first full day in Turkey I came to help teach adults English at the church, they told me I spoke too fast. A number of the 

students were Christians, but a few of them were not. This is a good ministry, which has helped to bring people to Christ. I 

also worked with the young Children during Monkeys- created for small children to learn English for a low price. The last 

thing I did with the national church was participate in a volleyball beach day with the Turkish High School students, these 

teenagers seemed more on fire than all of the American and European missionaries I’d met in Turkey combined. Their spirits 

were so uplifting and willing to accept anyone who crossed their paths. They were not afraid to share their faith- in their 

own country! It is so easy for people to leave their home and go witness somewhere else. But when it comes to spreading 

the good news in America.... we have a rough time doing it. And the thing is, people don’t get persecuted in the States for 

being religious or sharing your religion. Yet, Christians are slaughtered all the time in parts of Turkey and these students still 

profess their faith.
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Işıklar
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Experiencing Your Surroundings:
The significance of this assignment involves your ability to observe and become familiar with 

the environment and resources that surround you as well as how to navigate them.

Antlaya is the fastest growing city in Turkey. Being so large, it is urban and rural. I lived in the metropolitan area. Where build-

ings touched the sky and tourists filled the streets. Where there was a mosque every few miles, a park here and there, and hun-

dreds of lounges- where people smoked hookah and played backgammon (Turkey’s favorite board game). I would divide the 

urban part of Antalya into three sections: the inner city, the outer city, and the old city. 

Inner city Antalya is the place Tourists don’t visit, where more crime occurs and where Turks have less money. Inner city is not 

very exotic but covered with buildings and poorly paved roads. I only accidentally chanced upon this part of the city once, when 

I took a wrong bus and ended up smack dab in the middle of inner-city. I got plenty of strange looks from natives and noticed 

an obscene amount of crippled and homeless people. Things were cheaper in the inner-city though. Many of the trinkets I pur-

chased in the old city half the price there. Also, I noticed more women were covered; conservative. I was very out of place with 

my fair skin and non-traditional clothing. I never felt as though I was in danger though. 

Outer City consists of a blend of tourists and wealthier Turkish people. Everybody is very clean and friendly out there. The rea-

son it is “outer” is because this section of the city stretches up and down the coast of Antalya. Most tourists go there because of 

the beauty of the place, and most Turks live there for the same reason. I lived in the outer city, right across the street from a large 

central plaza. The largest Starbucks in the city stands here, next door to the largest hotel in the city (the Dedeman, built right on 

the Mediterranean coast). There is also a Texas style Mexican food place, a very large bar, a French dessert shop, and a large 

shopping mall. Not to mention the huge and ever-crowded Burger King and McDonald’s, one across the street from the other.  
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There are usually children and women who walk up and down the street, selling little objects to tourists and other Turkish people. 

The traffic is always jam-packed and there is a very large intersection that boasts a bridge to cross from one side to the other. If 

there is any place to “be seen” in the outer city, it’s here. Another large urban center laid about a ten minute drive west. This is 

where the tram-line begins, where all the currency exchange stores, Turkish food restaurants, banks, and clothing stores lie, and 

where you can see plenty of events. Often, concerts are held in this area, along with a magnificent water fountain light show. And 

the last outer city center- Işıklar- is nicknamed “Wedding Dress Row” because it is filled with a plethora of exquisite wedding 

dress shops. When I arrived in Antalya, Işıklar had recently been re-opened because it was redesigned and beautified. At night, 

the entire street is lit up by shaped LED Lights and glowing fountains. The pavement is made of stone and the buildings that ran 

down on either side of the street are all very tall and enclosing. This is probably one of the most beautiful (man-made) sections 

of Antalya. 

Lastly, we have the old city (named “Old Town”). This, as its name boasts, is the oldest section of Urban Antalya, established 150 

BC. This is because the historic harbor lies outside of Old Town and was the hub of foreign relations, importing and exporting. 

Really the only Turkish people who enter the old city are those who work there. This is the largest tourist hub in all of Antalya; the 

place to interact with English speaking Merchants and to buy all the best souvenirs. I worked inside the old city (at Paul’s Place), 

and was there often. It was a very quaint, European looking maze, with random ruins scattered about. I can’t tell you how often I 

found myself lost in that place. But it was always an exciting experience. 
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The Old City
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Create Your Own: 
Write up one of your own cultural excursions, and include insights with regard to what you 
experienced, why you engaged in the experience, and what you learned from the experience. 

Starbucks Observation. 

When I found out there was a Starbucks down the 

street from my Turkish home, I was told that it was “the place to be seen.” Having come and gone a couple of times and notic-

ing that the place was always filled with Turks, I decided to schedule in a few hours for “Starbucks Observation.” I quickly 

discovered that it’s true, Starbucks was the place to be seen. The very first thing I observed was the fact that absolutely nobody 

sits inside the store- unless there are no seats on the outside, and even then, people will wait inside until an outdoor table opens 

up. As a matter of fact, the outside patio was about twice the size of the indoor section and was sectioned off from the street and 

parking lot. The reason so many people sit outside is because most Turks smoke. I would say 85% of the people who walked 

into Starbucks were smokers and therefore, because of the recently instated smoking laws, sat outside. If people weren’t smok-

ing, they sat on the patio so to enjoy the warm Turkish sun. 

Another thing I noticed is that absolutely nobody took their drinks to go. A trip to Starbucks is more of a social event than a 

necessity or function. I even saw on multiple occasions that a Turk would take a sip or two of his or her eight-lira frappuccino, 

and leave the rest to melt on the table. The Turkish do not grow very much coffee in their country (if any at all) and import 

even less of it. Therefore, they are not used to the function or taste of coffee and don’t actually enjoy the flavor at all. Most of 

the frozen drinks that were ordered were cream based (with no coffee) and very sweet. 
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Nobody ever came to Starbucks alone- save me. In fact, I received a lot of funny looks because I sat alone, with my computer, inside the 

store. I never had to worry about the couch seats being taken because nobody ever sat in them. One time when I was in there, one of the 

employees took such pity on me that he sat down during his break and attempted to communicate with me. However, he knew absolutely 

no English (except for the words printed on the Starbucks Menu), and I spoke hardly any Turkish. So our communication attempt was 

failed. But my point is, people show up together and leave together. The kind of people you will see enter the coffee shop is just about 

everyone from tourists, to business men, to tutors and their students, to the most hip Turks with dyed hair, spaghetti straps, and implants. 

The only people group you will not see are the traditional Muslims. I never saw one covered woman or reserved man enter that store. 

I also discovered that there was a major difference between my Starbucks and the one that was located three miles down the road. My 

Starbucks was filled with Turks, all the time. Whereas the Starbucks next to Old Town had much less business and served mostly tourists. 

I hardly saw Turkish people enter that location. There were also more people who sat inside the Old Town store as opposed to the beauti-

ful outdoor seating section, even though my location was much more conducive to indoor seating, since it was larger with more furniture. 

It’s funny how much a person can learn through observation. Even though this American cooperation took its place in a foreign land, the 

culture had it’s own ideas on how to use it, it’s own set of standards when it came to merely drinking coffee. I’m sure the Turks would be 

appalled if they ever visited an American Starbucks...  
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Rival coffee shops are not nearly as crowded as Starbucks. But create better tasting  drinks. 
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Couples enjoy some entertainment in the main arena. 
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The Basic Values Model
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A Israeli flag is torn at the recent conflicts between Gaza, Israel, and Turkey.
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Dichotomizing Vs. Holistic 

Turkish culture seems much more dichotomistic as opposed to Holistic. This is especially seen in the sense that everything seems 

black and white to the Turks. Even in traveling throughout the city, people either had extremely nice personal automobiles, or 

they take public transportation. Generally, you are either a traditionalist or a nonconformist. There isn’t much of a middle ground. 

Even the students I led at camp had complex debates about whether conservatives or traditionalism was “right,” or whether the 

political elects would lead the country to chaos or peace. Another topic of interest was the civil war involving the Kurds and the 

Turks. Of course, in the minds of the Turkish, the Kurdish people were wrong and the country as a whole and the government 

would never budge or come to a settlement about giving the Kurds more land. So they just fight over it. There are no options, and 

Turkish soldiers die at the border every day because of the stubbornness of both countries. 

Another thing that seemed dichotomist of this culture was the way they treated each other and other people. It seemed as though 

they either really liked you or were really irritated by you. There were those people (the more liberal types) who enthusiastically 

greeted me and tried to speak to me, invited me into their homes or shops for tea, and asked me to “come again.” On the flip side 

there were those people (the more religious/traditional) who refused to look at me, wouldn’t smile back, and kept to themselves 

in order to avoid me as much as possible. Basically, the entire culture consists of division between outgoing and introverted 

people. Between those who were curious and those who cared less. Between the adamantly religious, and the relaxed religious; 

and yet, everybody was still... religious. 
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The salesman who let me “pay later.”
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Crisis Vs. Non-Crisis 

The Turks are very trusting. There was this one time when I did not have enough Lira to pay for the heaps of tea a Turkish spices ven-

dor gave to me. He told me: “Don’t worry! You can come back next week with the money that you owe me!” This showed me that not 

only was he not concerned with losing income, but he was much more interested in giving me an incentive to come back to his store 

in order to visit. If he lost the ten TL, why fret? He made a friend and life is too short to worry about such details (at least that was the 

impression he gave me). Now, the mere existence of Bazaars implies that Turks are non-crisis oriented. There is a different bazaar in 

a different place in the city every day of the week. People regularly buy food as they need it and their cabinets never stay full. They 

are not very prepared for emergencies.... But the thing is, there is no need to be. The city is completely safe with no potential hazards. 

There isn’t even very much crime in the area Probably the most fatalistic thing about ALL Turkish people is... their driving. Turks drive 

worse than Southern Californians. They are fast and reckless. Apparently, people die or are seriously injured frequently because of it. 

My host family even said they witnessed accidents on a weekly basis at a certain intersection and it took years for the authorities to 

take initiative and post a few stop signs. To them, I think it is more worthy to live in the moment rather than planning out the next event 

or phase in life. While it seems as though they live pretty consistent lifestyles [wake up, pray, eat, work, pray, work, pray, eat, sleep, 

pray (and another prayer in the somewhere)] they do their best to avoid worrying about much at all. This is obvious in the culture and 

will put any visitor at ease because the people never act like they’re in danger (since they aren’t) and therefore the visitor never feels 

the tension of potential danger.
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Concert in the Old City
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Time Vs. Event 

Turkish culture is definitely event versus time oriented. Most everybody in the culture believes it is more important to sit and take time 

for another individual, to grow relationships and connect rather than worry about where to be at what time. There were so many situations 

where I would show up on time and would wait for the Turks to get there. The workers usually told me “Oh, they aren’t very concerned 

with the time here. I’m sure Mustafa ran into a friend on the way over here.” Everybody is very understanding of when you are late, will 

wait hours for you to show up, and have a smile on their faces when you finally arrive. The only place I really saw a concern for timeliness 

was within the international church, through my American host family and other workers. Once, I even showed up a half hour late for an 

English lesson (I was helping somebody teach children) and the lesson had hardly begun when I arrived. All together, this lifestyle is much 

less stressful than the quick paced American way- and I was so spoiled by the lag of the place that I had a very difficult time adjusting to 

the speed of the States when I came home. 
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A friendly ice cream man poses for a picture.
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Task Vs. Person

At first glance, one might think that the Turk is goal or task oriented- because he is usually the owner of a shop or ship and 

loves to make money. He also spends a lot of time talking to people of different cultures in order to learn their languages. Most 

vendors speak English because of vast amount of American and European tourists that come through. However, being task 

oriented is not the case at all. Turks are much more concerned with their interactions with people rather than finding an end. So 

many of the vendors have acquired their companies from their fathers and they will blatantly tell you that they are so content 

with where they are at that they don’t really want to go anywhere or do anything else. They only know English because they 

care to talk to people so much- not so they can escape and use their various languages for their own good. A majority of the 

culture is overwhelmingly intrigued by other people and concerned with enjoying their time together and their lives as opposed 

to accomplishing goals and getting things done. 
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Mehmet and Salef will take on their family businesses.
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Status Ascribed Vs. Status Achieved 

From what I observed, there is definitely a mix of both status achieved and status ascribed within Turkish culture. Achievement was a 

standard in the sense that people were more successful and higher on the status quo when they were able to speak English or bring in 

more income. But status was ascribed in the sense that the culture is rich in family businesses. Children take on their parent’s shops 

and land when they are old enough. Typically, the poor stay poor and live on the outskirts of the city (where the slums are) and the 

wealthy stay wealthy. Children from wealthy families go to school and at a young age begin learning English. Since much of the city’s 

revenue comes from tourism, there are very successful merchants who live off their ability to communicate and interact with tourists. 

This is the aspect of achieved over ascribed, once again. It is expected though, that in a developing and Westernizing country, the 

children will be more informed than the generations prior, and yet, they wouldn’t be where they are without their parents. 
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Concealment of Vulnerability Vs. Willingness to Expose Vulnerability  

Even though the culture is more person oriented, I think Turks frown upon vulnerability and consider it a weakness. Especially 

the men. They are very concerned with their image as a Muslim or a businessman and are never quick to talking very deeply 

about their families or personal lives. This is a result of the half of the culture that is more traditional and reserved. People just 

don’t seemed to be too concerned with asking or talking about the deep side of your life- but rather, what I saw, is that they are 

more of a “small talk” kind of culture. They can discuss the latest news, politics, their business, and the weather- but have a dif-

ficult time with say much more. I think this stems a pride issue. Turkish people seem much too proud to expose vulnerability. One 

scent of weakness on you and your friends will attack you with comments, gossip, and guilt ... and your family will be shamed. 

Therefore, as a Turk, it is best to leave your personal life inside your nuclear familial group and your social life to the society. 
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Conflict Management 
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On the bus, people are very patient and accomodating. They silently let people slide by, give up their seats for the elderly and 
never cause issues when they miss their stop. 
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 Living in Turkey, I experienced multiple forms of conflict. I would say on a general, broader scale, the culture likes to 

accommodate when it comes to conflict. At least with one another and people they are fond of. However, they are not that way 

with their enemies. When it comes to outsiders who slander the values and moral of Turkish culture, the conflict style that arises 

is competing. They will do what they can (within their power) to prove they are right. This can be related to what’s going on 

with the border conflict. Turkey refuses to diminish their border for the Kurds and will never give them what they want. Even 

the children and teenagers I counseled at camp were always very set on making sure everyone understood their points and knew 

where they stood on things. However, it seemed like very little conflict arose. 

 It was difficult to analyze who maintained what type of conflict because everybody I met in the country had little desire 

to conflict about things. Within the family that hosted me, the mother had a very competitive nature and the father had a very 

accommodating one. One of the daughters was also competing and another one avoided. The son was collaborative. I also had 

an avoiding demeanor. But out in society, where people were interacting, buying, selling, flagging down busses and taksi’s, and 

ordering their meals, it seemed like conflict was never an issue. It seemed like everyone either avoided or accommodated. More-

over, I would say accommodation fits better because of the religion. Muslims are raised to forget their desires, yield to God, be 

selfless about their lifestyles, and obey the pillars. They bring this mentality into their lives and interaction with other people, and 

as a result, everyone (at least on the West side) is very peaceful. 

 The one instance I experienced with a competing Turk was when a man stopped me, bent down, and polished my sandals. 

I kept telling him I had absolutely no money (I didn’t) but he didn’t believe me. I even showed him my wallet. I had a total of 56 

kurus and he refused to take it saying “that’s not enough.” He decided to follow me for twenty minutes and raised a very large 

fuss about how I didn’t give him his money, until the police officer came by. I wasn’t alone, but it was a frightening experience. 

He even came back once more, but finally let off when he didn’t get any money from my friends or me. 
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Globalization
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 Western Turkey is a place torn between conservativism and liberalism. Between the strict religious ways and 

the more lenient Western ways. Especially Antalya. Around one corner there will be covered women with their heads 

bowed low and lips sealed shut. Around another there will be teenagers holding hands, keeping a cautious lookout for 

their parents, expecting them to pop right out from behind a wall or something. And yet, right down the street there 

will be three women- of three generations- smoking cigarettes and wearing burkas, gossiping about their husbands 

and the latest trends. One can’t really say whether or not the division is between the younger generation and the elder. 

It really depends on their view. Men and women of all ages will claim extreme conservativism, or, on the flip side, 

extreme liberalism. Once, on my way to the bus stop, two women with six-inch heels, breast implants, short skirts, 

tight shirts, and pink hair, walked by me and commented on my skirt. They had been whispering in Turkish behind 

me for about two minutes and I could tell they wanted to say something. They hashed out some rocky English and I 

talked to them, awkwardly, for a few minutes. After they walked away I asked myself if their style was how every-

body viewed the West; immodest and somewhat offensive. They were nice enough women, but it seemed as though 

they tried a little too hard to fit the Western stereotypes. 

 What we can say for a fact though, is that Turkey is being westernized from the Greece and the Aegean Sea 

on. The East side of the country is still very much Middle-Eastern though. It is filled with extremists who are not un-

derstanding of religions other than Islam. They murder Christians and are not as advanced with technology. For years, 

Turkey has been trying to gain acceptance to the European Union, but are not granted the title because of how overtly 

Islamic the country is. The most interesting part about this nation is that its largest city, Constantinople (otherwise 

known as Istanbul) is placed on two continents: Asia and Europe. The Istanbul airport lays within the confines of the 

European borders and, looking across a small aquatic pass, lays Asia and the rest of the nearly 100 mile long city. You 

wont find a more diverse amount of culture than in Istanbul. There are American, Italian, Chinese, Mexican and just 

about every other genre of restaurants you can think of. People of all shapes, sizes, and color, will be seen meandering 

about, with Mosques and Christian Churches (no Buddhist temples though). However, the rest of the country is not 

nearly as modernized as Istanbul. But European culture is creeping down and over through turkey, slowly. 
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While Antalya is very informed technologically, the government goes through extreme measures to keep Turkey away from the negative 

image that other countries portray of them. I think this is largely a pride issue. For instance, whenever a movie, magazine, or other form of 

media is released and talks about Turkey in an offensive matter, the government bans that media. As soon as a video was posted on Youtube, 

slandering Ataturk, the government band the website in its entirety. In reference to the banning situation Turkish minister Binali Yıldırım 

said, “Practices are needed to protect young people and the public at large from harmful material online.”

Even though Antalya is becoming increasingly westernized, it still retains much of its traditional Turkish culture in the styles of music, 

dancing, entertainment and lifestyle. 

View of the Asian side from the European Side
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The Blue Mosque in Istanbul
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Interviews and Testimony



65

Pastor James
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 Pastor Jim was my host father. I lived under his roof for four weeks. His wife is the founder of the camp I worked for 

and at and they both founded Saint Paul’s Culture center, where I also worked as a barista and waitress. Jim was really probably 

the most friendly, soft spoken man I’ve ever met. I never saw him angry in all the time I spent with him at their home and in 

their church. All of those ministries, the culture center, the church, the camp, they wouldn’t be there if it weren’t for this man. 

 “We’ve been living in Turkey for twenty years. Before that we were in Santa Barbra trying to figure out how we were 

going to change the world.” In 1990, Jim and Renata packed up their American lives and moved to Istanbul. They lived there, 

learning the language and working with a church, until 1996. They then moved to Antalya and founded their little church (The 

International Church of Antalya) and Saint Paul’s Cultural center with Jim taking on the role as senior pastor. “This is some-

thing we’ve been doing long enough that I couldn’t imagine any other lifestyle. We moved with the kids to America for a couple 

years, so they could get the ‘American Experience’ but we didn’t like it that much. We were ready to go back to Turkey. 

“The reason we founded the Culture Center along with the church was because it was a great way to draw in and welcome the 

foreign crowds. It’s difficult to just be a church in Turkey; it’s difficult to be a church at all- so we had to think of an efficient 

way to incorporate other functions. That’s why we started the coffee shop. Not many Turkish people even knew what coffee was 

when we started. We’ve been importing premium coffee from outside the country for fifteen years, there were no Starbucks, no 

coffee shops, we were all Antalya had. 

 “We’ve definitely branched out since starting here. We’re not only in the process of expanding right now, but our build-

ing houses the Turkish church and Russian speaking fellowship. All of our staff members are Christians (even the Turkish ones) 

and some of them weren’t Christians when they starting coming here. We just love what we’re doing here. We know we won’t 

be able to change Turkey in a year or ten years, but with hard work and perseverance, we’ve been working on it. Internationals 

come here every day; the government likes internationals- it’s where the revenue comes from. We have a long-term goal to build 

cultural centers in other cities- where you would typically find other Russians, English speakers and Turks living in the same 

area, who would want to use the locations for church and ministry. We eventually want the cultural center to be self supporting 

and profitable. We really can’t wait to see where that goes. It’s been such a blessing to be here and see what God is doing in the 

fastest growing city of the most unreached nation in the world.” 
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Capt. Marvin and a student he led to the Lord.

Marvin Wilson
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 Marvin Wilson is quite a simple man, his theory in life: Drink Alcohol, love Jesus. Well at least at face value. I heard 

so much about this guy from my host family. First of all, he was the captain of yachts. Not just any yachts, big ones. He was 

personal captain to Bill Clinton, the president of Mexico, the king of some other foreign country.. and so much more. When 

asked why he is where he is and how he got there, he says, “I stayed faithful to Christ.” But like I said, at face value, you’d 

wonder why anybody would let this guy around kids or whether or not he is a real Christian. While he chooses to live a life 

different than the average believer, he’s still a solid God-loving man. He’s extremely generous (I saw countless examples of 

this) and puts all he has into loving who he chooses to love.  

 “It’s all about what you chose to do, not who you’re trying to impress. As soon as the President of Mexico asked me 

to do something immoral for the sake of his boat, I had to stand up for my beliefs, I told him...” (Marvin loved telling stories) 

“...and as a result of that, he liked me even more and kept me around for another few years.” When it comes down to doing 

what I know is right, I’m going to stick to that. A lot of people will think I’m a hypocrite because I drink a lot and I take my 

pastor friends out for beer, but honestly, that’s how we connect, that’s how people get into long theological discussions, when 

we’re comfortable. And if a pastor doesn’t feel comfortable going to a bar then we’ll go to a restaurant. I’m not going to force 

someone to do something they don’t want to do.” 

 “Look, to be in the business I’m in is a tough thing. You’ve got people’s lives and millions upon millions of dollars 

of equipment to worry about. I know I’m the big cheese but I don’t like to show off. I’m just doing what I love to do. What I 

can’t keep myself away from. And if it makes people happy in the process, well then mission accomplished. 

 Marvin obviously loved taking on a Santa Clause role. Soda and ice-cream would always go on “Marvin’s tab.” He 

would choose different people (and often the same people) every day to buy ice-cream bars for. That was the highlight of 

camp for most everybody, sitting around eating Magnum bars. He brought so much joy to so many people and mentored well. 

He played a big role in leading a couple of the jr. high and high school boys to Christ. Everybody knew Marvin and Marvin 

took the time to know everybody. I feel so honored to have ever met the man.  
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Denny is on the far right. 

Ms.Denny
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 Denny was our (female) second camp pastor. She worked with Pastor Jim to put together many of the Bible lessons and themes. 

I eventually began to wonder who this woman was and what she was about. What I knew was, she’s from Holland. She had a beautiful 

accent, was tall and thin, and about 60 years old. She was exceptionally friendly, and you can tell she had years of wisdom built up. She 

was a perfect mentor whenever anybody needed some help or advice. Or just a friendly face to say “Jesus has got it under control.”  I 

chose Denny because her story is incredible. She was probably one of the very few truly humble people I met at camp and I wanted to 

know why. First of all, she was there alone, she didn’t bring any family members, a husband or grandchildren. She was a female pastor 

which we don’t see much of in America, and she had an obvious passion to reach people. He testimony goes as follows: 

 I protected myself with walls around my heart at a very small age. Growing up my mother was a Christian and my father was an 

alcoholic. He was abusive physically and emotionally. As a result of that I am very much against alcohol and drinking. I called myself 

a Christian but did not live the life of one. When I got older, I was married to a very trustworthy man, Alber, you are too honest for 

the business. I taught Sunday school when I moved to Istanbul with my husband for business. I was depressed even though I had all I 

wished for. One day I went to church and I saw the pastor of the church go over to a woman and pray for her; and she got the “peace 

in her heart.” I went up to him and I said, “Pastor, pastor, I want that peace! Please help me get that same peace in my heart.” So he 

directed me a little bit and I was sitting at the door at the cross and I said, “If you really exist, save me,” but I had no peace. The next 

morning, I was so desperate for this peace that I went to my knees and said, “Lord, please forgive me. What can I do for you?” And 

the Lord responded to me saying, “Denny, you don’t owe me anything.” And that was the very first time the Lord talked to me. That I 

heard his words, clear as ever. He comforted me and told me he is greater than my weaknesses and so I had peace. But I lost it again 

and the pastor, Mark, who had been helping me and mentor me said, “Denny, I cannot do anything for you anymore.” 

 At that point I had begun having problems with my husband. I think I was too controlling and we began to argue a lot, so we 

went in for marriage help. “Maybe this is why I don’t have peace.” I thought. The marriage help did not work. Because I didn’t have 

peace, I didn’t treat my husband right. He was such a wonderful man, he was always so patient with me. Finally, we talked about the 

situation we were in and even though he was raised lower class, and did not know the Bible, he helped me. He began to encourage and 

show me where to attain peace. Finally, after a long battle, I decided to put my all in God with my husband’s help. We grew together 

toward God and, as soon as I let the Holy Spirit take control, I had eternal peace. Alber died a few years ago, it broke my heart. But I 

didn’t lose my peace. I became a pastor because I wanted others to know that it is possible to find that peace. It is possible to be right 

with God when you let him. 
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Day By Day
Transcribed Turkish Adventures
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Day One.
Travel Day.
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22 May 2010 



76
22 May 2010
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22 May 2010

22 May 2010
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22 May 2010
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22 May 2010

Travel Day 2.

Layover 1. 
 
London’s Heathrow Airport doesn’t tell you what gate your flight is at until one hour 

before you’re supposed to board.

Oh well.

Currently, I am taking advantage of  my Starbucks Rewards card and using up my two 

free hours of  WiFi. Hurray for the interweb!

The flight from LAX was long. I sat smack dab in the middle of  a 5 seat center section. 

There was an Old Irish couple on my right, a man in his late 30s on my direct left and 

a man in his early 30s left of  him

Everyone took advantage of  these free alcohol vouchers that were given to my row. My 

question is, how does that really make the flight better? I mean, if  you’re not sick from 

it- isn’t it just a mind thing?

But then again. What do I know?

Nothing.

MAY 23, 2010

I just took some pictures from where I’m sitting right now for the sake of  this blog post.
More to come!
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Made It.
 
So I’m here in Anytalya.

The family is super nice. Why is it that MKs and Missionary families are always more normal than everybody else?

It’s 12:20 am though and I should be off  to bed.

Paz,

Ashley

MAY 23, 2010

Layover 2: Video

“Hey what’s going on? Uhm, I just had a complete freak out moment because I 

thought I lost my passport and my boarding passes, and uh, I had put it in my back 

pocket for a few moments and uhm, thought that I lost them, that they fell out in 

the bathroom or something, I couldn’t find it anywhere and I was looking every-

where and finally I opened up my laptop case and it was inside laying on top of 

my keyboard, with my computer closed on top of it, and it was my pass port and 

all my boarding information and stuff. And uh, it was scary, i thought I was going 

to be stuck in Istanbul, really scary. And then on top of that they started board-

ing and they announced over the loud speaker, “Boarding for Antalya, (which 

is where I’m going, Antalya) gate 101, boarding right now.” And I thought they 

were boarding an hour early, which makes sense, and so I go up there to give 

them my ticket which I was crying because I had just found it just on time and 

I was the last person in line, and she looks at me and she’s like “this isn’t your 

flight,” “what?” “Go look at the board, this is not your flight.” So I went to look at 

the board and it said that it was my flight, it said “flight 2424 leaving out of gate 

101” which is the gate that I was at. And I went back and I said “The board said 

I was supposed to be here.” And she said “no no, later later” she doesn’t speak 

English. So, she basically said that if I’m supposed to be there it’s after that flight 

leaves to Antalya so another flight will come in. So, I’m just praying that it’s not 

my flight that I’m missing right now, uhm, because that would stink, but it’s 7:05 

and the flight leaves at 8:05 so, just praying that it’ll work out. Anyways, funny 

I’m already having culture shock and I’m not even in the city I’m supposed to be 

in yet. So, pray for me.”

This is the monologue of a video I recorded while on my layover 
in Istanbul. 
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There’s Always Something to Do

So the “M” word is Taboo around here.

Missionary.

Instead- we are called “workers.” It’s like some leathal word that everyone is afraid to say, even in thier own home. It’s kind of like everbody’s fear to proclaim 
you-know-who’s name in Harry Potter. Except Harry isn’t afraid to say “Voldemort.” I’m not afraid to call myself a “missionary” but I guess I should follow the 
rules. Don’t want to get killed or put in Turkish jail or something. (OK. I highly doubt either of those things will happen, but to avoid bad things, it would be best 
to keep a wise head.)

Speaking of beliefs- This place is so extremely Muslim. Three, or is it Five? Times a day, you will hear a scrawny sounding man come on the loud speaker and shout 
prayer with a cracking voice. It’s a little obnoxious- but everyone who lives here is used to it. So I’m sure I will be too. I sometimes wonder if anyone ever tries to 
stuff socks in their loud speaker (there are posts with megaphones facing all directions every few miles- just so every single person will stop and hear the prayers). 
That’s my first inclination- put a sock in it.

My first day was amazing. They put me STRAIGHT to work. Which I’m ok with. First of all, I think it helps with the Jet-lag- because I was up and about all day and 
able to crash come bed time. Except, I don’t know if I’ve ever really gotten jet-lag going East. Most everyone says it’s usually easier to get it coming this way- but 
my personal opinion is that you get jet-lag whenever you’re going home. Because every single time I go West- I get home and can sleep for a week. But whenever 
I’m going out on missions or overseas in general, everything is just too exciting to think about the time difference and my sleeping habits (which are SO very strange 
when I’m at home anyway). Maybe that’s it- since I don’t tend to sleep at night in California, I’m on my SAME sleep schedule being in Turkey- where their day 
time is home’s night time. Hurra! We’ve solved the mystery. AND-  I got off on a tangent- I hope you don’t mind tangent writers- I tend to be ADD when it comes 
to writing- or maybe just life in general- it’s an unorganized nature. Anyway SECOND of all- Being put to work makes me feel useful. Like I didn’t waste a trip. 
You know? Not that it would be a waste anyway- this place is amazing and absolutely beautiful. But I like that feeling.

By the way- in case you were curious. There is a 10 hour time difference between you and I. And when I say this, I assume you, reader, are in California. But if 
you’re not- there is only a 7 hour difference between you East Coasters and I (this is mostly stated for my roommate, Lindsey’s sake. Who I have YET to talk to 
via Skype, by the way).

Anyway, so when I say they put me straight to work- my day went as so:

MAY 24, 2010
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8:45-9:15 Wake up (not so hard) Except I’m pretty sure I uttered some non-sense to my host right before I woke up- she laughed at me and said, “Excuse me?” 
And I snapped into it and responded, “Oh, I’m sorry! I was dreaming…” And she continued laughing as she walked out the door. Got ready for the day. Put on 
a skirt where my host said that it is one of the coolest days Turkey will see this summer and I should therefore wear Jeans. (One of the coolest days being one of 
California’s warmer days. Like mid to high 70′s. In the shade it was perfect- in the sun it was just bearable.) Ate breakfast- your steady diet of frosted Cheerios. 
And then left for a day of adventure and work.

9:15-9:45 We walked to the culture center and I was shown how to get to the beach!

9:45 – on I worked at the cafe, serving people, cleaning things, taking orders (kind of), cutting cakes, whatever I could do- I did. The reason there was so much 
though was because the usual helper’s visa expired, so she left the country (to Greece!) for a day or two in order to get it renewed. The cook was also out leaving 
us with JUST enough food to make it through one of the record busiest days the coffee shop had ever seen.

Sometime in the mix of the day, I tasted the BEST cheesecake I’d ever had. I heard Turks had a reputation for that. It’s true- I am now craving cheesecake! WAY 

better than cheesecake factory. That stuff tastes like plastic. But then again- so do all American desserts it seems. Oh, I thought it was so hilarious because the 

daughters of my host family both l.o.v.e Hershey’s chocolate… but I hate the stuff (well, except Hershey’s Cookies and Cream- but I don’t consider that chocolate. 

Kind of like Yahoo’s  are a chocolate flavored drink. Not chocolate milk.. you know?). Anyway, I LOVE European chocolate because it’s authentic and real. Made 

with real ingredients. And these girls.. they said they’d take Hershey’s to European chocolate any day. WHAT?! I don’t get it.

Anyway- after a long day of work and socializing with many foreigners- Including an Estonian Woman (I’ve never met someone from Estonia) I sat and listened 

to a pastor talk to my host about how the Church of Turkey is too dependent on churches around the world, and how they want to figure out ways to start leaning 

away from that. It was and interesting discussion. After that, at 4:30, my host and I took the bus back home. Now, I know how to use the system! I told her that I 

would have no problem getting lost in this city- there’s so much to see, it’s so beautiful- and safe- that I’d find my way back eventually. She responded with: Yea 

yeah, we’ll let you do that when we get you a cell phone!

I had about 30 minutes when I got back to their house took some pictures from the terrace (see panorama).

Then! I walked back to the Culture Center with another worker- who is so very sweet  Where I went to English class and introduced myself/talked to Turkish 

people who are learning English.

I crashed not too long after I got back to my host’s house. Anyway. I have to go. Good night all! (morning for me)

-Ashley

24 May 2010
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24 May 2010

Life Lessons and Etcetera 

Today I learned not to smile at men on the streets.

They’ll think you’re a tramp.

Also. I learned a new phrase: Afiyet Olsun (That’s a long “u” making it a “oo” sound)

You say it to someone when you serve them food.. it means: “bon appetite.”

Which is funny because I realized that American’s don’t really have a phrase for Bon Appetite. Except “have a nice meal,” I guess.
Every time someone tries to say something to me in Turkish- my first inclination is to respond in Spanish. Because that’s the only foreign language I know. I want 
to say “no comprendo” or “como se dice?” But really- chances are they will understand that even less than they do English. Still, it is such a beautiful language. I 
only wish I could speak it. Perhaps in four weeks, I will know as much Turkish as I do Spanish. That will be lovely.

My host gave me a book on Turkey- it has a basic outline of the history and culture of this place- so I’m going to skim through it and find interesting facts to keep 
you guys in the know!

Today , I got a cell phone! It’s super old school.. 90’s style  Here’s a pic.
At least it’s something that will keep me from getting lost or worse.

Also, I walked through the town to get my money exchanged. The rate was very high today- good day to exchange.

$1 USD = 1.58 TL

I moved up to my room today. Before, I was sleeping in one of the daughter’s rooms because a guest was staying in mine. Now I have this incredible view of the 
city (14th floor of a high rise!) and ocean.. and my own balcony. I’m quite tremendously blessed.

So I have this humungo research paper that’s due tomorrow and I’ve hardly started. Also, it’s 11 pm and boy do foreign countries wear you out! 

But one last thing before I go....

MAY 25, 2010
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This is Dobby. Like the House Elf. There’s nothing like puppy love to keep you sane when you’re an unknown.
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Wednesday Morning

So people keep asking me if the Early Morning Prayer has woken me up.

I tell them, “Nope. I’m a deep sleeper- Unless my bed is shaking violently, I don’t usually wake up for anything.”

But at this very moment, it’s 4:30 am and I am up writing  a term paper that’s due tomorrow…. And BOY those prayers really are loud. I don’t know how anyone sleeps through 
them at night. Especially since Arabic is pretty obnoxious sounding (don’t kill me, Karrie). But it almost sounds like Tarzan going “AHaEeehHHaAAHHhhheeeahhhhH! “

Sleep deprivation. I suppose.

I took this shot about 20 minutes ago...

MAY 26, 2010
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It’s Quite a Bazaar World.

I figured the headings of blogs should not be boring. Like… Day 1, day 2.. etc. Therefore, I made an attempt at cleverness. Because today, which happens to be Wednesday, day 3 in case 

you were curious, I visited the weekly bazaar! But I’m getting ahead of myself. Because this morning (which was really a continuation of last night) my dear hostess (who is yet to be named 

because I don’t want to compromise her family’s security. No seriously… I think the Turkish Government is following me on Twitter) came into my room and told me to suit up for a swim.

“What?” I debated intently to myself, “Swim? Well you know this body is in no shape to…. Well! I mean, I’m so WHITE. But I suppose a dip in the Mediterranean will fix that problem…” 

So we went. My newest friend the daughter of my host and I jumped off 15 feet of rock down into the shallow, clear, patchy water. And when I say patchy, there are multiple meanings. You 

see, the water is clear enough to see to the bottom where there are rocks and algae.. So visually, patchy. But the cool thing is that there are natural fresh water (sweet water) springs spurring 

up from beneath the salty sea. Those springs are warm and the sea is quite cool (probably the temperature of the pacific in July or August) thus: physically sensory patchy.

SO anyway, after we’d been wading for a while, a Turkish man (who actually had lived in Tampa for 16 years) swam over and  kindly informed us that there were barracudas in that water. 

Now, I’m no ichthyologist, but I’ve certainty played enough of that Fish Game at Chuck E. Cheese to know that barracudas are the big bad fish-world monsters that eat the fish, that eat the 

fish, that eat the fish! Now, I wish I had a good ironic story to tag on to that random fact- like say, the man who told us about the barracuda at that very moment got pulled under by one.. But 

I don’t. (And Boy, that would have been terrifying!) Although, I do think sometimes we have to sacrifice for a good story. Oh well… Maybe next time.

MAY 26, 2010
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Anyway, welcome to the Mediterranean: (That woman’s not naked. I promise.)

Today, I took a total of 180 photographs. Typical camera-happy Ashley day. Not that I even really did anything very significant that would have prompted so many shutter clicks. I just take 
my camera out and can shut it up. Not my fault… right? …right.
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Oh but the Bazaar! I made two trips there today. One for the coffee shop and one for the house. But I think I should write about that a little later. Because I nearly for-
got to mention that we celebrated a birthday today. One of the short-term worker’s here turned 29 a few days ago, but she was in Ephesus when that happened, so we 
celebrated today! The Chocolate cake was purchased at this sweet little bakery that’s owned by an artist (she was really nice and gave me a truffle and cookie for free!  
(Way to woo the fat American Foreigner)…

Don’t you just want to put a pink bow  on it and claim it as your own?!  I KNOW!

Oh but the Bazaar! I made two trips there today. One for the coffee shop and one for the house. But I think I should write about that a little later. Because I nearly 

forgot to mention that we celebrated a birthday today. One of the short-term worker’s here turned 29 a few days ago, but she was in Ephesus when that happened, 

so we celebrated today! The Chocolate cake was purchased at this sweet little bakery that’s owned by an artist (she was really nice and gave me a truffle and cookie 

for free!  (Way to woo the fat American Foreigner)…

And now for the moment you’ve all been waiting for….

The Bazaar!
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I’m a working woman.

Today I took another dive into the Mediterranean.. Then I came home and worked on a computer for 9 hours.. I’m helping my host get ready for camp. It was fun, 

like getting things done to check them off a list or something. That’s such a good feeling.

Tomorrow, we’re waking up really early to go swimming again (this time with both the daughters and a friend) and then we’re going to the culture center for a 

ladies event. We’re going to make beaded jewelry. I’m really bummed I couldn’t go today, that place is great.

SO strangest thing: it’s RAINING Right now. WHAT! It was in the 80’s all today and now there’s rain.

Oh and so don’t think my host family is here illegally, they’ve got permits and everything. Just the thought of not writing their names is kinda of exciting and 

mysterious. You know? no. I don’t either.

MAY 27, 2010
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A Psalm A Day…

Search me, O God, and know my heart; test me and know my anxious thoughts.

139:23

GOD is so good to me. But I need prayer.

My heart is discontent.

It’s an issue back home. Nothing wrong in Turkey.

I feel so much anger and I hate it. Because I am of the nature of true joy.

Anything beneath that just destroys my spirit.

Lead me oh God. I’m crying out to you.

MAY 27, 2010
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Small Russian Children with Big Blue Eyes Make Me Miss Nadya.

Today I helped with child care while the ladies met. I’m really bummed I didn’t get to go to the meeting.
Oh well. There’s always next week.
But this is the reason for the title: one of my bestest friends in the whole world, Nadya Hiskey, is from Russia. She’s got these stunning blue eyes which are just incredible. Today one of the children 
in the daycare had those same eyes (only a little darker) and it really got me started thinking about her and school and home in general. Now I miss you guys! The child’s momma even looked like 
Nadya. SAD. So skype me or something because people, you’re enjoying summer together and I’m with people I hardly know! hehe. Not that I’m complaining. Just a little homesick.
Anyway.
After that, we went to METRO- a huge German chain grocery store through Europe. This place is kind of like a mix between Costco and Wal-Mart. With 10 times as much alcohol sold… But that’s 
Europe. Boy, I wish I had my camera when we went. There were these GIANT tubs of Yogurt (people really like yogurt here)  I think they were half the size of my body. OK not really that big. But 
close. ANNDD! I bought a Magnum Bar!!! They are these delicious ice cream treats that some of my friends introduced to me when we were in Europe last year. This particular bar was vanilla ice 
cream, dipped in fine dark chocolate, covered with this raspberry sauce dipped in milk chocolate. OH MAN was that heavenly! So much for eating healthy.

Actu - ally though, I’ve been eating extremely healthy and haven’t even gotten to “eat out” yet (except at the Culture Center) because 
t h e family I’m staying with eats super super well. Like salads and fruit every day. As it should be, right? Right. I love it. But I do 
w a n t to eat more traditional Turkish food sometime… It will happen. I mean, it’s bound to.

T O - MORROW! Is going to be great  There are these college students from Oklahoma who have asked me to come do things with 
t h e m and I haven’t been able to yet… but tomorrow we’re going to some place to hike and explore ruins. COOL right? I forget what 
t h a t place is called though..I’ll post pics soon  :) My host said that it’s a really great opportunity so I’m really excited.

OH I learned a new phrase today:

h i d e e tourests katch.(I’m sure none of that is spelled correctly.)

I t means “Come on Tourists, move!” hahaha

Speaking of that. People here drive worse than they do in CALIFORNIA.

Can you believe it? I thought we took the gold for that. But these people zip around like there’s no tomorrow. Actually, it’s really quite humorous… I have this book, Survival Kit for Overseas Liv-
ing and there’s a page that has descriptions of other culture’s impressions of America and the one from Turkey says this:

“Once we were out in a rural area in the middle of nowhere and saw an American come to a stop sign. Though he could see in both directions for miles and no traffic was coming, he still stopped!”

BHAHA!  That’s Turkey for you.

Anyway, hope ya’ll are sleeping well. Check back later for pictures and stuff.

Tomorrow is the first day that I’m going out into the city by myself (I’m walking the 30 minute trek to the Culture Center) so pray I don’t get lost!

Love always,
Ashley
Verse of the day:
1st John 4:7-9
“Beloved, let us love one another, for love is from God, and whoever loves has been born of God and knows God. Anyone who does not love does not know God, because God is love. In this the 
love of God was made manifest among us, that God sent his only Son into the world, so that we might live through him.”

MAY 28, 2010
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Metro Trip with Renata
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Apologies

Dear friends and family,

I’m sorry I haven’t posted in a few days.  It’s been pretty busy around here… and my camera decided to stop connecting to my computer. In lue of that, I bought 
a card reader last night! So picutres and posts to come!!

Hurray 

Soon,

Ashley

JUNE 2, 2010

Smile!
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Climbing on Ancient Ruins is Not Illegal in Turkey… (OR, It’s a Good thing I have a Keen Sense of Direction)

Disclaimer: I began writing this blog on May 29th and that is the day that all of these exciting adventures took place, but I didn’t post until JUST NOW because my camera wouldn’t connect to my 
computer. The problems have been remedied however and all is well  This is why I go from referring to things in present tense, to past tense as well..

So I was supposed to wake up at 7:00 this morning, get ready, grab my bag that was packed the night before, walk to Starbucks, and walk to the Center to meet my friends from Oklahoma at 8:30. 
At 8:31 I hear a peculiar noise which, as soon as I slip into consciousness, I realize is my phone, ringing. Ladies and gentlemen, this is not my alarm that I set for 7:00am. No, this is a two way call 
from Raelynn at 8:31 saying, “Where are you?” OH MAN! How could I have slept through my alarm?! I know how. My roommate from home, Lindsey, and I stayed up reeeeally late, watching 
“Make it or Break it.” It’s this dramatic television show that is really quite entertaining.

You ask how is it that I could watch a television show WITH my roommate who happens to be all the way on the other side of the world? Well, you doubt the advances of technology. It’s SKYPE, 
of course. She was watching the show on her Laptop and the new version of Skype has this nifty option called “Share Screen.” So, I could see everything that was happening on her computer- and 
because we were video conferencing, I could hear everything, too. PRETTY cool. Well, in the excitement of spending quality roommate/best friend time together, I sort of didn’t go to sleep until 
1:30am. And Lindsey sort of didn’t get out of bed until 3:30 PM. Anyway, it was a really pleasant way to escape the realm of Turkey- because I was feeling homesick. But I think that’s probably 
what kept me from waking up on time this morning…

ANYWAY. Raelynn said that perhaps their driver could come pick me up… and she would let me know what he said when he came to get her group. However, after 20 minutes or so of her not 
calling back, my host father told me he would drop me off at a midway-point (how very kind of him!) SO the driver and my Oklahoma friends picked me up at these popular FROG statues:

While I was waiting for them on those benches… I decided to walk around the corner and try out Turkey’s Fanta. It’s kind of a hobby of mine (if that’s what you’ll call it) to taste Fanta in all the 
countries I go to. The best so far have been from Kenya/Uganda, and Argentina. Europe definitely has the States beat.. but still not as good as Africa and South America. haha.

So we took the 40 minute drive up to Termessos…. This amazing ancient ruined Greek city that Alexander the Great apparently just looked at and walked right on by because it was built at the 
top of a huge mountain (the place looked like Yosmite). Alexander the Great analogized it to an eagle’s nest. So we climbed up there and saw some pretty great tombs …and the amphitheater was 
amazing. Did you know that a semi-circle theater means it’s Greek and a full circle means it’s Roman? Yeah. OH and I think the Cisterns were my second favorite part. They’re these extremely 
deep holes that were (obviously) used to store water. My question was though, how in the world did these people eat? It musta been a lot of goat and cheese because the whole city was on a giant 
rock. I mean- there was no place for farming at all. ANYway. So we climbed on top of and into so many ruins. The boys laid in some of the tombs, but I was afraid of snakes.

When we got back to The Oaklahoma student’s hotel.. we put on our suits and went for a dip in a spot I hadn’t been to before in the Mediterranean. This picture is the only proof I have… Jake 
being a goof:

After that we went to dinner and I ate a döner (dough-nair) for the very first time! It’s like traditional Turkish fast food. Mine was in a tortilla with slow roasted chicken and veggies, ket-cap 
(ketchup), mayo, and seasonings. YUM. I’ll take a picture next time.

On our way back to the Old City…

Funny story about this picture is that now, apparently all of the Israeli flags have been torn down and trampled on. Did you know that boat shipped out of Antalya?! Hey, I know the Turks are a little 
angry at America right now since we’re not complying, but don’t worry about my safety… I’m fine here. =)

Where was I? Oh yes.. On our way back to the Old City, we ran into a FLOWER FESTIVAL!!  It was akin to the Rose Bowel Parade, there was a band and all of the floats were made out of flow-
ers. It was lovely. Except the Giant Spongebob Float.

Here are pictures from my hour and a half walk home (it should have taken 30 minutes… haha) I didn’t get lost… just distracted. It was nice to have some time to think and enjoy my urban sur-
roundings. AND, I picked up some fresh orange juice for the SECOND time that day. That stuff is delicious. All the fruit in Antalya is so juicy and sweet. I think there’s something wrong with 
American fresh produce.. OH yes. it’s called injected hormones. BLeh.

OH I MUST tell you about how I cooked dinner for 12 people that night! Traditional Turkish food, too 

Next time,

Ashley Ann

JUNE 2, 2010



99

Dinner for Twelve (AKA I can cook!)

Last weekend I grilled up some traditional Turkish Köfte, chicken kabobs, and veggies… For twelve people! As someone with very little grilling experience.. I enjoyed 
myself  quite a bit!

I will make you all Köfte when I get home. 

   See? Dinner for twelve. They even said it tasted good!

JUNE 3, 2010
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No Wo-Man’s Land

JUNE 3, 2010
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This morning Renata and I woke up early and headed to the 

“Arac Muayene Istasyonu” for an annual Vehicle Inspection. 

Like many things in Turkey, this is distinguished as a MAN’S 

job. Not that women aren’t allowed.. Ladies just don’t go do 

this kind of stuff. Except foreigners of course. I like to describe 

going to this place like going to the DMV.. only with all men. It 

took an hour (but in the past it used to take all day) and people 

dread it so much that they sometimes hire other people to do it 

for them. 

They do things like check for dangerous emissions, because the pollution 

used to be really bad in Antalya.. But getting better. In preparing to go to 

Arac Muayene Isasyonu, you must make an appointment in advanced, then 

when you get there at your time, you check in and take a number, then you 

wait.. and of course, you don’t really get your car in until 30 minutes after 

your appointment time. There’s a BUNCH of people there, waiting- even at 

8:30 in the morning.. And then you drive your car into the lot and they take 

it from there. BOY. That was fun getting a strange look from the security 

guard who was probably thinking “What are you women doing here?” but 

one of the workers told me he liked my camera. That was sweet. Here’s 

some pictures
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I took this picture because I’m pretty sure their parent’s would not approve. Youth holding hands is a huge sign of Westernization.

I hung out with Oklahoma today.. But I don’t feel like sifting through all those photographs right now. Maybe tomorrow! There’s some good ones in there so 
check back soon! 

LOVE: Ashley.

JUNE 3, 2010
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These are the Jr. Pastor’s children. My new friends!
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Oklahoma.

So I haven’t talked much about the Oklahoma group, but they have basically adopted me and been so nice to let me spend time 
and go places with them. They’re a student group who goes to Oklahoma Christian University. So every Saturday they drive out 
to some not-too-distant place to learn about Antalya’s history and see ruins and other cool things like that.

I’ll introduce them to you:

This is Raelynn. She’s wonderful. And she reminds me of one of my best friends- Danielle. She’s the only girl in their group 
(except yesterday Professor Jim’s wife came). I hope we stay friends (even though it’s long distance) when we all go back to the 
states. She’s going to be a junior.

This is Jake. He’s cool, I guess. And he’s in the Air-Force (going to become an officer). Haha we pick on each other a lot. 
He treats Raelynn and I like our older brother. The older brother who makes fun of you all the time. But he’s a crack up. 
He’s going to be a senior.

These boys are Charlie and Alex. They’ve been friends since they were five. Isn’t that sweet? They’re almost inseparable. Too 
bad Charlie isn’t going back to Oklahoma Christian next year. Alex is a graphic designer.. and a really good one too. He’s going 
to get a job right out of college if not before, I’m sure. I think they’re both going to be sophomores.

And here we have Jim and his wife Denise. They’re both teachers and brilliant. They have so many stories about excursions and 
trips around the globe. Jim just loves to talk and teach- guess that’s why he’s a professor- and we love to listen.

I am so glad to have met these people. They’re pretty awesome! Check back soon for pictures from the excursion we went on 
today!

JUNE 5, 2010
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A Sunday Smile
(written on sunday posted on monday)
Today was a relaxing Sunday. What a great break. Even though I only got four and a half hours of sleep last night, and nodded off during church (I feel really 
bad about it, too) the day as a whole was just lovely. Talya and I went swimming this morning, jumped in after contemplating going home when we dipped our 
toes in and decided it was too cold. Jumping in off a rock 15 feet above the water is always the best way to commence your swimming experience in my opinion, 
especially when you think it’s going to be too cold- because in reality it was actually quite warm and pleasant. Since I am living with the pastor’s family, we ar-
rived at church early and I spent an hour reading some Charles Surgeon for Torrey Europe- it is a lovely text “On Genesis” in the coffee shop. I then commenced 
to kill a scary looking spider on the couch and made my way upstairs to the sanctuary. There are a lot of different looking bugs and plants in this country, but there 
\are also an incredible amount of unvaried bugs and plants that you find in California (because the weather itself is almost identical to Southern California’s). 
The main difference is that the Mediterranean is much warmer than the Pacific (looks like Turkey one-ups CA there!).

Right now we are doing this juicing de-tox (Anna-Kate, Renata, and I) which is a liquid only diet that is entirely composed of fresh fruits, veggies, and nuts. I 
haven’t eaten anything of substance today, and won’t for the next two dßays, but I DID cheat a bit by drinking coffee (twice) and also drinking a home-made 
Nutella milk shake with Talya. (Shh, don’t tell). Anyway.
After church we went home, dropped Talya and I off and the rest of the family left to pack up the van and take all the supplies to camp. Tals and I had a great 
time jamming on the ukulele, piano, and guitar, cleaning my room, walking to Starbucks, making Nutella milkshake creations, and filming an infomercial about 
our milkshakes!
If you want to taste this delicious dessert, you will need:

-2 Tablespoons Nutella

-1 Whole Banana

-1/2 Cup Chocolate ice cream

-1/2 cup Vanilla ice cream

-3/4 cup of Milk

Blend all the ingredients together and top with whipped cream, sprinkles and a chocolate chip. Serves 1-2.
SO Nutella costs only 3TL in this country (that’s what? 2 bucks). I think it’s $6-8.00 at home. And Nutella comes in glass jars whereas in the states it comes in 
plastic. But I guess it’s a plus that we have begun importing the stuff at all (now available at your local Albertson’s)! If you don’t know what Nutella is… Well- a 
piece of heaven really. It’s like a mix between peanut butter and chocolate but really it’s made out of hazelnut. It’s smooth and creamy and SO good on crepes, 
toast, Nilla Wafers (Laura taught me that) or just about anything.

The Bultumea’s came home and we drank some more juice… and now everyone is watching Hunt for Red October and I am listening to Sean Connery’s voice 
wondering why anyone let him act. (I’m sorry, just my personal opinion.) I mean, his voice kills 007- it’s not smooth and beautiful like Pierce. But what can you 
do?

Anyway, the fact that I don’t remember the last time I got 8 consecutive hours of sleep (probably back in January or over Spring Break) is disconcerting to me. 
Think I’ll head to bed early tonight! (Yeah 12am!)

Goodnight all,

Ashley Ann.

JUNE 7, 2010
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JUNE 8, 2010 

Rain Dance.

Tals and I went swimming in the rain today. Well you would too if  you knew the sea was 80 degrees during a downpour.

This picture doesn’t do our deed much justice. But at least those are my favorite glasses.



108

I finally tried eating at one of these fast food places.... Not half bad. 
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The 
Muslims
are
like
an
old
building,

Tall
and
Proud
on
the 
outside

But 
so 
broken 
and
barely 
stable
on
the 
inside. 
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 JUNE 10, 2010

          Culture

In an anthropological sense, Culture is 

“an integrated system of  learned behavior patterns that are characteristic of  the members of  any given society. Culture refers to the total way of  life of  particular groups 

of  people. It includes everything that a group of  people thinks, says, does, and makes- its systems of  attitudes and feelings. Culture is learned and transmitted from gen-

eration to generation.” 

-L. Robert Kohls.

I have been trying my best to get a photograph that depicts Turkish culture… and the one opportunity I had to do so was when I saw these three Turkish Muslim Women 

sitting in the park, overlooking the ocean, with Head Coverings and long sleeved shirts and skirts on, smoking cigarettes and chatting (one of  them with an iPod and ear 

phones in one ear). Behind them was a traffic jam, tall buildings, and a few people riding by on their bicycles. Now, I hope you are trying to make a mental image of  this, 

because I was sorely disappointed that I had forgotten to put the chip in my camera that day. I think THAT is Turkish Culture summed up in a photograph for you. I 

mean, there are essentially two cultures here, those who are traditional muslim, and those who are extremely Westernized. It comes out in the women more I think because 

they are the ones who are required to wear certain clothing in being traditional. and those who are leaning away/rebelling from that are obviously doing so with their 

shorts, strapless or spaghetti strapped shirts, modern fashions, chest and lip jobs, mass amounts of  make up, Platform shoes, etc. Although, I thought that my described 

scenario was interesting because here you had three, “traditional” ladies with head coverings who were smoking, with their iPods and fancy shoes. They were even OLD 

women. One of  them was obviously gray and wrinkled the another was perhaps 40 and the last was in her 20′s. I want to say they were three generations of  family. But 

I can’t be sure.

Sorry it’s been a while since i’ve posted. I’m trying to fix that… tonight! Because there’s SO much to say! So many pictures to share! But it’s so much work! TaTa For Now.
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This Water is Heavenly in Comparison to the Pacific.

More pictures to come from our 6 hour boat trip in the Mediterranean today.

Thought you would appreciate this. I mean.. I do. Of  course I got to climb on those rocks and swim into those caves.

JUNE 10, 2010
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The Antalya falls.... So beautiful. 



123

The mountains are spectacular.
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I got my hair cut today!
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A Cai Experience

This blog post was written on 16/6/10.. But posted today.

Today was our first day at camp. After arriving on a bus- too small to legally fit all of its occupants- we swam at the beach, settled in, ate dinner, worshipped God 
and had a devotion. All the counselors are really fantastic and it seems this year will be a success merely with the amount of great staff members we have. After 
this, a girl who is living in Ismar at the moment, Ellen, and I decided to ask Renata if she needed any help. We ended up putting counselor booklets together 
and discussing our love of classical literature and C.S. Lewis.  I then proceeded to walk with her to her cabin and on my way back discovered a small Turkish 
woman separating tea (cai) on the porch of her husband’s pansiyon. Seeing she was alone, I instantly sat down and proceeded to help her. She said “tea” to me 
and we hit it off from there. While the language barrier is rough, I think she would have rather sat in silence with another human than by herself. She told me a 
little about her daughters who were inside the house and the tea. After flirting with the windowsill for a while, her two daughters decided to come out and see 
who the imposter was talking to their mother. Using broken Turkish and extremely enunciated English, we talked of tea, occupations, time, and they tried to 
teach me the names of facial appendages and various items of nature in the area. Soon enough Ellen, who speaks Turkish, joined us. She became the translator 
and we had a great time conversing over our cai leaves- which actually turned out to be Oregano. After this the daughters brought Ellen and I over to a different 
building where they poured us some hot water and stuck a few of the oregano leaves inside. We added sugar and cheers! There was our “pizza in a cup” as Ellen 
described it. I thought it was very tasty though. Something I wouldn’t mind drinking again.

After this, Ellen and I looked up and realized that the sky was the most beautiful sight we had ever seen. I have never imagined so many stars could be visible 
at one time. We walked to the beach where we laid down in complete darkness and stared at those stars… No wonder the Greeks studied the atmosphere and 
documented constellations.. Because they could SEE them. I have never been able to recognize so many constellations in my life. Eventually I will try and take 
a long exposure shot of the stars.. SOON.

After this I tried to seek out internet and failed. So I watched the end of the Futbol game with another counselor  and discussed our scholastic ideals. I proceeded 
to tell him that I was terrified of spiders and glad he lived only a few doors down so if I screamed he could come running. Turned out- I sat down in my room 
next to a huge jumping spider. I screamed.. Chris didn’t hear me. I had to kill it myself- horrified the entire time that it would jump right onto my face.. or chase 
me. After four hits with the jogging shoes.. I killed it and prayed there weren’t any more in my room.

That was a great night for sleeping. My co-counselor Kendra and I are sharing a full sized 
bed (glad us cross cultural people are so adaptable)… and we slept pretty well. But woke up 
before the alarm- it must have been the sun flooding through the windows. Or the obnoxious-
ly arrogant rooster. Either way. We were up and ready to start day two of counselor training.

Talk to you soon!

Ashley Jones

Secretary

Counselor

2-4th grade.
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The Founders Co-Counselors Week One

Morning Counselor MeetingsFriends
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Food Hike to the  Eternal Flames

Worship and sermons Group Games
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I know we’re not supposed to pick and choose... But Grace was by far my favorite camper...
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We went on a boat ride this weekend! 
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...and I gave my speech, on Joy! It went really well. The Lord was really with me the entire time. There were 
even girls and boys coming up to me saying how much my words meant to the and how I helped them... 
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Tonight is incredible. 
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Today I got my new girls- grade 5-6! 
Woohoo! They’re great. We decided 

to call ourselves the “Daring Despara-
dos.” We even have a song! With a 
little dance! The chorus goes like 

this.... 

“Oh what a big bold man 
was this Desparado, 
From Cripple Creek 

way down in Colorado! 
Oh he horsed around 

Just like a big tornado. 
And everywhere he went he gave his 

Wwwaaaarrr hoot!”
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Ready for Bonkers!
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Baptism
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Olive Grove 2010
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Olive Grove Staff
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Saying Goodbye....
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Summary Paper
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When I came home from Turkey, I felt “grown up,” more responsible, and able to take care of myself on so many levels. 

Spending six weeks in a foreign country, where you know nobody coming in and no idea what you’re doing, will have 

that effect on you though. I certainly learned how to make friends quickly. I’ve always considered myself more of the 

introverted type, I would rather listen than talk and thoroughly enjoy my “alone time” and independence. While that was 

a fantastic experience, I did enjoy that sense of being on my own and taking on the world- as soon as I stepped into a room 

full of familiar classmates in England, I attached myself to the first group of people I knew. Little did I realize how impor-

tant people- friends and family- are to me. I feed off their love and affection. Who doesn’t? Before going to Turkey I had 

a very large “I can do all things on my own with no help” mentality. And I stuck with that until I left, however, six weeks 

was my max apparently. Because I remembered just how important it was to have people who really care in our lives. 

Coming home from Turkey, I drive much faster and talk much slower. I’m very much on the go, and yet I appreciate sleep 

more than I have in my entire life. I love people, get along with them, and enjoy talking to them, and yet I deeply cherish 

my real friends. I run late more often than I used to and I realized souls are more important than grades. God talks to me 

more than he used to, or rather, I listen more than ever. He tells me when I’m making a mistake and reassures me when 

I living in the realm of his desire.  Life suddenly became more than just my education, it became life; filled with joy and 

the pursuit of something great. Not only that, but I certainly felt an immense amount of bigness in an exceptionally small 

world. By the time I got back to the States this summer, I had been to Five of Seven continents, I had lived and worked on 

my own in a foreign country, and I had seen that across the world isn’t much different than California. People are people 

no matter where we are. And the world is inevitably accessible, much more so than ever before. It’s a tiny place in an 

infinite universe with a God who exists outside of both of them. I was ready to go to Heaven at that point. I was ready to 

move on to something bigger and better because I felt as though I had conquered the world. 

Going in, I had so much fear. Fear that I wouldn’t be used. That I was going in blind and would never be able to fulfill a 

purpose. I was afraid of Muslims and afraid that I would be judged. But then again, I was confident that the Lord had it 

under control. That he would take every experience and every person in my life and use them for good. That he would 

use me for good. He did. And by the time I got to camp I was prepared handle the rejection of the leaders in the way he 

gave me the ardent acceptance of the campers. God gave me what was important. He allowed me to see and desire what 

mattered most. I wasn’t there to be accepted by people who looked down on me, I was there to encourage and love the 

students. That is when I saw the flaw in my journey. I hadn’t known why I was in the city of Antalya for four weeks. So I 

did what I was told. But had I been set on witnessing to Muslims, to being involved in the Turkish church instead of the 

international, I would have. However, God put me right where I needed to be in order to prepare me for what I needed 

learn throughout the entire six-week journey.
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I felt like a servant. A housemaid at times, used and dried to the bone merely because I existed and was willing 

to help in any possible way. This eventually wore me down to the point that I didn’t want to serve any more. 

At least not for the people who told me what to do. At the time, my only thoughts were, “I wish they would ask 

me, instead of demand, or at least say ‘Thank you’ whenever I do something for them.” Being used is the worst 

feeling in the world. As a result, I had a difficult time being a “team player” I think. But only when it came to 

the other counselors and camp managers. At that point, I had been ordered around for four straight weeks, all 

of the other counselors had only just arrived. They weren’t taxed or tired. 

At camp, I didn’t get along too well with the other counselors. Perhaps I’m unapproachable, but the connection 

I had with the children was much more important to me than having a connection with the other counselors. I 

was there to be a counselor, a leader for people who were younger than me. Not a friend to the people who were 

my age. And while I wasn’t opposed to having friends by any means, I felt like there was something wrong with 

me, like I didn’t belong because those children put so much faith in me, and the adults had none at all. 

I was definitely a go-to counselor- for ages 7-18. I was surprised to find out that all the little girls in the young-

est group during the second week (who I didn’t counsel) knew my name before I knew theirs and would make 

a point to sit next to me (or on top of me rather) during worship and talks. It made me feel important whenever 

the Jr. high girls would come to me and cry because they had boy problems. I loved that the high school girls 

would ask for advice and invite me to sleepovers in their cabins and the boys would regularly buy me ice-cream 

because they thought I was “the nicest.” But that was my ministry. These young people. 

Yet, as much as it frustrated me, I never felt comfortable with my fellow counselors (save two of the boys), and 

I don’t think many of them felt very comfortable around me. I liked them all well enough, but I was hurt to be 

an outcast. I didn’t necessarily kiss up to the leaders. I was kind and courteous, did my job, and always did what 

I asked. But never got involved in the counselor/leader ‘clicks.’ Maybe it’s because I was raised to think those 

were bad. It was wrong to be exclusive, and I just wished I wasn’t the one being excluded. However, I did have 

a fellow counselor who felt the same way as I did, and we had long discussions about it. A close friendship 

evolved out of this, and he was home schooled too. Go figure!  
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Communicably, I didn’t have too many problems with the langue, except that I didn’t learn very quickly since I wasn’t taking a class or anything 

like that. But in terms of communicating with the family I was living with, the missionaries, I had a very difficult time communicating with them. 

The youngest daughter is who I got along best with. She was the most sincere I think and I spoke easily to her, but never negatively about her 

parents... That would have been terrible. However, I could never quite get the words out that I needed in order to solve the problems that were 

going on in my soul. I wanted so many times to tell Renata how used I felt. But it seemed as though she would only get angry or walk away and 

act like nothing was wrong. So I took the “avoiding conflict” rout and never got to say anything at all. I never stood up for myself but rather did 

everything I was told, no matter how miserable it made me. I even wanted to talk through her husband, pastor Jim, but even then I couldn’t quite 

say what I needed to. She was his wife, he would defend her to the death, even if something seemed unfair. So I held it in, put up with being called 

by the wrong names for the first two weeks, did the family’s laundry whenever they asked me to, and their grocery shopping, cooked their meals, 

cleaned their house, walked their dog, house sat while they were in Germany, responded to their e-mails, filed their paperwork, worked at their 

coffee shop. It certainly kept me busy. In retrospect it was probably better for me. I have never been one to be OK with injustice. But maybe this 

wasn’t injustice so much as God teaching me how to truly serve. Looking back, maybe I should have stood up for myself; maybe I would have 

gained more respect. But, maybe I would have caused more problems. I could only pray “God, save me.” And he did, he gave me the Okalahoma 

Student group. They brought me with them whenever I had time to leave, on their ventures and expeditions. Raelynn was the only girl and con-

sidered me a blessing. But she was the blessing. I don’t want you to think my experience was terrible by any means, because I very much wanted 

to stay in Turkey when I was there. Just because I had problems with one family doesn’t mean the rest of my journey wasn’t incredible. Because 

it was! I didn’t often let my place with the Bultema family get me down. Because Turkey is something so much more than just that family. 

God seriously works in the most mysterious ways. Whenever I felt down or stuck, he always gave me an out, reassuring me that there was a reason 

I was there. He displayed his love for me, he protected me, he reassured me, when nobody on this earth could. That’s the important part. I think 

that going to Turkey, I put WAY too much hope in the world and not enough in God. I have always been the type of person who is concerned 

with other people’s opinions of me. I just want to display good Christian character. And whenever I feel like I’m not good enough to breathe the 

same air as the people around me, God reminds me that he give us that air and HE is willing to share it with me, therefore I must be worthy of 

something. 

Because of my experience, it seems like the church is out to get something no matter where in the world it exists. That the body of Christ can be 

just as selfish as it is in America, if not more selfish. And I don’t think that’s right. Compassion and acceptance should be the basis of our endeav-

ors to share the gospel. We shouldn’t roll our eyes and make negative comments every time someone in the church says that drinking alcohol is 

wrong (the pastor’s family would do this and gossip about the people who say this all the time). How does that make people like me feel? I am 

opposed to drinking alcohol as well- I don’t think it’s a good witness. We should not whine and complain every time the people we are sharing 
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Letters
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Dear Mom and Dad, 

I can’t comprehend the step of bravery you took in allowing me travel to the other side of the world for an entire summer. You don’t know how much 

comfort, confidence, and passion to follow God’s will has grown in me through your encouragement and support. Journeying to Turkey grew me in many 

ways. First of all, mom, I think I now understand what it means to be a true “servant.” I think you’ve lived your entire life not getting enough credit for 

what you do, putting yourself wholeheartedly into your passions and being taken for granted. For this sense of perseverance and patience, the Lord has 

really blessed you. There were so many points during my internship that I didn’t want to be a true servant (because I wanted to get credit for what I did). 

However, the Lord showed me that serving isn’t about getting praise on earth at all, our rewards are in heaven, and the opinions of men do not matter in 

comparison to GOD’s.  

 My six weeks in Turkey taught me how to live well on my own, but how dearly I missed you both. However, I didn’t come home saying, “boy, I 

never want to do that again,” because God’s press on my life to pursue missions on a global level was only strengthened. If I could go to a place I didn’t 

previously feel “called” to and love every second of it; I want to stay that it feels as though God can use me anywhere and I am encouraged to follow his 

lead. 

 Dad, you’re a hard working business man- and although I’ve resisted it most of my life, I have gained so many of your business world qualities 

and brought them with me on trips like Turkey. I don’t think I would have had the perseverance to finish the paper-work aspect of my internship without 

the stubborn desire to finish what I start. I don’t think I would have been able to manage Excel spread sheets without your training. And what I realized, 

is that the mission’s field is as much a business as any. It’s not all field work. And I don’t think I only want to do field work. I enjoy the correspondence 

aspect. I enjoy the copious amounts of computer-work and paperwork. Even though my intentions were to be out experiencing culture the entire time, I 

don’t think I would have enjoyed as much as I did without having work, and then feeling the reward of being done and able to then go explore the city. 

Perhaps that’s one thing I got from both you and mom: determination. Do it, do it well, and do it with delight. Because that is when we feel truly blessed 

by the Lord. 

Thank you again for your love and support. Without you, who knows who or where I would be. 

Love you forever, 

Ashley Ann 
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Dear Serra, 

I know this letter may come as a surprise to you, but you’re the only person/national I feel as though I can really talk to, even though you’re only half Turkish. 

You taught me so much in the short time we spent as friends. I feel as though you arae well past your years in intelligence and spiritual maturity. You we’re the 

only person I met in my entire six weeks who actually cared to ask my story, to ask how I was honestly doing. And while that may sound selfish of me to say, 

everybody needs a friend. You were it to me dear. I am tearing up just writing this letter. I miss you immensely, but that is besides the point! 

 Thanks to you, I know a heck of a lot more about the Turkish government, politics, and opinion of Turks on people like me.... Americans.... Christians. 

There was so much that was closed to me in Antalya - not only because of how generally touristy it is, but becaue I was working for an international organiza-

tion. I had very few true encounters with Turkish people and you brought Turkey to me, with your words. You were an aspect of Turkish culture I would have 

never known about. Also because of you, I know better how T.C.K.’s feel in being from two places- but never feeling as though you belong in either diretion. 

I expreinced a bit of that displacement at camp where all of the Third Culture Kids could come together an finall feel as though they belong- surrounded by a 

hundred other children and teenagers who are like yourself. and yet I felt like one of the few who wasn’t from two place- striving to keep my head up in a lonely 

place. You got me through, Serra. You made me feel welcome and loved. And I think maybe that is how you felt as well. Because really, I know you felt a lonely 

as I did- as uncomfortable. 

 To be honest, I didn’t feel like I belonged wiht those coun selors- that administration. The love that you students whoed to each other and to us adults 

was more appealing to me than the desire to “click” that the counselors had. But the entire situation really taught me to love no matter what. Even when I felt 

despised. I will always remember and treasure the care you showed for me and I will always try to be that for somebody else. Everybody needs a friend- every-

body needs to be loved. Christ loved the soffers and tax collectors. Why wouldn’t we? 

It was difficult to go home and not have you students to talk to all the time. To share with, encourage, inspire, and be inspired by. But thank the Lord for Skype. 

May God bless and guide your path. 

Love always, 

Ashley Ann Jones
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Dear ICS Department, 

Getting ready to graduate and go into the mission’s field, I still feel as though I am unprepared to share the gospel, to be a missionary. I will be good at im-

mersing into the culture and not bringing in my American biases. I will be good at building trust and knowing my limits when it comes to being an American 

in a foreign country. But what next? How do I start a church? How do I share the gospel? What do I need? Do I have to start a church? What are my craeer 

options? Sure I’ll probably be able to figure it out. But “had I only known more going in” I may think. I don’t want to end up like the American Missionaries 

in Turkey who don’t even work with Turkish people. They work with Internationals- the people they feel comfortable around. I’ve wanted to work in Africa, 

Kenya, since I was 14. If only more classes had been offered for where I wanted to go. If only there was a Swahili class, or at least a connection. I know how 

to write better as a result of ICS- but ICS majors aren’t ICS because we want to write. We want to witness. We want Jesus to be our center. If a revival were 

to happen at Biola, I would like to hope the ICS department would be where it started. But we haven’t focused on our faith enough. 

 For the most part, I love what I’ve learned, I adored Linguistics (Floyd is the BEST), Africa History, Village and Tribal, and Adjustment. Adjustment 

taught me more about myself than anything, and because of that class who I am as a person and how I interact with people has changed immensely. And just 

about every week I mention something about the Mbuti Pygmies to somebody. Whenever I travel I am more capable of picking up a language because I know 

the right questions to ask and techniques to teach myself. But ICS has mostly taught me how to travel well. What about the more important part though? What 

is the more important part? It just seems like something is missing and I can’t quite pinpoint what it is. 

Best of luck and thanks for everything, 

Ashley Jones
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The evil eye can be found everywhere. The charms are thought to ward off a 
curse delivered by people with green eyes who stare at someone with envy.
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The Turkish Flag. 
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5th-6th grade girls write absurd letters.  
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One of the Jr. High girls made me this butterfly during crafts.
It traveled all the way to England and back to America with me. 
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Some of my girls drew pictures of me.
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They have Domino’s in Turkey, 
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