CHAPTER 1


THE FORWARD DOOR of the 767 closed with a solid thud and my heart began to pound.
	Anxious? Scared? Well, maybe just a little.
	“Welcome aboard Delta flight 1762, nonstop service to JFK International Airport…”
	As the flight attendant's voice faded into the background, my mind raced forward. New York, Istanbul, Atamkoy. All of it lay ahead.
	Settling back in my seat, I tried to relax. But all I could think about was the last four years and what had brought me to this moment in time; to this Sunday morning in early June. In less than twenty-four hours I would be in the village of Atamkoy, Turkey; my father’s birthplace.
	I’ve never experienced the exhilaration that I felt at this moment. It was otherworldly, almost as if I were having an out of body experience. But my fear was just as great. The fear that I would discover things that I really shouldn’t know about, and be involved in something that, perhaps, I had no right to be involved in.
	But, this was a decision that I alone made, even before my father’s death. There was no turning back.
	My father, Ramzi Ozcomert Jr., named me after his sister, Erin. My mother understood, and honored it both because of the tragedy, and because it was also an Irish name and part of her heritage.
	My mother, Megan? Even though she’s my mom, I have to say, at forty-six, she looks incredible. I just wish I looked more like her. But, my hair isn’t as blonde and my eyes aren’t as deep green. Still, I look nothing like my dad who had dark hair and eyes. I’m tall like my dad though, and several inches taller than my mom. That, I suppose, is the wonder of genetics.
	I remembered back to the first time the subject of my going to Turkey came up. I had just turned sixteen and ballet had become the center of my life. I was at that awkward age, adapting to changes in my body and not yet used to my long legs. Dancing gave me the confidence I needed.
	One afternoon, when my mother came to pick me up from my class, I rushed to the dressing room without saying hello to her. When I returned, dressed in my shorts and T-shirt, I didn’t stop to chat with anyone, but hurried out of the building and climbed into the car.
	Mom quickly followed me and asked what was wrong.
	“Do you have any idea what it’s like to feel as if someone is tearing your insides out?”
	“Your period started?”
	I nodded.
	“Let’s get you home. I have something you can take to ease the cramps.”
	“Thanks, Mom.”
	“I’m afraid you get that from me. Mine started while I was on vacation in Hawaii. Your Grampa was hysterical, shouting at everyone at the hotel.”
	“I know, I know. You’ve told me the story before. Mom?”
	“Yes?”
	“What did my other grandparents look like?”
	“Oh, Erin. All I know is that your father’s parents died when he was a boy. I’ve never even seen a picture of them.”
	“I heard they were murdered.”
	My mother looked over at me in such a weird way.
	“Who told you that?”
	“Ogden told me. When Dad was at Hatfield Poly Tech and staying with her family, he used to have nightmares. She said that her parents thought he must have seen his parents and sister being murdered.”
	“But you were just a little girl when Ogden was your nanny. How do you even remember something like that?”
	“I may have been young, but it’s something that’s pretty hard to forget, Mom.”
	“Murdered…I just don’t understand. Your dad and I don’t keep secrets. He should have told me.”
	“Mom, I want to go to the village where Dad was born. I want to find out about him, his family, where he went to school, all of it.”
	“We’ll see, Erin, we’ll see.”
	That was, and still remains my mom’s stock answer to just about everything.

As the plane began to make the initial approach into JFK, I wondered about why I was going straight on to Atamkoy. Why shouldn’t I spend a few days in Istanbul, one of the most incredible cities in the world?
	With a two-hour layover in New York, I went ahead and called the family travel agent and asked her to book a hotel for me for five nights. She suggested the Hilton ParkSA, which offered “breathtaking views of the Bosporus,” and was close to an exclusive shopping district called Nisantasi, as well as Taksim Square.
	I asked her to book a suite and arrange for a driver. As I waited for the confirmation, I wondered how I was going to break the news to Mom. I asked the travel agent not to mention anything to my mother, deciding to wait and call her when I arrived at my hotel.
	Finding a bookstore, I purchased several guidebooks to Turkey. Hopefully enough reading to keep me busy during the ten-hour flight.
	As the flight took off from JFK, I watched the skyline of New York City become smaller and smaller, and then all I could see was the gray Atlantic. The reality of what I was doing started to sink in. I was leaving home by myself for the first time, and leaving behind everything that was familiar and safe.
	Checking the movie listings, there was nothing of interest, and I was happy that I had the guidebooks to keep me busy. I set the screen on Flight Information, settled back and started reading.
	After thumbing through one book, I laid my head back against the head rest and closed my eyes. It was hard to believe that only six days ago I participated in my commencement ceremonies at UCLA; walking proudly across the stage as my name and degrees were announced.
	“Erin Ozcomert, BA, Business Administration with a minor in Art History.”
	There never was any doubt that I would follow in my mother’s footsteps, and when I returned from Turkey, I planned to enter grad school for my MBA. Eventually, I would head up my father’s company, Ozcomert Industries, which he willed to my sister, Brittany and me.
	My mind drifted back to my first year at UCLA. I’d been looking forward to starting my classes. There was anticipation. There was excitement. And, I understood now why some first-graders shed tears on their first day of school.
	I remembered sitting on one of the top steps in front of Cornell Hall over-looking the Marian Anderson Courtyard. As I studied the catalogue of classes, I was nearly in tears trying to decide which ones I should take. I’d set a very ambitious goal for myself – to complete my major in business administration with a minor in art history in three years with honors and, in addition, learn to speak Turkish fluently.
	I was totally immersed when I heard someone shout, “Erin!”
	Startled, I looked up to see my best friend, Elicia, running up the steps.
	“Erin! Have you seen all the great-looking guys on campus?”
	Elicia’s parents were from Guatemala, and she had inherited a classically beautiful face and shiny, dark hair that reached her waist when it wasn’t pulled into a ponytail or braided. She was dressed in her usual miniskirt and short top showing off her pierced belly button. She changed boyfriends as often as she changed hairstyles. With a capricious mind, she flipped from one topic to another, full of life’s energy.
	That first year we ended up in several classes together, always sitting in the last row. “Better to observe all the cute guys,” she said. It was inevitable that Elicia would spot them first.
	“Look, there.” She whispered and pointed to a guy two rows in front of us.
	“What?”
	“Cute guy, don’t you think?”
	I craned my neck, but saw a guy just like any other.
	“Not bad, I guess.”
	The next day I was looking over my notes before class, making sure I had an extra copy for Elicia. She never took any notes, always leaving that to me, just as she had in high school. Running up to me excitedly, she started speaking so fast she sounded like a machine gun.
	“I met him!”
	“Met who?”
	“Who? Who else! The guy I showed you in class yesterday!”
	“You didn’t!”
	“Listen! His name is Ozcan. He’s from Turkey and he doesn’t know anyone yet.”
	“Elicia! Stop and take deep breath. How did you manage that? Did you just walk up to him and ask who he was?”
	“No! I saw him in the library and I walked over to him and asked, ‘Do you know if there’s a copy machine anywhere? I’m late for class and I need to copy these notes.’”
	“What did he say?”
	“He said, ‘I’m afraid I do not know. This is my first day.’ One thing led to another, and we talked for over an hour.”
	“Well, good for you.”
	“Do you know his eyes are like dark charcoal? Oohh, and what a kissable mouth!”
	I felt like I was beginning to suffocate.
	She stopped and looked at me with a gleam in her eyes.
	“You still haven’t had a guy, have you?”
	“You know I haven’t. Not that way.”
	“You’ve never fallen in love?”
	“Not yet.”
	But in my mind I didn’t think I had to seek love. Love would find its own way. When it happened, it happened. Part of a poem by Mevlana stuck in my head:
	Don’t look for Love,
	Look for the one looking for Love.
	I never shared my thoughts about love with Elicia. I kept them inside, safely locked up.
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