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  One
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Eliza Britt sighed as she unlocked her office door. Today’s classes had been a challenge, and the stack of essays to grade on her desk was sure to eat up her free time for the rest of the week. She released her brown hair from the ponytail that was threatening to give her a headache and rolled her shoulders. She was too young to be this tired, but she supposed it came along with the territory of being on her feet all day in her ESL classroom. 
Eliza flicked on the electric kettle on her windowsill and placed a tea bag in her unwashed mug. While she waited for the water to boil, she checked her text messages.
“I don’t know about you, but I’m too exhausted to think about cooking. How does Seoul Garden delivery sound?” her roommate Crystal had written.
A genuine smile broke through Eliza’s exhaustion. At least they weren’t going to argue about what to eat tonight because she didn’t have the mental energy to convince her roommate that her taste in takeout restaurants was, in fact, wrong. “Sure! I’ll be home late—midterms…” she wrote, throwing in an eye roll emoji. Crystal Kim was also an ESL teacher, so Eliza was sure she’d be able to feel the pain in that message. Crystal tutored private students in one-on-one lessons, while Eliza was overworked and underpaid at the local community college. Still, both of them felt the pinch of exam time, when many of their students realized the frustrating gap between the English they needed to learn to survive and function in American society and the English they needed to learn to ace their standardized tests and move on in their academic careers.
Remembering the panic on the faces of the students who’d clearly forgotten their midterm essays were due today brought a wicked laugh from deep in Eliza’s belly. “Serves you right,” she said to herself. “If only you’d paid attention in class or, I don’t know, bothered to write it down in a planner?” She wasn’t completely heartless, but she would deduct ten percent from the grade for every day it was turned in late. And maybe grade the procrastinators ever so slightly more harshly, but who could say for sure?
Not that Eliza didn’t have students she loved, too. Many of the ESL students at West Community College were refugees, finding themselves navigating both the emotional upheaval of leaving their homes behind and the cognitive overwhelm of learning English spelling and grammar at the same time.
With her freshly steeped cup of peppermint tea, Eliza flicked open the top essay on her pile. Hmm, actually. Maybe if I divide this enormous pile into a few smaller ones, it won’t be quite so daunting. As she made four smaller piles, one for each remaining day of the week, Eliza counted 68 essays. Okay, actually I wish I didn’t know there were that many. Maybe I’ll forget and then be pleasantly surprised later on when the stack is half that size.
She put them all in one big stack again and sipped her tea. Back to the first essay. Eliza’s eyes landed on a sentence: “I miss my life in Syria very much, but I am happy to be safe with my family.”
Oof. There were going to be some hard pages to read coming. Eliza had, maybe foolishly, she now realized, assigned her students to write essays that might double as their personal statements for their upcoming university applications. She had given examples of how to write about overcoming hardships, something many of the students in her class didn’t seem to think was the most interesting thing about themselves, and she realized now that some stoicism would serve her well if she was going to work her way through the stack of essays without covering them all in tears.
How do I even begin to grade someone on how well they share their heartbreak? I don’t want to censor or edit anyone, and I’m not sure that distilling their experiences down to appeal to our American sensibilities is really in the best interest of the students or of the admissions advisers who will ultimately read these things.
Eliza picked up her phone to text Crystal again. “Just kidding about my last message. I’m packing up now and I’ll grade at home after dinner. Order me some bulgogi, please. See you soon!”
Yes, she knew she was procrastinating. But sometimes it actually was easier to grade at home. These are the most crucial decisions I make—grade at this desk or at the dining room table? It’s no wonder I can’t relate to my students and their life or death decisions.
 Eliza headed out of her office, messenger bag full of to-be-graded essays slung across her shoulder. The bag was heavy and awkwardly balanced, slamming into her right hip with every other step and pulling sharply on her left shoulder. Her chiropractor mother had finally stopped trying to convince Eliza that a backpack would be a more sensible choice, and as she glimpsed her reflection in a nearby office, she smiled. Even if she had a little discomfort—and a crick in her neck that never went away—at least she looked the part of the college professor, just like she’d always dreamed.
She passed the reception area and was nearly out the door when the department secretary caught up with her. “Ms. Britt, I didn’t realize you hadn’t left yet. You had a visitor from State University drop by when you were in class. I don’t know why he didn’t just email you, but he left a note with me at the desk.”
“That’s strange,” Eliza said, berating herself that her professional demeanor had vanished in a flash of sweaty palms and breathy words. “I hate surprises,” she said by way of explanation, gesturing to the shakiness in her fingers as she took the note the secretary offered her.
The older woman patted Eliza’s arm. “I’m sure it’s nothing bad, dear. Surprises can be good sometimes, you know.”
Eliza shook her head. “That’s never true. I wish it were, but I’ve been right about this too many times.”
With widened eyes, the secretary recoiled. “Aren’t you a little young to be this jaded?”
“Not jaded. Just perceptive. If you pay close enough attention to what’s going on around you, you never actually have to be surprised.”
Eliza was almost sure she heard the woman mutter, “That’s no way to live,” to herself as she walked away, but she shook it off. She didn’t have time to cater to anyone’s feelings today. Not with that stack of essays weighing down her shoulder and not with this note weighing on her like the most unwelcome task on her to-do list.
She turned it over now, examining the source of her sudden influx of stress. It was from Dr. Bennett, her former advisor, and it merely said he’d be calling her later. Great. Something to look forward to. But as much as Eliza didn’t like surprises—and as much as the phrase “we need to talk” made her break into a cold sweat—she’d never turn down Dr. B. His leadership, even if it was a bit eccentric at times, had already helped her get a great teaching job fresh after graduating from his program, and Eliza knew that if she wanted to keep building the career she so desperately wanted, connections like Dr. Bennett meant everything.
Eliza walked across the small campus towards the faculty parking lot. These end-of-summer days were special, with just a tinge of crispness to the air and the days getting ever so slightly shorter. She wondered briefly if she should feel some sort of sadness about the fact that she’d spent all summer working and hadn’t made the journey to Lake Michigan even once…but then she remembered the career she was trying to advance and smiled to herself. There would be time for beaches and vacations when she was a tenured professor. Or even better, the director of her own program.
The door of Eliza’s old black Jetta unlocked with a turn of her key. Her key fob hadn’t remotely locked or unlocked a door in years, but apart from that, the 15-year-old car was holding up well and reliable to a fault. Eliza patted the steering wheel as the engine roared to life. “That’s a good boy, Jets. I can always count on you, more than any other man in my life.”
Twenty minutes later, Eliza pulled in to the parking lot of her apartment, sliding her car into the spot next to Crystal’s BMW. The two cars made a funny pair, not unlike Eliza and Crystal, but there was a charming sort of rightness in their odd couple nature.
“I’m home! Please tell me my bulgogi’s waiting!” Eliza called as she slid off her shoes by the door.
“Just got here, perfect timing!” came Crystal’s reply. She poked her head out of the kitchen, paper bag in hand. “Let’s eat!”
The two roommates plopped onto the old sofa in their living room, Korean food in hand.
As Crystal flipped on the television, she asked how Eliza’s essay stack was going.
“Ugh, don’t remind me. It’s going to be the bane of my existence for at least the next few days.” Eliza answered. “Hey! Let’s watch that new detective show. It looks pretty good…”
“Oh yeah, another retelling of Sherlock Holmes. How could we possibly live with ourselves if we didn’t get one of those at least every couple of years?” Crystal asked, deadpan.
“Whatever, it’s not like you don’t enjoy them. It’s just such a classic story, and I love seeing the new ways that it gets retold—”
“Okay, fine! We both know you won’t drop this until you win, so I’ll just opt for whatever will stop you from giving me that lecture about Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s relevancy in the 21st century again!”
Eliza tossed a pillow at Crystal’s head as she settled in, takeout container in one hand and chopsticks in the other.
The two women had been friends since middle school, and in many ways, they were more like sisters. A friendship that blooms at the same time as puberty and survives the roller-coastering hormones, crushes (of both the unrequited and the competitive varieties), family drama, school stress, college applications, and four years of being roommates was cemented for life.
While many well-meaning friends and family members had advised the girls, back when they were high school seniors, to not even consider sharing a dorm room in college with their best friend, Eliza and Crystal hadn’t given it a second thought. At first they were polite when offered this unsolicited advice, but by graduation time they had resorted to eye rolling, scoffing, and a sarcastic, “Gee, thanks, I never thought about that.” They knew they would get on each other’s nerves (heck, they already did), and they also felt pretty confident that they’d be fine. After all, they were more like sisters, and living under the same roof seemed to work just fine for all the sisters they knew.
“How were your lessons today?” Eliza asked Crystal. Crystal taught private English lessons online to students in other countries, a job she liked well enough but which got a little tiresome and repetitive.
“Fine,” Crystal said with her mouth full. “I had a couple TOEFL prep classes, and then one lesson with a kid whose parents want to make sure he gets into the best high school. He was five years old, so we mostly focused on sentences like, ‘Please take your fingers out of your mouth; I can’t understand you when you do that.’”
Crystal had a lot of patience, which Eliza admired. “Yikes. I think that’s probably better than the little ones who prefer to pick their noses, though.”
“Um, yes. Of course. If we could NOT talk about that during dinner, that’d be just super.”
“Sorry sorry sorry. Anyway, how were the TOEFL lessons? Do you think they’re prepared for the test?” TOEFL, or the Test of English as a Foreign Language, was a requirement for students applying to graduate programs in the US.
“Yeah, I think we’ll get there soon. We’ve got another class or two before they take it. But anyway, isn’t that enough shop talk? Don’t we have other interests besides what we get paid to do all day long?” Crystal glared at Eliza. “I’m pretty sure all those work-life balance experts out there don’t actually encourage you to talk about work with your roommate all night until you eventually burn out from stress and then die of exhaustion.”
Eliza laughed. “You’re right. You’re dramatic as hell, but you’re right. Just this once. But speaking of work…” She winced. “No, I swear this is important.” She dug through the pockets of her blazer before she found the note that had been left for her. “Someone left me a note at the front desk. Isn’t that bizarre? It was dropped off by somebody from State…want to make a guess who it was?” Eliza asked.
“Hmm…well, it better not be that shitty ex-boyfriend of yours. I’m going to hope it was Dr. Bennett, just stopping by to say how much he misses you and your genius brain.”
“Ding ding ding! You are correct!” Eliza exclaimed. “He just said he was going to call me later, and I’m not going to lie, that made me a little nervous.”
“Gosh, I sure hope it’s a pyramid scheme,” laughed Crystal. “Maybe he’s got an exciting opportunity that’s going to make you a ton of money with almost no effort, as long as you recruit everyone you know to be a part of it. Let me be the first to say, ‘Not it!’”
Eliza rolled her eyes at Crystal. She never took things like this, Eliza’s career above all, as seriously as Eliza did. Just then, she felt her phone vibrate in her pocket. When she looked at the screen, she smiled at the synchronicity of it. “Speak of the devil,” she said, as she showed Crystal the phone screen: Alfred Bennett.
“Hi, Dr. Benn—” Eliza answered.
“Lizzy! I’ve got the most exciting news!” Dr. Bennett interrupted. “We’re establishing a partnership with a university in TURKEY, of all places, and I know just who’s going to lead our side of things. I can’t go, of course. You know I’m not good on a long flight. But I thought you, you would be a natural! We’re starting right away. You’d need to be there next week. But of course that’s no problem for you, you’re young and unattached, and it’s just SUCH a special, once-in-a-lifetime opportunity! What do you say, Lizzy?”
Eliza stared at Crystal, wishing she could hear what was happening on the other end of the line. She directed her next sentence to both of the people listening to her, asking incredulously, “You want ME to move to Turkey next week?”
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“What in the actual…?” As soon as Eliza hung up the phone, Crystal pounced. “Did that just happen?” 
Eliza was too shocked to do more than nod as she sank deep into the couch. “I…I don’t even know what just happened. I mean, I know Dr. B. is a bit flakey sometimes—”
Crystal interrupted with a laugh. “Just a bit, huh?” Off Eliza’s look, her laughter stopped. “Okay, okay. I know the guy is, like, your career sherpa or whatever, but that doesn’t mean he’s not a drama king. Or that he doesn’t take full advantage of the fact that you respect him. Anyway. What the heck? I only heard your side, so…”
Eliza groaned. “Well, if it sounded like he was trying to convince me to move to Turkey in a week, then that’s exactly what it was. I can’t believe he would do this to me! I’ve just settled in to my rhythm at WCC, I’m happy, and now he’s expecting me to just throw that all away. This doesn’t make any sense!”
“It does take Dr. Bennett’s nonsensical ideas to a whole new level. Are you really not even going to consider it?”
“Of course not! I could never. What about my students? What about our lease? What about the fact that I don’t speak any Turkish?”
“Eliza, come on. Not speaking Turkish is hardly the biggest point of concern here, though I’m sure my mom would be happy to teach you a phrase or two if you decided to go,” replied Crystal. Crystal’s mom had grown up in Greece, immigrating to the US as a young woman, after meeting Crystal’s dad when the two of them were studying abroad in Germany at the same time.
Eliza forced a smile. “I can always count on Mama Kim.” She shook her head then. “But no. That’s not going to be necessary. Because I just can’t do it. It’s not going to happen. It might be a great opportunity, but I can’t leave everything and everyone behind here!”
“Doesn’t it sound a little exciting, though?” asked Crystal. “I mean, you could finally taste some real Turkish delight. Find out if it’s worth selling your soul for.”
“For sure.” Eliza was distracted, which a lesser trained eye than Crystal’s might not notice. But after a decade of friendship, Crystal could read her better than anyone.
“Come on, Eliza. What’s the problem? Why aren’t you excited about Turkey? About the job?” Crystal asked her roommate.
“It’s not about Turkey. I’d definitely love to visit there. But it’s the job. It just sounds like biting off way too much responsibility.” Eliza said, her tone rising.
“Do you really think it’s too much for you to handle? And do you really think Dr. Bennett would ask you to do something he didn’t think you were perfectly capable of?” responded Crystal.
“That’s the thing. I don’t think he sees me realistically. I may have been a great student, but performing well in class—and even teaching well, as I like to think I do—doesn’t mean I’m cut out for leadership. I mean, Crystal, this is basically administration! It’s just what I’ve always wanted to do, the next logical step for my career. I’m just not ready for it to happen so soon. This wasn’t the plan.”
Eliza saw Crystal’s eyes roll before she heard her friend’s exasperated sigh. “Right, because that’s what’s most concerning. The fact that you’re straying from your ten-year plan—by accelerating it, I might add—is the best reason not to do this. It’s not like you wouldn’t be teaching at all, right?”
“Of course I’d be teaching a class or two as well, but the responsibility for building the program and getting all the teachers standardized would be totally on me. I’m getting all sweaty just thinking about it.”
“I hear you. Let’s slow down for a moment and think, though.” Crystal said. “You haven’t accepted the job yet, and he’s giving you a few days to consider it before he asks anyone else. So there’s no need to get sweaty about it yet. Would you feel better if you made a Rory Gilmore-style pro and con chart?”
“Ugh, shut up.” Eliza smiled as she folded her knees up to her chest. “But also, don’t knock the pro/con chart. It’s an indisputably effective way of making a rational decision. I don’t have any chart paper lying around, though…”
“Okay, so what if we don’t actually draw it? Let’s just talk about it. What would happen if you did take this job?” Crystal asked.
“Well, I’d definitely learn a lot. I’d have a new experience, learn some new skills, meet new people. I like all of those things, but that doesn’t mean I want to move to the other side of the world—”
“Aha! Stop right there, don’t start answering what I didn’t ask. What would happen if you didn’t take this job?”
“Hmm. I guess nothing different, really. I might feel a bit like I’m missing out on something or like I wasn’t brave enough to have an adventure that I really wanted.” Eliza answered.
“What won’t happen if you take this job?”
“Wait a second. Are you using one of your coaching techniques on me?” Eliza asked. Crystal had always been one to chase down unexpected hobbies in her free time, at least for as long as they kept her interest. One of those unexpected hobbies of hers had taken her all the way to nearly completing her certification to become a life coach.
“Whatever, they’re good questions. Answer it.” Crystal pouted.
“What won’t happen if I take this job? Well, I guess I won’t finish my semester here…I probably won’t be around for all the holidays I like to spend with my family…”
“Anything else?”
“Hmm…well, I definitely won’t get back together with Alec. And I’m not saying that would be a major loss or anything.”
Crystal rolled her eyes. She had never been a fan of Alec and that was no secret. “Good riddance. Okay, last one: what won’t happen if you don’t take this job?
“That’s a different way of looking at it. I guess I won’t have that adventure. I won’t test my limits professionally or personally. I’ll miss out…” Eliza trailed off, a faraway look in her eyes.
Crystal gave her a minute to process before she started talking again. “What are you thinking? You got awfully quiet there.”
“I don’t know…I’m thinking about it,” Eliza answered, surprising herself. “I can’t believe I’m even saying that, and I’m probably going to talk myself out of it again before I even go to sleep tonight, but…yeah. I’m thinking about it.”
“What city is the job in?” Crystal asked, pulling out her phone.
“Antalya,” said Eliza. “I’ve never heard of it, have you?”
Crystal gasped as she held out her phone to Eliza. “This should definitely figure into your pro/con chart, friend. It’s gorgeous.”
The phone’s screen was covered in images of turquoise water, a coastline that seemed to stretch for miles, ancient ruins, mountains…Eliza found herself speechless as her hand dropped to her lap with the phone in it. “This can’t be real.”
“The pictures? Some of them are probably enhanced with a filter or two, but I’m sure they didn’t Photoshop a whole city.”
“You know what I mean,” said Eliza. “This chance falling into my lap. It can’t be real, can it?”
“Why not?” asked Crystal. “Why shouldn’t something like this happen to you? Why shouldn’t you have your world rocked by a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity?”
Eliza shook her head. “I just can’t shake the feeling that it’s a dream or a trick or something. That, even if I accepted the job, I’d show up there and find out it wasn’t real. That Dr. Bennett invented this whole thing in his mind.”
“Nah,” said Crystal. “He may be a bit of an odd duck, but he’d never go that far.”
Eliza wasn’t so sure. Trusting anyone but herself to make the right decision for her future was a terrifying prospect, and she was glad she had some time to think about it before Dr. Bennett needed her final answer.
“I can’t think about this anymore right now,” she told Crystal. “I need a distraction.”
Crystal picked the remote back up from where she’d dropped it on the coffee table. She pointed it towards the TV, ready to resume the episode of Baker Street they’d just begun when the phone rang. “As you wish. Though you and I both know you’re going to be thinking about this constantly, no matter what else is distracting you.”

      [image: ]It took Eliza a few moments the next morning to realize the whole thing hadn’t been a dream. She’d fallen into a restless sleep late at night, tossing and turning and weighing the possibilities before her. If she took the job, she’d be leaving behind her current students, her friends, her family, her entire life as she knew it.
But if she didn’t take the job, would she always wonder what she had missed out on?
In the middle of the night, she’d nearly convinced herself that she was the kind of adventurous soul who could throw caution to the wind and change her entire life plan overnight. But in the light of day, she knew that wasn’t true.
“Who would I be if I didn’t honor the commitments I’ve already made?” she asked herself. After all, she had rent to pay, courses to teach, and people who she’d already decided were worthy of her respect. She couldn’t change her mind and let them down now.
She left her bedroom to find Crystal in the kitchen, making coffee. As soon as their eyes met, Crystal groaned.
“I knew it,” she said, shaking her head. “You talked yourself out of it, didn’t you?”
Eliza rushed into explanation mode without so much as a “good morning.”
“It’s not that I talked myself out of anything,” she explained. “I just don’t think I can justify going back on the commitments I’ve already made. Commitments to WCC, to you…”
Crystal waved her hand dismissively. “Don’t you use me to justify your decision. I could find a sublessee in a heartbeat if I needed to. And it’s still early enough in the semester that WCC could replace you or rearrange the teachers’ schedules. What is it really?”
“That’s really what it is, Crys.” Eliza was exasperated. “Not everything has a deeper meaning, okay? I just can’t take the job, and that’s that.”
The two friends waited in tense silence for the coffee to finish brewing. It wasn’t often that they snapped at each other, and the unfamiliar feeling was uncomfortable.
Finally, Eliza broke the silence. “I’m sorry, I just…”
“It’s fine,” said Crystal. “I know you’ve been stressed. I didn’t mean to push. I just didn’t want to see you miss out on something special.”
Eliza nodded. “And I appreciate that, I really do. I just think it’s for the best.”
Before Crystal could respond, they were interrupted by Eliza’s phone buzzing in her hand. Out of force of habit, she glanced down at the notification—even though she would judge anyone else who got distracted by their phone while talking to her, she couldn’t help doing it herself from time to time—and gasped.
“Oh my God,” she said, her phone slipping through her fingers and landing on the counter. Eliza dropped onto a stool, already feeling her head start to swirl with anxious thoughts, her heart begin to race, and her palms begin to sweat.
“What is it?” Crystal rushed around the counter, one hand on Eliza’s shoulder as they both reached towards the phone.
There on the screen was the message from Dr. Bennett that had just changed everything.
“I couldn’t wait any longer for your response, my dear. This offer is too good to pass up, so I accepted the Antalya job on your behalf. Just sent your letter of resignation to WCC. Call me later to talk about your flight preferences. So exciting, isn’t it?”
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Here goes nothing, I guess. It’s been a hell of a week since Dr. Bennett first told me about the job in Turkey. My flight leaves tomorrow. I can’t imagine how I’m going to sleep tonight. 
Eliza set down her journal. She knew it would be nice to look back at this experience documented in as much detail as possible…and yet she couldn’t bring herself to sit down and write it out. The pre-flight jitters, pre-move jitters, were very, very real.
She walked back into the living room, where Crystal was flipping through channels on the television. She didn’t seem too bothered by any of this.
“Did you get all packed up?” Crystal asked her roommate. “Ready for the big flight tomorrow?”
“It’s totally overwhelming.” Eliza sighed. “I’ve got all my professional clothes, of course, but I think since I’m moving there for work, I can’t even begin to think about anything else. What am I going to do on the weekends? Never mind that, what am I going to wear? And how do people dress in Turkey, anyway?”
Crystal laughed. “For how much you just love to know things, I’d have thought you would have done some research about that.”
“Of course I have! I know Antalya is a very touristy city, so I’m sure there’s a wide range of ways that people dress. Hey, at least I didn’t ask if I’d have to wear a burqa.”
Crystal rolled her eyes. “You say that as a joke, I know, but I’m sure people have been asking you, right? I wonder how many of them could even find Turkey on a map.”
“No joke. People have asked me everything from if I’ll be safe in a war zone to if I’ll go to India on vacation since it’s right next door. A great reminder that whatever jokes people make in other countries about Americans being ignorant about geography and the world are, as it turns out, funny because they are true.”
“Sad as that is, I think you’re right.” Crystal answered. “Anyway, enough about packing. I’m sure the last minute panic of an empty suitcase will provide all sorts of inspiration for you. Want to watch a movie with me? Or do you need to talk about all the feelings you’re feeling about tomorrow?” She asked that without a trace of irony, and for that Eliza felt grateful.
“If we could talk, at least a bit, that would be great. I’ve been trying to write in my journal, but that’s going about as well as you’d imagine.” Eliza’s habit of writing in journals for only a week until she got frustrated with their lack of accuracy and perfection and went out and bought a new one was a running joke between the roommates.
“Sure, fire away. What’s on your mind?” Crystal asked.
“Well, obviously, I’ve never done anything like this. I know someone is going to meet me at the airport, but what if there’s a problem? What if I can’t get through customs, or the person who is meeting me gets stuck in traffic? And even if that all goes well, I just can’t help but think that my not speaking Turkish is going to be, like, a huge problem and inconvenience. What if I have a problem with my apartment? Or heck, even grocery shopping? I’m feeling so stressed about this, and I’m honestly having second thoughts.”
“Well, first off, what about all the Turkish phrases you’ve learned lately? You’ve done such a good job. Pop quiz: you walk into my home and I say ′hoş geldiniz’…how do you respond?” Crystal asked.
“Hmm. ′Hoş geldiniz′ means ‘welcome’…so I would say ′hoş bulduk,′ right?”
“Exactly! ‘It’s good to be here,’ though that isn’t an exact translation. But whatever. Yes! Say that, and I’m sure you’ll get a great reaction every time. It’s polite, people might not expect you to know it, especially since you kind of stick out as a foreigner, and it’s a great starting point.” Crystal answered. Thanks to Crystal’s mom, the two of them had been working together through a list of essential words. Even with just a few solid phrases under her belt (it had only been a week, after all), Eliza at least had the basics of polite interaction: greetings, please and thank you, and the ever-important welcome/it’s good to be here exchange that was unique to Turkish culture.
Eliza snuggled closer to Crystal. After all the time they’d known each other and been roommates, she was going to miss her best friend. Crystal made her feel braver and stronger than she felt on her own, though that wasn’t something she expressed to her in words. “When are you going to come visit me, again?” she asked, hoping against hope that it was sooner than she remembered.
“I told you, I’ve got to take care of a few things here and make sure I’ve got a day or two off in my schedule first. Plus I’ve got to wait until you’ve got internet set up in your new place, or else how will I teach my classes? But yeah, I’m looking for someone to come stay here in the apartment and water the plants. Then I can come and stay until you get sick of me.”
Eliza smiled. It was reassuring to think of having Crystal there with her. They were such old friends and so close that people often assumed they were a couple. She didn’t mind the confusion, and sometimes thought that it would truly make sense if they fell in love with each other. But they were already friends, confidants, roommates, and sisters. Apart from the obvious problem that Eliza was only attracted to men, the idea of having one person occupy all of those roles and be your lover just seemed impractical and irresponsible. And Eliza was nothing if not responsible.
“I know you’re going to miss me, but you’ll be just fine.” Crystal reassured Eliza. “I’ll take you to the airport tomorrow, and then before you know it, you’ll be picking me up at the airport in Antalya. Deal?”
“Deal.” Eliza smiled.
Crystal shifted forward on the couch suddenly. “Oh shoot, I almost forgot.” She pulled a small gift bag out of the basket at the end of the couch where they kept throw blankets, magazines, and anything else that needed to be tidied up in a hurry when visitors came.
“What’s this?” Eliza asked as she accepted the package. “You didn’t have to get me something! You know that, right? I didn’t think I needed to tell you…”
“It’s not from me,” Crystal cut her off. “My mom,” she said by way of explanation. “Obviously she’s excited you’re moving to Turkey, but well…oh, just open it.”
Inside the package was a square velvet jewelry box, and Eliza opened it to find a delicate silver bracelet full of small blue beads. They were royal blue with a lighter blue circle in the center of each one, looking almost like eyes.
“It’s an evil eye bracelet,” said Crystal. “It’s called nazar boncuğu. You’ll see that all over Turkey, and I guess my mom figured you needed one of your own for protection.”
“It’s beautiful,” said Eliza, her fingers traveling along the bracelet. “I don’t exactly understand, though. What’s evil about it?”
Crystal laughed. “It’s not evil. It’s more like it catches any evil eyes that are sent your way. You know, like if someone’s jealous of something you have, they’ll try to send you some bad vibes, but the vibes will get caught in the beads instead.” She shrugged. “You’ll see them all over the place in Turkey, I’m pretty sure. Maybe it’ll make more sense then.”
Eliza hugged Crystal. “Pass that hug onto your mom for me, please. It’s a bit late for Mama Kim, so I’ll text her tomorrow to thank her.” She closed the bracelet’s clasp and leaned back on the sofa. “Now, what are we going to watch tonight?”

      [image: ]Thirty-six hours later, Eliza was in Antalya. A driver from the university met her at the airport, holding a sign that said “Eliza Britt” outside the arrivals exit. He presented her with a note from her new boss, Dr. Çelik, apologizing for being unable to meet her. The note stated that tomorrow afternoon, after she’d had some time to rest and adjust to the time difference, she would come to her hotel to meet her and take her to the university.
Eliza’s driver dropped her off at a hotel near the beach where the administration had rented her a room. It was dark by the time she got there, so the drive from the airport to the hotel hadn’t been quite as scenic as she’d hoped. She saw several large stores and shopping malls, and there was a stretch of road that seemed quite empty to one side. She assumed that was where the Mediterranean was, but she’d have to wait until morning to confirm.
In her hotel room, Eliza kicked off her shoes and looked longingly at the bed. The flight had been long, longer than any flight she’d ever been on for her few and far between vacations. Considering she’d never flown across an ocean, she supposed she shouldn’t be that surprised that sleep had turned out to be an impossibility for her. A couple hours in, when the cabin lights dimmed and the other passengers fell still under their blankets and eye masks, Eliza felt a familiar anxiety. She was the only one awake, at least as far as she could see, and she suddenly felt like a nervous child again, staring at the clock in her bedroom, thinking, “If I fall asleep right now, I’ll get six hours before the alarm goes off. And if I fall asleep right now, I’ll get five hours and 59 minutes…” She worried that she’d feel so tired she’d miss her driver at the airport or say the wrong thing at customs.
But eventually she gave up, opting to trust herself and the pure excitement and adrenaline she was sure to be running on once her plane landed in Istanbul. She scrolled through screen after screen of available movies on the personal entertainment system in front of her seat, settling on a cheesy romantic comedy she would never have watched back home for fear of the merciless teasing Crystal would have given her.
In Istanbul, she found her way easily from the international terminal to the domestic one, where her flight to Antalya was waiting. The line to have her passport checked was long and didn’t move that quickly, so she was happy to have a long layover. She wasn’t surprised to find that the agent who checked her passport spoke English, but she was still relieved. The announcements on the flight and the signs in the airport, all of which were in both English and Turkish, were shaking her confidence in her ability to learn the language. She had had decent success with both Spanish and German in college, but as she stared at the Turkish words with some new unfamiliar letters, she saw that her prior knowledge was no help at all. If she was going to learn Turkish, she would be starting from scratch.
Back in her hotel room, Eliza prepared to take a quick shower. As much as she wanted to sleep, she knew she needed to wash the day and a half of travel off herself first. Otherwise, she feared she’d wake up with an oil and sweat imprint of herself (and especially her face) left on the sheets and pillowcase. Eliza recoiled at the mental image she’d created, then dug through her bag for a pair of comfy shorts and an old t-shirt from her alma mater. After her shower, she’d try to stay awake long enough to brush her teeth, but she made no promises.






  
  Four
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The morning of Eliza’s first full day in Antalya, she woke up to the sun streaming in through her window. She had been too tired the night before to realize that her window faced the sea, and as she gained consciousness, she became aware of the vast blue that stretched as far as she could see. She climbed out of bed and walked to the window, pulling back the curtains to reveal a beautiful view of the water and the beach. To the left, she could see cliffs and the buildings of the city, and to the right, she could see mountains dropping into the blue. She recalled photos she’d seen of Rio de Janeiro, and wondered to herself why no one had ever told her Turkey was this beautiful. 
She had hours until she would meet Dr. Çelik from the university, so she opted for caffeine and sea air to help her wake up and speed along the time zone adjustment her body was undergoing. She was pleased to see there was a coffee machine in her hotel room, as she didn’t yet feel confident in her ability to form a coherent sentence in English, never mind attempting to do it in Turkish. While the machine brewed, she washed her face and found clothes for the day in her suitcase.
She saw a few messages on her phone, responses from her mom and from Crystal to whatever babbling mess she had sent them last night. As she scrolled back now, she saw that apparently her way of telling them she had arrived safe and sound was to text, “Here. So tiredd. Talk tomoro.” Not her finest work, but it seemed to have gotten the job done.
Her mom had written, “Thank you so much for the update, sweetie. You are having an amazing adventure, and I am so, so proud of you. Mom.”
Crystal had written, “Cool beans! (Do people still say that?)”
Eliza smiled to herself. She felt grounded knowing that even though everything that waited for her outside the room was unfamiliar and new, on the other side of the world, there was unchanging love and affection sent her way. She wondered how people had ever been brave enough to leave home for parts unknown in the days prior to smart phones and the internet, and she doubted she would have been one of those brave souls.
For some reason, the thought of going outside was daunting to her, and she hesitated, finding one more reason to check something in the mirror or get something out of her bag before braving the world outside. There was a vulnerability to being a foreigner in a new place, and she wanted to avoid that vulnerability as much as possible. If she could plot out her exact plan of attack and orient herself from this room, then she could exit the hotel and walk with such confidence that maybe no one would even know she wasn’t
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