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“How I came to be a New Yorker”

My life as a New Yorker and my family’s life as a New Yorker started a little differently for my parents and siblings than for me.  My parents’ immigrated to New York specifically during the late 1980s. My two younger siblings were both born in America and spent every second of their childhood in New York (and still are).  As for me, I was born in Turkey, but raised in Brooklyn.  My family never left New York intentionally for immigration purposes after inhabiting a small apartment building in Brooklyn.  On the other hand, I had left only to return again.  In short, how I came to be a New Yorker is a confusing, and comical story mostly pertaining to the time period from 1987-1991.

My grandmother, the initiator of my family’s immigration came to New York in 1985.  Two years later my mom came to help out my grandmother, but she returned three months later because she was newly wed.  She came back again in 1988 when she was pregnant with me only to rush back to Turkey that same year.  She also had many other flights between the two major ones I stated.  The reason for her consecutive arrivals and departures from her native land to America was to retain her green card.  She couldn’t reside in Turkey as she wanted with my father, but couldn’t apart for too long either.  In order to lead a better life for themselves and more importantly for their children, they were willing to leave their country for a foreign one.  Though, they didn’t speak the language.

After I was born in the cold December winter of Turkey my mom planned for another trip.  Before the departure time my father had given me something that I would always have no matter where I’d be with or without him.  He gave me my name.  He snuck me away without notifying my mother of his destination so he could name me.  Therefore, not leaving my mother the option of what their firstborn’s name should be.  

Soon enough my mom accomplished her goal after the final trip back.  She started work at a jewelry store and then appealed to the American Council requesting for her husband.  My father came to America in 1990 and started life in Brooklyn, working at a gas station.  My parents gradually became New Yorkers.  Both worked at low-paying jobs to support one another.  Still, it was a difficult time period for my parents due to economic factors.  When my grandmother decided on returning to Turkey, she also decided on taking me with her.  She insisted on providing for me until my parents had a better grip on life.  I ended up leaving in 1991.  


Four months later, I came back and my life as a New Yorker with my family began.  I came back to find a new addition to our family.  My mom had delivered my brother while I was in Turkey.  When I came back I had a new four-month-old toy to play with.  I witnessed my brother grow up and change ideas and fads like changing a shirt.  He came to be a true New Yorker with his style, use of English, attitude and attachment to Brooklyn.  


Seven years later my sister was born and our family had reached the peak of its population.  She became the center of our universe and our “Big Apple” because of inherent qualities in her even as a kid.  She attended public school since kindergarten just like my brother and I.  Due to the diversity and different cultures she was exposed to in New York she became not just a New Yorker, but also a well-rounded individual at a young age.  


My parents had settled in on the best place in America.  Once our family was complete and all three kids were attending school, our knowledge about functioning in New York increased tremendously throughout the years.  Through the New Year countdowns, the parent teacher conferences, eating out from the corner pizzeria, understanding and speaking the New Yorker language, and being able to understand and comply with one another during difficult times is what helped us adapt to New York.  We’ve accepted New York as not only a place to live, but also a part of our identity.
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