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  My New York Decision


It was a warm summer evening in New York City, and I’d just arrived at Moynihan Station after a long train ride from Upstate NY. I’d been dragging my feet about making this trip for months. I’ve never been all that far from my little hometown of Whitehall. 
City life seems overwhelming to me just thinking about it, never mind actually visiting one—the size of New York City, I mean. Okay, I’ve been to Albany, but only for events at the arena. No walking around exploring the place.
I was meeting up with my favorite sister, Rachel, who’d left Whitehall about a year after our parents passed. She’s my elder by ten months. 
We kept in touch by the usual social media sites and text messages, some long late night phone calls. She’d been urging me to come for a visit for ages. Promised to take me to some of her favorite spots in the city and show me a good time. But I just couldn’t get the courage or motivation to go. 
I knew she was hoping I’d end up loving it and move in with her. I could do that. I worked as an illustrator and book cover designer from home, so I could live and work anywhere. Just wasn’t sure it should be in New York City. Or any other city like it. 
Another thing that kept me from venturing off was my fiancé Bradford Teller. At the time, I’d been deeply in love. So while she knew that would keep me from moving anywhere permanently, she kept hoping for a visit from me at least at some point. I just couldn’t make myself want to go no matter how hard she pestered me. Favorite sister though she was. And Bradford hadn’t acted like he wanted to come with me, so . . . I never went.
But then my little world came crashing down on me the morning of our wedding day, three months ago. I got a text message from Bradford saying it’s off. No explanation, no excuses. Just, Sorry TJ, it’s off.  
We’d been dating for three years and two months. All that time, the memories . . . down the drain with a three second text. Luckily, it’d been a small affair, just a few friends and family members. Of course, none of his showed up. We made the best of it. Or maybe, I should say my guests made the best of it. I was a mess.
My shock, anger, and disappointment turned into a depression that had me moping about, trying to figure out what’d gone wrong. Was it me? Had I done something wrong I hadn’t been aware of? What? And if so, why couldn’t he tell me so I could have dealt with it. Explained it or fixed it . . . something! 
Some people throw themselves into their work to cope. I tried to do that. Some days the drive, the motivation was there. Some days, not so much. 
Auntie Grace and Uncle George felt I should take Rachel up on her invitations. 
“Get out of town and see some new sights! Meet new people! Have a life! You deserve that, TJ!”
 Auntie Grace was quick to add, “Not that we’re sick of you, dear! We just worry about you.”
I’d moved in with my aunt and uncle after my parents died a day apart just after I started seeing Bradford. She from a long illness, he from a broken heart. Their medical bills and other debts hadn’t left much after all was said and done. The old homestead was sold, and what money was left divided up among us. 
My brothers and my other sister moved across country. So . . . I accepted Aunt Grace’s invitation to come stay with them once the house sold. Yes, at twenty-six, I’d still been living at home.
Uncle George build for me a cozy attic apartment so I could have some privacy when I wanted it. Even has a full kitchen and a nice sized bathroom. But mostly, I joined them for meals. Auntie Grace cooks better than I do! They also like it when I spent time with them. Watch some shows together. Maybe play some cards or a board game. They love their games! And we’d talk. Truthfully, I’ve confided more of my life and ambitions to them than I ever had to my parents. Not saying they were terrible parents, just not inclined to chat all that much.
Like my parents, Auntie Grace and Uncle George didn’t quite understand this work from home business, although COVID-19 did help them see the benefits of it. We didn’t keep our distance from each other either. We were family in the same house. So isolating ourselves had been no big deal to us. We rather enjoyed it. Okay, I didn’t distance myself from Bradford either.
Since the breakup, I’ve kept up a good front. Didn’t want them worrying about me. More than they already were, that is. Pretty sure it didn’t fool them though.
For I’d thought by now, I’d‘ve had a nice home of my own with a loving husband . . . maybe have even started a family. Or at least planned for one. 
Dreams duly dashed!  
Why hadn’t I moved in with Bradford, some wondered. For one thing, he never asked. Not sure if I would have done it anyway. All I can say now is, I am glad that he hadn’t asked. 
So, then, yesterday, as I lay in bed, trying to find a reason to get up and get with it, I got a call from Rachel.
 “Look, it’s been long enough! I know you won’t drive down here, so I booked you a train ticket for tomorrow. You better be on it! No excuses, you hear me, Teryl Jean? So pack your crap and get down here! I’m on vacation for the next two weeks!”
So . . . I packed my crap—and here I am.
As I made my way out of the station, I scanned the bustling crowd for some sign of my sister. I was beginning to feel a bit anxious when I heard my name hollered out.
“Teryl Jean, Over here!” Off to my left, Rachel waved to me, grinning from ear to ear.
Hurrying over to her, I dropped my duffel bag and grabbed her in a happy hug. Laughing and chatting with her as if I’d been thrilled all along to make the trip. I was that glad to see her! It felt good to be with someone I could be completely myself with. 
“You are going to love it here! You might not want to go back!” Rachel warned me. “Come on, we’ve got to have supper at this new place I’ve found! The most succulent shrimp and lobster I’ve ever tasted in my life!” 
We caught a cab and buzzed away to our supper destination. Everything was so strange and different to me. So much going on. So many people. Despite my pleasure at being with Rachel, I began to feel some anxiety, and yet, anticipation as well.
“You’d get used to it if you lived here,” Rachel assured me. “I have a cot for you in my room, or you can crash on the couch. Whatever you like!”
“Well, if I take the cot, we can have a talk fest all night!”
“I’m up for that!” she said enthusiastically.
Her new restaurant was a smallish place, about twenty tables. We had to wait for a spot because it was obviously a popular place to dine. 
Was worth the wait, though. The shrimp and lobster were every bit as delicious as Rachel promised it would be. I even found the courage to try a new cocktail to complement the meal. I usually don’t drink much alcohol. Had to have more than one of those!
 “So, you’ve still heard nothing from the bas—I mean, Bradford yet?” Rachel asked, passing me the rolls. 
“Nope. What about you? Still with . . . whatshisname?”
“Todd. No, I’ve ditched that Life Drainer. How I thought he was The One eludes me! I would’ve been better off if I’d stayed with Declan! But you know that story!”
“Yes, I do!” I acknowledged, then said, “I tried calling some of his family—which got me exactly nowhere. No one seems to want to say anything about it. Like they wish I’d just forget him and get on with life.” I gave a short laugh. “Like that’s been so easy. Wonder how they’d deal if it’d happened to them! Give a guy years of your life, and he throws it all away without an explanation. Just, Sorry. It’s off!”
“Well, look, Braddy Boy couldn’t have found anyone better than you! And I’ll tell him so, if ever I was to see him! But since you’re here and he’s  . . . wherever, we won’t think too much about him or any other guy! Not worth it, and you’re here to have some fun! We are going to have some fun!”
“Yes, we are!” I conceded. “But can the fun start tomorrow? Feeling a bit exhausted all of a sudden. That train ride . . . and  these cocktails . . .!”
If she was disappointed to have to wait to show me the city’s nightspots, she didn’t show it. She was quick to understand it’d been a long day for me. Maybe tomorrow I could get my head wrapped around a night life I wasn’t used to anymore. Well, not used to at all in a city like this!
While I’d planned to make up for an early night with some serious girl talk before dozing off, I believe I dozed off mid sentence.
The aroma of freshly brewed coffee and cranberry orange scones straight out of the oven woke me next morning. For a few minutes, I lay there trying to remember where I was. Finally, my brain broke through the fog, and I poured myself out of bed—or rather, cot. Padded out into the kitchen.
“When did you start baking?” I asked, dropping into a chair at her small table. “Or did you go out for these?”
“What? You don’t remember I worked for a bakery when I first came here? Probably would’ve still been there if poor Lucy, the woman who owned it, hadn’t gotten hit by a cab . . . That sucked. For her and for me! Hate the job I have now. Thought I told you all that.”
“Well, you probably did. I’ll blame it all on my woes with Brad. Anyway, if you bake other things as well as these scones, you could start your own bakery! Love this crunchy sugary top!”
“Glad you like ’em!” Rachel responded pleased. “So, what do you want to do today? Museums? A play somewhere later on? A stroll in Central Park? Or maybe we could see if we could locate the Cash Cab and have some fun with that!”
I gave a chuckle. “That would be awesome! But what are the chances we’d be the lucky ones to find it—and win anything if we did?”
“Eh, it’d be fun either way! There is, of course, shopping. I’m thinking you need some new clothes.“ She eyed my ratty sleep shirt and sweat pants with disfavor. “After that, we could catch a carriage ride in Central Park? Yeah? I’ll make the appointment!”
She booked us the VIP tour for later that day. 
First we went shopping. And not to any of the big name stores. No, our budgets didn’t support that level of spending. She took me to a couple of her favorite secondhand stores.
 Wow! Was I impressed! 
They apparently got their stuff from donations from wealthier people. Sold them to people like us for a fraction of their original value. 
I found a bunch of things to replace everything I’d brought with me from home. That was exciting! All this stuff—for less than sixty bucks! I was going to need a bigger duffel to take it all home with me! 
Which I found  in the second store we visited.
We had lunch at a cozy diner and then dropped my stuff off at her place. I immediately changed into a comfy pair of jeans and blue blouse. Kicked off my well worn sneakers for the practically brand new ones I’d lucked into for just ten bucks. Brand name ones too! 
“Okay, ready? We gotta get going if we’re going to make our appointment for the carriage ride!”
We scrambled to find a cab to 7th and 59th Streets. There, we made our way to our carriage. Our horse was a lovely Percheron mare named Stormy. As she stepped out lively into the Park, we settled in for a relaxing tour that included such sights as the carousel, Plaza Hotel, the Upper East Side, Balto’s statue and a host of other sites of interest.
Passing another carriage going in the opposite direction, the male occupant snapped his head around in our direction. My heart did a leap and a plunge in surprised shock.
“Oh, lord! 
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