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WHAT’S	
  STOPPING	
  YOU?	
  THE	
  CHRONICLES	
  OF	
  A	
  CANADIAN	
  GIRL’S	
  TRIP	
  TO	
  NYC.	
  	
  

	
  

STORY	
   A ND	
   P HOTOS	
   B Y	
   N EIA	
   B ALAO	
   	
   	
   	
  



	
  



Alive.	
  New	
  York	
  City	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  alive.	
  And	
  that’s	
  not	
  to	
  say	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  like,	
  dead,	
  or	
  whatever	
  back	
  home,	
  but	
  there’s	
  something	
  

about	
  this	
  city	
  that	
  had	
  me	
  feeling,	
  thinking,	
  and	
  behaving	
  differently	
  than	
  how	
  I	
  normally	
  do	
  –	
  I	
  was	
  put	
  under	
  its	
  spell,	
  and	
  frankly,	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  ever	
  want	
  it	
  to	
  wear	
  off.	
  	
  

	
  



	
  

Above:	
  View	
  of	
  the	
  Manhattan	
  Skyline	
  from	
  Brooklyn	
  Bridge	
  Park	
  in	
  DUMBO,	
  Brooklyn	
  

	
  

I	
  was	
  in	
  New	
  York	
  for	
  three	
  weeks,	
  and	
  the	
  purpose	
  of	
  my	
  trip	
  

EW	
   ORK	
   EIA 	
  is	
  what	
  my	
  Kuya	
  dubbed	
  me.	
  He	
  

was	
   two-‐fold:	
   to	
   explore	
   my	
   options	
   for	
   obtaining	
   an	
   MA	
   in	
  

came	
  up	
  with	
  the	
  name	
  during	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  many	
  pep	
  talks	
  he	
  

Journalism	
  and	
  to	
  escape	
  the	
  monotonous	
  happenings	
  of	
  my	
  

gave	
  me	
  leading	
  up	
  to	
  my	
  trip	
  to	
  the	
  Big	
  Apple.	
  “Vancouver-‐

everyday	
   life	
   to	
   which	
   I’d	
   become	
   accustomed	
   to:	
  I’d	
   become	
  

Neia	
   can	
   be	
   nervous.	
   But	
   you’re	
   NEW-‐YORK-‐NEIA!	
   N.Y.N.	
   is	
  

far	
   too	
   comfortable.	
   Numb,	
   almost.	
   It	
   was	
   time	
   to	
   see	
   what	
  

fearless,	
  confident,	
  and	
  world-‐conquering.”	
  My	
  anxiety	
  tends	
  

could	
   be—	
   who	
   I	
   could	
   be.	
   While	
   my	
   initial	
   incentives	
   for	
  

to	
  get	
  the	
  better	
  of	
  me	
  in	
  countless	
  situations.	
  I	
  obsess	
   over	
  

visiting	
   the	
   city	
   were	
   successfully	
   fulfilled,	
   the	
   trip	
   actually	
  

things	
  I	
  can’t	
  control,	
  like	
  what	
  I	
  could’ve	
  done	
  better,	
  or	
  how	
  

ended	
   up	
   being	
   more	
   than	
   just	
   a	
   mere	
   visit	
   to	
   prospective	
  

I	
   could’ve	
   prevented	
   or	
   enabled	
   the	
   occurrence	
   of	
   certain	
  

universities	
   or	
   a	
   twenty-‐one	
   day	
   getaway—	
   my	
   time	
   in	
   New	
  

circumstances.	
   Vancouver-‐Neia	
   is	
   neurotic	
   and	
   socially	
  

York	
   City	
   served	
   as	
   the	
   backdrop	
   of	
   my	
   Rom-‐Com	
   ‘epiphany	
  

awkward.	
   She	
   also	
   pretty	
   much	
   overanalyzes	
   just	
   about	
  

moment’.	
  Like,	
  you	
  know	
  in	
   Clueless	
  when	
  Cher	
  realizes	
  she’s	
  

everything—	
   especially	
   cryptic	
   text	
   messages,	
   or	
   messages	
  

actually	
   in	
   love	
   with	
   Josh?	
   Well,	
   unlike	
   Cher,	
   I	
   realized	
   that	
   I	
  

that	
  lack	
  any	
  emojis,	
  or	
  have	
  perfect	
  spelling	
  and	
  punctuation	
  

was	
   in	
   love	
   with	
   a	
   city	
   rather	
   than	
   an	
   ex-‐step	
   brother.	
   New	
  

(hit	
  me	
  with	
  a	
  ‘Yeah’	
  or	
  a	
  period	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  a	
  sentence	
  and	
  

York	
   resonated	
   feelings	
   of	
   self-‐love	
   and	
   appreciation	
   within	
  

I’ll	
  probably	
  think	
  you	
  hate	
  me).	
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Y



N



”



me—	
   a	
   burgeoning	
   sense	
   of	
   self-‐recognition	
  

that	
   had	
   long	
   been	
   stifled	
   by	
   my	
   doubts	
   and	
  

negativity.	
   From	
   getting	
   lost	
   in	
   Central	
   Park	
   to	
  

spontaneously	
   taking	
   a	
   trip	
   to	
   the	
   top	
   of	
   the	
  

Empire	
   State	
   Building	
   alone	
   on	
   a	
   Saturday	
  

night	
  (I’m	
  a	
  huge	
  fan	
  of	
  The	
  Mindy	
  Project,	
  so	
  

this	
   was	
   obviously	
   a	
   must)–	
   the	
   anxiety	
   that	
  

had	
   consumed	
   me	
   leading	
   up	
   to	
   and	
   even	
  

during	
   the	
   first	
   few	
   days	
   of	
   my	
   trip	
   soon	
  

dissipated	
   as	
   self-‐confidence	
   took	
   its	
   place.	
  

Did	
   this	
   mean	
   I	
   had	
   grown	
   entirely	
  

independent	
   within	
   just	
   three	
   weeks?	
   Nope,	
  

not	
   at	
   all.	
   But	
   my	
   ability	
   to	
   conquer	
   my	
  

apprehensions	
  helped	
  me	
  recognize	
  that	
  I	
  am	
  

more	
   than	
   my	
   hesitancies,	
   fears,	
   and	
   over-‐

analytical	
  antics.	
  My	
  trip	
  to	
  New	
  York	
  City	
  was	
  

a	
  major	
  learning	
  curve	
  for	
  me	
  and	
  contrary	
  to	
  

what	
   Vancouver-‐Neia	
   may	
   have	
   thought,	
  

New-‐York-‐Neia	
  loved	
  every	
  last	
  bit	
  of	
  it.	
  



***	
  

Left:	
   West	
   Village	
   in	
   the	
   evening.	
   For	
   the	
  

duration	
   of	
   my	
   trip	
   I	
   stayed	
   with	
   my	
   Aunt	
   in	
  

Chelsea,	
   Manhattan.	
   I	
   was	
   lucky	
   enough	
   to	
  

stay	
   in	
   such	
   a	
   central	
   area	
   within	
   walking	
  

distance	
   from	
   iconic	
   sites	
   like	
   The	
   Empire	
  

State	
   Building,	
   The	
   Flatiron	
   Building,	
   and	
  

Times	
   Square.	
   Rest-‐assured,	
   my	
   prime	
  

location	
  was	
  taken	
  full	
  advantage	
  of!	
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However,	
   this	
   day	
   marked	
   a	
   departure	
   from	
   the	
   rest,	
   as	
   I	
   was	
  

in	
   an	
   environment	
   that	
  

IN	
   NYC,	
   I	
   had	
   an	
  

made	
   me	
   feel	
   thrilled	
  

appointment	
   with	
   the	
   Head	
  

rather	
   than	
   intimidated	
  

of	
   Graduate	
   Admissions	
   at	
  

by	
  the	
  future.	
  Visiting	
  the	
  

an	
   amazing	
   university	
   with	
   a	
  

campus	
   and	
   learning	
  

Journalism	
   and	
   Publishing	
  

about	
   how	
   this	
   school	
  

program	
   that	
   I	
   was	
  

could	
   potentially	
   be	
   the	
  

fascinated	
   to	
   learn	
   more	
  

place	
   that	
   helps	
   me	
  

about.	
   The	
   meeting	
   and	
  

develop	
  myself	
  as	
  a	
  writer	
  

campus	
   tour	
   left	
   me	
   feeling	
  

was	
  something	
  so	
  alluring	
  

super	
   optimistic.	
   After	
  

to	
   me,	
   and	
   in	
   that	
  

getting	
   many	
   of	
   my	
  

moment	
   my	
   anxiety	
   was	
  

questions	
   answered,	
   what	
   I	
  

the	
   least	
   of	
   my	
   concern.	
  

thought	
  was	
  an	
  unattainable	
  

That	
   Friday	
   afternoon,	
  

goal	
   had	
   proven	
   to	
   actually	
  

with	
   the	
   sun	
   blazing	
   and	
  

be	
   within	
   reach.	
   This	
   was	
   a	
  

densely	
  populated	
  streets	
  

huge	
   deal	
   for	
   me,	
   because	
  

bustling,	
   I	
   was	
   filled	
   with	
  

ask	
   anyone	
   who	
   knows	
   me	
  

ambition.	
   Cycling	
   out	
   my	
  

and	
   you’ll	
   quickly	
   learn	
   that	
  

somber,	
  mellow-‐out	
  playlists	
  in	
  favor	
  

Above:	
  The	
  Flatiron	
  Building	
  in	
  Flatiron	
  District	
  

I	
   seldom	
   put	
   myself	
   in	
   unpredictable	
  

of	
  a	
  more	
  upbeat	
  selection	
  of	
  songs,	
  

situations.	
   My	
   disinclination	
   to	
   enter	
   unfamiliar	
   territory	
   is	
  

my	
  University	
  hunt	
  had	
  served	
  as	
  the	
  much-‐needed	
  pump	
  up	
  

because	
   of	
   my	
   incessant	
   fear	
   of	
   failure	
   and	
   the	
   ridicule	
   that	
  

playlist	
   for	
   the	
   rest	
   of	
   my	
   NYC	
   adventure,	
   and	
   I	
   was	
   beyond	
  

comes	
   with	
   it.	
   In	
   typical	
   Vancouver-‐Neia	
   fashion,	
   I	
   would	
  

stoked	
  at	
  that	
  fact.	
  This	
  Canadian	
  girl	
  was	
  inspired	
  by	
  the	
  idea	
  

rather	
   pass	
   up	
   an	
   unprecedented,	
   life-‐changing	
   opportunity	
  

of	
   beginning	
   a	
   new	
   chapter	
   in	
   her	
   life.	
   (Score:	
   N.Y.N.	
   =	
   1,	
  

than	
  immerse	
  myself	
  in	
  the	
  spontaneity	
  of	
  it.	
  Dumb,	
  I	
  know.	
  	
  

Anxiety	
  =	
  0).	
  	
  

	
  



	
  

ON	
  MY	
  FIRST	
  FULL	
  DAY	
  



	
  TWO	
  DAYS	
  LATER ,	
  however,	
  New-‐York-‐Neia	
  suffered	
  a	
  bit	
  

of	
   a	
   setback	
   as	
   Sunday	
   marked	
   the	
   day	
   of	
   my	
   Mom’s	
  

departure.	
   Now	
   I	
   know	
   what	
   you	
   are	
   all	
   thinking	
   –	
   you’re	
  

twenty-‐one	
   years	
   old,	
   why	
   does	
   your	
   mom	
   leaving	
   even	
  

matter?	
   Well	
   it	
   matters	
   because	
   I	
   am	
   a	
   TOTAL	
   Mama’s	
   Girl.	
  

From	
   devouring	
   gluttonous	
   amounts	
   of	
   wine	
   and	
   cheese	
   to	
  

watching	
   god-‐awful	
   horror	
   movies,	
   my	
   mom	
   and	
   I	
   do	
  

practically	
  everything	
  together.	
  With	
  the	
  exception	
  of	
  when	
  I	
  

lived	
   on	
   campus	
   for	
   my	
   freshman	
   year	
   of	
   University,	
   I’ve	
  

never	
   really	
   been	
   away	
   from	
   her	
   for	
   a	
   prolonged	
   period	
   of	
  

time.	
   And	
   as	
   embarrassing	
   as	
   it	
   sounds,	
   I’ve	
   also	
   never	
  

actually	
   traveled	
   without	
   her	
   before…	
   so	
   the	
   idea	
   of	
   her	
  

leaving	
   and	
   returning	
   home	
   without	
   me	
   was	
   a	
   pretty	
  

intimidating	
   thought.	
   In	
   hindsight	
   though,	
   her	
   departure	
  

served	
   as	
   an	
   ample	
   opportunity	
   for	
   me	
   to	
   finally	
   ‘adult’.	
  

Despite	
   my	
   initial	
   apprehension,	
   trepidation,	
   hesitation,	
   and	
  

just	
   about	
   any	
   ‘ion’	
   you	
   can	
   think	
   of	
   that	
   describes	
   being	
  



petrified	
   out	
   of	
   one’s	
   mind,	
   my	
   uncertainty	
   turned	
   into	
   self-‐

certainty,	
   which	
   turned	
   into	
   contentment,	
   as	
   I	
   eventually	
  

began	
  to	
  thrive	
  on	
  the	
  thought	
  of	
  being	
  alone	
  –	
  the	
  thought	
  

of	
  being	
  entirely	
  reliant	
  on	
  myself	
  for	
  a	
  change.	
  About	
  a	
  week	
  

into	
   my	
   trip,	
   I	
   had	
   successfully	
   found	
   my	
   stride.	
   No	
   longer	
   did	
  

I	
   second-‐guess	
   my	
   ability	
   to	
   survive	
   in	
   this	
   city	
   without	
   my	
  

core	
  support	
  system	
  or	
  contemplate	
  surrendering	
  this	
  once	
  in	
  

a	
   lifetime	
   trip	
   because	
   of	
   my	
   crippling	
   fears	
   and	
   debilitating	
  

insecurities.	
   Instead	
   of	
   succumbing	
   to	
   my	
   anxiety-‐ridden	
  

thoughts,	
   I	
   made	
   it	
   a	
   mission	
   to	
   visit	
   places	
   I	
   never	
   knew	
  

existed,	
   discover	
   views	
   I	
   never	
   thought	
   conceivable,	
   and	
  

immerse	
  myself	
  in	
  all	
  that	
  was	
  around	
  me.	
  And	
  while	
  I	
  knew	
  

pushing	
   myself	
   outside	
   of	
   my	
   comfort	
   zone	
   wouldn’t	
   occur	
  

without	
   a	
   conscious,	
   constant	
   effort	
   on	
   my	
   part,	
   doing	
   so	
  

proved	
  to	
  be	
  entirely	
  worthwhile.	
  	
  

(Current	
   score:	
   N.Y.N.	
   =	
   2,	
   Anxiety	
   =	
   0.5)



Above:	
   The	
   view	
   from	
   Le	
   Bain	
   at	
   The	
   Standard,	
   High	
   Line	
   in	
   the	
   Meatpacking	
   District.	
   What	
   you	
   will	
   find	
   here:	
   a	
   thriving	
   sea	
   of	
  

almost	
   illegally	
   beautiful	
   people,	
   a	
   super	
   fancy	
   drink	
   menu,	
   a	
   randomly	
   (strategically?)	
   placed	
   crepe	
   stand,	
   and	
   an	
   absolutely	
   unreal	
  

view	
  of	
  downtown	
  Manhattan’s	
  cityscape.	
  	
  

	
  

neighborhoods,	
  along	
  with	
  their	
  beautiful	
  dissimilarities.	
  One	
  

AS	
   THE	
   DAYS	
   PROGRESSED,	
   I	
   continued	
   to	
   grow	
   both	
  

of	
  my	
  favourite	
  neighborhoods	
  is	
  SoHo	
  –otherwise	
  known	
  as	
  

more	
   independent	
   and	
   wonderstruck	
   by	
   this	
   city,	
   as	
   I	
   spent	
  

the	
   photo-‐op	
   mecca	
   of	
   New	
   York	
   City.	
   Just	
   kidding.	
   I	
   don’t	
  

countless	
   hours	
   exploring	
   its	
   various	
   boroughs	
   and	
  



actually	
  know	
  if	
  there’s	
  some	
  official	
  title	
  for	
  that	
  (I	
  checked,	
  

there	
  isn’t)	
  but	
  if	
  there	
  was	
  it	
  may	
  as	
  well	
  go	
  to	
  SoHo	
  because	
  

this	
  neighborhood	
  is	
  so	
  damn	
  aesthetically	
  pleasing—	
  not	
  to	
  

mention	
  its	
  endless	
  array	
  of	
  Instagram-‐worthy/’like’	
  accruing	
  

spots	
   (shout-‐out	
   to	
   Greene	
   St!).	
   Short	
   for	
   South	
   of	
   Houston	
  

Street,	
   this	
   Lower	
   Manhattan	
   neighborhood	
   is	
   any	
  

shopaholic/foodie’s	
   dream—	
   which,	
   come	
   to	
   think	
   of	
   it,	
   is	
  

probably	
  why	
  I	
  spent	
  the	
  majority	
  of	
  my	
  time	
  (and	
  cash)	
  here.	
  

While	
   I	
   of	
   course	
   took	
   advantage	
   of	
   its	
   eclectic	
   selection	
   of	
  

boutiques,	
   my	
   days	
   and	
   evenings	
   primarily	
   consisted	
   of	
  

soaking	
   in	
   the	
   neighborhood’s	
   charming	
   cobblestone	
   streets	
  

and	
   intricate	
   cast-‐iron	
   architecture	
   that	
   encompasses	
   its	
  

streetscape.	
   I	
   also	
   fell	
   deeper	
   in	
   love	
   with	
   SoHo	
   after	
  

embarking	
   on	
   an	
   impromptu	
   trip	
   with	
   a	
   friend	
   one	
   evening,	
  

as	
  we	
  had	
  aimlessly	
  wandered	
  its	
  streets	
  in	
  the	
  pouring	
  rain	
  

in	
  pursuit	
  of	
  a	
  burger	
  and	
  milkshake	
  joint.	
  Despite	
  being	
  near-‐

delirious	
   the	
   entire	
   way	
   through,	
   there	
   was	
   something	
  

incredibly	
   liberating	
   and	
   endlessly	
   enthralling	
   about	
   being	
  

able	
   to	
   inadvertently	
   stumble	
   upon	
   streets	
   –	
   familiar	
   and	
  

unknown,	
  starved	
  or	
  stuffed.	
  Truthfully,	
  if	
  there’s	
  one	
  place	
  in	
  

New	
  York	
  City	
  that	
  inspires	
  me	
  ceaselessly	
  under	
  any	
  and	
  all	
  

circumstances	
  –	
  it’s	
  definitely	
  SoHo.	
  	
  (Updated	
   score:	
   N.Y.N.	
  =	
  

3,	
  Anxiety	
  =	
  0.5)	
  



	
  

	
  	
  

	
  	
  



Above:	
  One	
  of	
  the	
  many	
  cast-‐iron	
  buildings	
  in	
  SoHo	
  



	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

Above:	
  Local	
  street	
  art	
  in	
  SoHo	
  



BY	
   THE	
   LAST	
   WEEK,	
   I	
   had	
   become	
   a	
  

hybrid—I	
   was	
   part	
   tourist	
   and	
   part	
   local.	
   I	
  

say	
  hybrid	
  because	
  while	
  I	
  had	
  swapped	
  out	
  

the	
   ‘neurotic	
   tourist	
   visits	
   NYC	
   so	
   therefore	
  

she	
   must	
   see	
   EVERYTHING’	
   attitude	
   in	
  

exchange	
   for	
   a	
   more	
   laidback,	
   ‘neurotic	
  

tourist	
   decides	
   to	
   live	
   like	
   a	
   local	
   instead’	
  

approach,	
   three	
   weeks	
   hardly	
   gave	
   me	
   the	
  

credibility	
  to	
  call	
  myself	
  a	
  true	
  New	
  Yorker.	
  

So	
   a	
   hybrid	
   I	
   was!	
   My	
   days	
   had	
   gone	
   from	
  

being	
   overbooked	
   with	
   activities	
   and	
  

planned	
   exploration	
   to	
   instead	
   being	
  

focused	
  on	
  the	
  spontaneity	
  that	
  came	
  with	
  

living	
  in	
  a	
  large,	
  dynamic	
  city.	
  As	
  the	
  weeks	
  

went	
   by,	
   my	
   New	
   York	
   experience	
  

unraveled	
   at	
   a	
   more	
   organic	
   and	
   natural,	
  

rather	
   than	
   manipulated	
   and	
   structured	
  

pace.	
   Unbound	
   by	
   any	
   sort	
   of	
   schedule,	
   I	
  

walked	
  endlessly	
  around	
  my	
  area,	
  gradually	
  

uncovering	
   more	
   and	
   more	
   hidden	
   local	
  

gems	
   that	
   I	
   would	
   have	
   otherwise	
  

overlooked	
  completely.	
  	
  

	
  



One	
  that	
  stood	
  out	
  to	
  me	
  in	
  particular	
  was	
  

this	
   little	
   shop	
   called	
   Casa	
   Magazines,	
   or	
  



Above:	
  Inside	
  Casa	
  Magazines	
  located	
  in	
  the	
  West	
  Village.	
  

Left:	
  The	
  selection	
  of	
  magazines	
  I	
  picked	
  up	
  –	
  I	
  am	
  obsessed.	
  

what	
  I	
  prefer	
  to	
  call	
  it:	
  MAGAZINE	
  HEAVEN.	
  This	
  is	
  not	
  an	
  exaggeration.	
  

This	
   store	
   is	
   literally	
   what	
   dreams	
   are	
   made	
   of	
   –	
   that	
   is,	
   if	
   you	
   dream	
   of	
  

an	
   overwhelming	
   yet	
   fantastic	
   selection	
   of	
   magazines	
   jammed	
   into	
   a	
  

crammed	
  and	
  narrow	
  space	
  (I	
  do,	
  so	
  this	
  place	
  is	
  perfect	
  for	
  me!).	
  There	
  

is	
  something	
  so	
  entrancing	
  about	
  being	
  somewhere	
  that	
  is	
  filled	
  to	
  the	
  

brim	
   with	
   tangible,	
   creative	
   embodiments	
   of	
   the	
   type	
   of	
   work	
   you	
  

dream	
  to	
  publish.	
  The	
  diverse	
  selection	
  of	
  both	
  local	
  and	
  imported	
  print	
  

publications;	
  the	
  distinct	
  smell	
  that	
  emanates	
  from	
  their	
  freshly	
  printed	
  

pages;	
   the	
   stories	
   that	
   leave	
   you	
   feeling	
   introspective	
   and	
   enticed	
   to	
  

challenge	
   previously	
   held	
   notions	
   –	
   this	
   place	
   is	
   bursting	
   with	
   pages	
  

upon	
  pages	
  of	
  intricately	
  articulated	
  passions,	
  and	
  it	
  is	
  beyond	
  inspiring.	
  

Visiting	
  places	
  like	
  this	
  also	
  served	
  as	
  a	
  constant	
  reminder	
  of	
  how	
  far	
  I’d	
  

come	
   since	
   the	
   beginning	
   of	
   my	
   trip.	
   The	
   more	
   comfortable	
   I	
   became	
  

with	
  living	
  in	
  the	
  city,	
  the	
  more	
  my	
  anxiety	
  diminished.	
  New	
  York	
  Neia	
  

was	
  breaking	
  me	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  tightly	
  sealed	
  shell,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  all	
  for	
  it.	
  	
  

(Score	
  

so	
  

far:	
  

N.Y.N.	
  

=	
  

4,	
  

Anxiety	
  

=	
  

0.5)



THE	
   TAKEAWAY:	
   As	
   I	
   write	
   this,	
   I	
   am	
   currently	
   on	
   the	
   plane	
  

home.	
   For	
   me,	
   home	
   is	
   Vancouver,	
   Canada.	
   And	
   while	
   I	
   will	
   always	
   be	
   a	
  

proud	
  Vancouverite,	
  the	
  truth	
  is,	
  my	
  time	
  in	
  New	
  York	
  changed	
  me	
  for	
  

the	
  better,	
  in	
  every	
  sense	
  of	
  the	
  word.	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  lying	
  if	
  I	
  said	
  the	
  main	
  

feeling	
  in	
  my	
  head	
  wasn’t	
  sadness,	
  or	
  that	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  listening	
  to	
  my	
  self-‐

curated	
  “Top	
  Break-‐Up	
  Hits	
  of	
  the	
  2000s”	
  playlist	
  while	
  longingly	
  staring	
  

out	
  the	
  tinted	
  blue	
  airplane	
  window,	
  or	
  that	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  still	
  trying	
  to	
  find	
  

ways	
   to	
   sabotage	
   my	
  departure	
   moments	
  before	
  boarding	
  my	
  flight	
  home.	
  As	
  Mariah	
  Carey’s	
  “We	
  Belong	
  Together”	
  pops	
  up	
  on	
  my	
  

playlist,	
   I	
   instantly	
   feel	
   as	
   though	
   these	
   lyrics	
   were	
   written	
   with	
   my	
   New	
   York	
   love	
   affair	
   in	
   mind,	
   because	
   in	
   a	
   weird	
   and	
   very	
  

dramatic	
  way,	
  leaving	
  this	
  city	
  literally	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  as	
  though	
  I	
  was	
  breaking	
  up	
  with	
  it.	
  I	
  guess	
  what	
  I’m	
  trying	
  to	
  say	
  I	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  

fallen	
  so	
  madly	
  in	
  love	
  with	
  New	
  York	
  City	
  during	
  my	
  time	
  there,	
  and	
  I	
  absolutely	
  hated	
  saying	
  goodbye	
  to	
  it.	
  (Final	
   Score:	
   N.Y.N.	
  =	
  5,	
  

Anxiety	
  =	
  0.5)	
  

	
  



Above:	
  View	
  of	
  New	
  York	
  City	
  from	
  the	
  Top	
  Floor	
  of	
  The	
  Empire	
  State	
  Building.	
  	
  



	
  



	
  



“SO	
  WHAT’S	
  STOPPING	
  YOU?”	
   they	
  ask.	
  This	
  is	
  a	
  

question	
  that	
  I	
  constantly	
  ask	
  myself	
  as	
  well,	
  and	
  to	
  be	
  honest	
  

with	
   you,	
   I’m	
   still	
   in	
   the	
   process	
   of	
   answering	
   it.	
   I	
   have	
   this	
  

tendency	
  to	
  constantly	
  come	
  up	
  with	
  excuses	
  for	
  why	
  I	
  don’t	
  

immerse	
   myself	
   in	
   my	
   passions	
   or	
   fully	
   commit	
   to	
   pursuing	
  

the	
  things	
  that	
  I	
  love.	
  I	
  waver	
  in	
  the	
  face	
  of	
  change,	
  and	
  am	
  

addicted	
  to	
  the	
  comfort	
  of	
  familiarity.	
  My	
  New	
  York	
  City	
  trip	
  

aided	
   in	
   this	
   revelation	
   and	
   has	
   helped	
   me	
   better	
   understand	
  

not	
  only	
  what	
  I	
  could	
  be,	
  but	
  also	
  what	
  has	
  been	
  holding	
  back	
  

from	
   becoming	
   it.	
   Within	
   three	
   weeks,	
   I	
   found	
   myself	
   to	
   have	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  



	
  



gone	
  from	
  being	
  entirely	
  dependent	
  on	
  others,	
  to	
  being	
  more	
  

self-‐reliant	
   and	
   the	
   most	
   entrusting	
   of	
   my	
   own	
   capabilities	
  

than	
  ever	
  before.	
  This	
  has	
  been	
  the	
  most	
  exhilarating,	
  nerve-‐

racking,	
   and	
   introspective	
   experience	
   of	
   my	
   life,	
   and	
   New-‐

York-‐Neia	
  is	
  someone	
  I	
   have	
   grown	
   to	
  truly	
   adore.	
   She’s	
   the	
  

type	
  of	
  person	
  I	
  hope	
  to	
  one	
  day	
  embody	
  full-‐time,	
  regardless	
  

of	
   where	
   I	
   am	
   –	
   be	
   it	
   in	
   Vancouver,	
   New	
   York,	
   or	
   anywhere	
  

else.	
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