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Here I was in New York for an eagerly awaited three-day stay. This was a planned field trip for faculty and international participants, attending an Investment Negotiation Seminar at the International Law Institute, Georgetown University, in Washington, in 1982. The purpose of the visit was to give us a break from the intensive training and simulation sessions we undertook, and to acquaint us with significant buildings in New York.  
Our group made official daytime tours to Wall Street, The World Trade Centre, the United Nations headquarters and other sites. Late afternoons and evenings were ours to explore. Since I often visited but knew little of  New York,  I accepted the offer of a fellow participant from Jamaica to show me around.
               The first afternoon, we went for a walk on 42nd Street, one that was a favourite of people from the Caribbean. Minutes into our walk, I paused, trying to identify the figure approaching in the distance. My heart pounded faster. The person looked familiar, the stride, the flash of his wrist, the physique, square shoulders, unmistakable. It must be George, my brother-in-law from Jamaica. Could he be here and on track to cross my path in minutes?  
The person paused then leaned backwards, raising his arm to shield the glare and to get a clearer view. I imagined his thoughts. “That person looks familiar. The height, the gait are like Lorna’s. But she is in Trinidad and Tobago. That cannot be her.  No sir.”
 	We both continued with measured steps, like a march towards what seemed impossible and was inevitable. Proximity erased all doubts. We laughed away the shock and hugged each other. I also updated Nick on the reasons for my being in New York.
We both concluded that, it was a very small world. 
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