ACK EAST

New York, New Jerses, Pw&/m - 2007

. Back East: New York, New Jersey &
Pennsylvaniai 2007

[UPDATE: March, 201306 As |
gradually go back over my old
travel ogues, | 61 driginale
text intact but adding additional
comments in boldfaced enclosed in
brackets to expand on what was
originally sai d. I
additional scanned photos to enhance
the original travelogues.]

|l 6ve wanted to d

for year s . I'n fact ev.
possible to check air fares online (about ten
years now), | 6ve per.i

would cost to fly out east and spend a
relaxed week or so driving around upstate
New York and the surrounding area.
[Periodically | &1 1 continu
different vacations. The places | check
out today are most often Australia and
ABOVE: Baseball Hall of Fame i Cooperstown, New York Argentina] Whi | e it hadnd
BELOW: Riverside Church i New York City lot cheaper in 2007, with prices for

S T m everything skyrocketing (even though the
government says we have no inflation
[That comment was intended as a slam
to the Bush administration, though in
fairness | should point out that the
Democrats have been just as likely as
the Republicans to say inflation is stable
when in fact prices on things people
actually buy are soaring.]), this seemed
as if it might be the last chance | might have
to do this kind of vacation. Shortly after
Christmas | found an affordable airfare
together with a reasonably priced car rental,
and | booked it almost on the spot.

Since then the trip evolved quite a
bit. | changed the itinerary somewhat,
including or omitting a variety of different
places and changing around the order in
whi ch |l 6d see thing:
booked various hotels, eventually changing
every single lodging reservation |
originally made. In fact | made one last



hotel change the night before | left. The end result was a fascinating and most enjoyable week-long getaway.

Friday, Augut 3

Friday, August 3: Algona, lowa to Easton, Pennsylvania, via Mason City,
Minneapolis, Detroit, and Allentown

This summer it has sometimes seemed as if |l 6ve spent as mu
technology coordinator resigned her position last spring, and among other changes that has made me the sole person responsible for
the school website. While it is theoretically possible to do all the maintenance and updating from home, the dial-up internet service |

have makes it very slow and tedious . So when things need to be wupdated, I 6m muc|
dedicated internet connection they have there. [ | now have a high speed cable modem conne
easier to work on the website at school.] | was out at school this morning working on
started out. Around 9am | pickedupsome scrip gi ft cards 1 6d ordered to use while |

I had an uneventful drive east on highway 18. While a bit of construction would be a sign of things to come [at the time they
were doing re-surfacing near the town of Wesley], it really wasnét all that bad.

| stopped for breakfast at the Country Kitchen in Mason City [which has since closedd the building now houses a
Whiskey Creek steakhouse], where | had the fAskillet scrambl eesautesservedoudr bleed e gg
of hash brownsd definitely not health food, but tasty). The place was not terribly busy, and it was interesting to overhear conversations
from some of the other diners. Most interesting was a pair of truck drivers seated in a booth by the parking lot. They were essentially
sharing war stories, commiserating with each other about the trials and tribulations of the job. One had nearly gotten pinned under
heavy objects he was trying to unload at a factory in Chicago, and the other was currently being sued for allegedly hitting a car in a
Mc Donal ds parking | ot. H sai the parking 1ot had compl éeeel y

e d
near the car in question.

As | left the restaurant | bought the

Des Moines Register and the Mason City
Globe-Gazette. By far the most important
news today was the aft
bridge collapse in Minneapolis. While of
course | sympathize with those affected by all
disasters, | must say this one quite literally hit
home. | 6vea850 imaemry dn
horrible, obsolete interstate, but | never really
thought of it as structurally unsafe. From
todaybdés papers, thougt
that the bridge was known to be unsafe for
years before it collapsed, but the Minnesota
Depart ment of Transpc
doing anything about it. [Apparently an
automatic de-icing feature of the bridge
which continually sprayed chemicals
through the winter was a major culprit in
weakening the structure. Many Minnesota
bridges have automatic de-icing, and it
; ¢ ] - does make me wonder just how safe the

£ 3 7 others are. It took about a year for MN-DOT

Collapsed I-25W bridge i Minneapolis, Minnesota to build a replacement bridge, and for most
Traffic throughout the Twi n Cities was frequently snarled throughout that
collapse had even happened.]

| stopped at the Mason City ShopKo store, where | pickta up
the school itself has never provided). They had close-outs on their summer clothing, with everything 50% off the lowest clearance
price. | ended up buying a pair of lightweight slacks for $3.75. Even if they fall apart after one wash, | can hardly complain.

As | drove westward toward the Mason City airport, | had an eeried though pleasantd experience. Every single one of the

traffic lights | encountered i n MaBBE/ERhappenyin Mesan Cityrwherentraffic isbispand s s «
the lights are in no way synchronized. | hoped it might be a good omen forthetripd and after the fact | can sa
one. [ That really was kind of cool, anddinMasen Cayoranyxgnalariplacet e | havenbo



| got to MCW airport at
10:50am, exactly an hour before my
flight time. Since | had checked in
online yesterday and was not checking
l uggage, there rece
to do but wait for an hour. The airport
also serves as the bus station for
Mason City/Clear Lake, and one of the
Jefferson Stages passengers provided
a bit of entertainment. He was an
unkempt twenty-something man who
appeared to be either mentally
disabled or under the influence of
somethingd perhaps both. He had a
CD/.mp3 player with cheap

P headphones, the sort of thing you
The one-gate terminal at MCW, Mason City Regional Airport might get for $10 at Dollar General
Store. This imitation fAwal kmano was still]l in its plastiotuptackac
everyone who was waiting and asked how much they would give him for it, suggesting $25 or $30 was a good price for the worthless bit
of electronics. |l 6ve seen people do that sort -wwWwnairpbriitnvgs cerminlyt h e

unexpected.

There are only three flights a day out of Mason City. (Technically there are six, since the flights from Minneapolis continue on
to Fort Dodged but no one in his right mind would fly from Mason City to Fort Dodge. [l actually always thought it would be fund if
incredibly expensivedt o do t hat. Sadl vy, itds no | onger possible, since t
carrier.]) Because of this the main waiting area is before the security checkpoint. They open security only for a few minutes before
each flight, and after going through you wait for final boarding in a tiny area right by the gate. At about 11:30 the woman in charge of
security went through the Asterileo waiting ar ea Anetichd sa Moosmp | Wacne
when the border patrol is searching for drugs hidden underneath cars. | have no idea what she expected she might find in an area that
had been locked to the public ever since the 5am flight had taken off, but she spent a good five minutes doing her search. Convinced
that there was nothing unsavory there, she opened up the checkpoint.

MCW is obviously wused to having a |l ot of people who doméet fI
very accommodating and forgiving about those who might not be familiar with the latest changes.  The big change in 2007 is that
liquids are severely limited incarry-on | uggage. Youdre only allowed liquids that <co
travel-sized toiletries are larger than that), and you have to put them in a clear zipper bag and send them through the X-ray separately
from your other luggage. Whil e | personally think itds checked upi

et her the Transportation Security Administrationds websi hgersimr an
Mason City didnét 6 -dizedobattpd of shamdao rorymodthavaish, bruypérdaps bottles of water or pop. Whatdé s mor e,
only a couple of people besides me had plastic bags to accommodate their liquids. One of the TSA employees was prepared and went

around handing out plastic bags and explaining the rule to everyone. They let those with containers that were too large go up to the
ticket counter and place the fAcontrabando in their chechkwodldbeags.
impossible to re-locate the checked bags, and all those oversized toiletries would likely just have to be dumped.

I was the first person through security, and | made it through without incident. Several people, however, set off the metal

detector. It seems as if elderly people set thi imgartha soft ofthepte ci al
have a probl em, but iitodés al most always something stupid utrmekak no
detectors have been in airports pretty muuahownoyealwlitothem. | i f et i me.

Everyone did eventually get past the detectors, and we soon boarded. | sat across the aisle from a pleasant couple who were
visiting their grandchildren (who | think would be adults themselves) in Bismarck. We chatted a bit, though not nearly so much as most
of the other people on board. Il ndeed, this was one of houngommos:t
MCW t o MSP, but I think | heard two dozen peopleds |ife stories

The strangest thing about this flight was that we flew at an unusually low altitude. While you never get extremely high on the
Mason Cityd Twin Cities flight, this time | felt like | was in a crop duster. We never did get past the barrier (10,000 feet | think) where
el ectronic devices can be used. I't was actually kind oftgdtanp t o
higher. [l assume there must have been relatively low clouds that we were avoiding. It really did feel like we were in a crop
duster, though.]

| had a LONG layover (about five hours) in Minneapolis, which is the trade-off for flying out of a minor airport. [l actually
rather like long layovers, and | definitely prefer them to scheduling the overly tight connections that the airline booking
computers seem to favor.] | filled much of the time walking the concourses, going past every single gate in the enormous airport. |
passed many twice, first walking the whole way under my own power and then going back via the movingwa | k way s . |l 6ve b
several times before (you pretty much have to go through there if you live in the upper Midwest and fly, since Northwest is the only



airline that serves most of the regi on) ,roundthedlocationswirmny iofrihe lbusiressési n g

in the airport. They seem to have pretty much the exact same st
The first business | patronized had nothing to do directly with this trip. Insteadi t was i n preparation for

after Christmas. Bet ween Christmas and New Yeardéds |1 061 1 ebgetting aki r

into Vancouver after business hours, and | figured it would be wise to have a bit of Canadian money on hand to start things out when

Il 6m there. So | made my way to Travel Ex, a money exchangencser vi

|l 6ve been to Canada, and t he gesinchhtadimeg Erenrembtereheatirgip to Ehundex Bay & whiledbaick n

and getting about $1.50 Canadian for each U.S. dollar. Today the two currencies are almost dead even (technically about $1.02
Canadian per U.S. dollar, but with service charges | actualy pai d more than $50 in U.S. money t
woul dndt surprise me if by Christmas the Canadian dol | atheholsaywor t
trip more than a bit kixpgnlsdlvle, whbrurny tdalad bts Isatmer .

| had lunch at a place called North Woods Fusion, which was basically a bar that also served eclectic food with a Minnesota
t heme. I ordered chicken and wild rice soup I(eofvseardpirlilcaedd., bTuhti se x\
the classic Tex-Mex quesadilla made with the Scandinavian staple lefse (basically potato crepes) rather than a tortilla. It was unique,
but really quite good.

| went to the airport Dairy Queen for dessert, where | exchanged a scrip gift certificate for a peanut buster parfait®. I dm pr
sure the last time | had one of those was when | was a kid back in Mt. Pleasant (when it probably cost a fourth the current price). The
mixture of soft-serve ice cream, peanuts, and tons of hot fudge sounded good, thoughd and it was.

While | was having lunch 16d noticed a sign near North Woods
had tons of ti me, I figured | 6d place was offwially opentoranot, becausentlzey had a blartk wf n o t
temporary phones (the things they get out so people can re-book when a flight is cancelled) partially, but not completely, blocking the
entrance. | snuck behind the phones and made my way up a tight little stairway to what is probably the most remote part of a very busy
airport. Absolutely no one else was up there, and except for loud background music and announcements, it was very quiet. Ther e 6 s
also a pleasant view, and it was nice to be out of the hubbub for a while. | took advantage of the opportunity to give Margaret a quick
call and Il et her know | 6d made it safely thus far.

After a while | made my way back to the main part of the airport. | paused for a while to listen to a concert a man was giving
on a grand piano set up right in the middle of one of the concourses. He was an excellent pianist, but at times it was hard to hear
because of the continuous announcements in the background. While most are routine (making a gate change or giving last call for
boarding), some are really quite silly. Frequently, for thenst a
Transportation Safety Administration has |imited whGven thata@ams ma
everyone hearing that announcement had long since passed through security, | had to wonder what the point of it was. Meanwhile a
female voice kept alerting us the f aca sorhethimg thafichlildrba @etermined framsclocksn t h
that are absolutely everywhere in the airport. These and other pointless announcements reminded me of the comedy film Airplane [a
comedy classic that remains one of my favorite movies of all time], where detailed and pointless announcements are replayed
endlessly.

I made my way to the departure gate (F-6) and then spent quite a while reading through the Star-Tribune and Pioneer Press,
which were of course filled cover to cover with news about the bridge collapse. It fascinated me that the local press seemed more
concerned about how the tragedy would impact area traffic than they were about the fact that dozens of people had been injured and
many had lost their lives.

After reading all the engineering problems on the bridge, Icouldn 6t hel p but notice that the gat
over the tarmac, tended to vibrate almost constantly. Both the constant movement of people on the concourse and the noise of the
aircraft outside made the structure move. | certainly hopeitwas designed to do that (though ités
the fact that this was one of the oldest parts of an airport run (like 1-35W) by the Minnesota Department of Transportation made me
even more concerned.

The fact tdhathildmshoultdnbe your clue that | didnoét perish in
even more shaking, though, from a couple of bratty kids who kept running around the gate area. While their mother seemed to find
their antics cute, | just glared at them.

| still had over an hour to kill at the gate. | spent most of the time reading a book called 2 Do Before | Die (it surprised me the
mi ddl e of thBRdotiwiltd whe2odniasdsdeofbedi nni ngklup foralddlat onpaicledtaace taltlehat s b «
Barnes and Noble years ago and never really |l ooked at it .assingl gat
He decided at the funeral to make a list of 100 things he wanted to do before his own death, and his book combines that list with a plea
for others to make similar |lists and complete them bef or eauthort 6 s
found i mportant, Il 6m glad thewbodok beal gocog{bhadked@ . 1 hapawibhtap |
discarded it]d though it did fill the time adequately atthe airport. [ | t 6 s i nteresting that t-butatBdrmes k tF
and Noble is still available on Amazon.comatapr i ce of $12.83 (which they claim is a sa:
of paying $13 for the book, even though the two people who bothered to review it on Amazon apparently did like it.]



They started boarding a little bit early, and the flight departed right on time. | sat next to a woman who said ho more than three
words throughout the entire flight. Her boarding passes indicated that she was headed for France, and | do hope she had a nice trip.
The flight from Minneapolis to Detroit takes an hour and fourteen minutes of flying time. They have almost two full hours allotted in the
schedul e, though, and thereds a reason. We spent near | yoafgata. t y n
When we finally were in the gate area, we had to wait another five minutes for another plane to push back at the gate we were
scheduled to arrive at. Never mind that there were dozens of empty gates, all of them available to Northwest. Only this one was
allowed forus,andwe coul dndét use it wunti[ll trheealdtyh edro n@lta nuen dleefstt.and how t hey
hubs | i ke Minneapolis or Detroit where pretty much all t legategg,at es
then why are they there?]

| had another layover in Detroitd not quite so lengthy as the one in Minneapolis, but more than long enough. DTW is a very
dul | airport. It consists of two enormous <concour s esslutelytidangcal i Ao
gates. They have some business, but none of it is very interesting (generic newsstands and gift shops), and the exact same
businesses keep repeating every few gates. Again | walked past every single gate in the airport, but | must say it was much more
boring to do that here than in Minneapolis.

| got to my assigned gate around 8:30pm, about an hour before our departure time. The same gate was actually handling two
flightsd one to Allentown, Pennsylvania and the other to Birmingham, Alabamad and it was interesting to look over the people there
and try to figure out which place was each person6s des theDaroti on .
newspapers (which were mostly full of Minneapolis news), and eventually it was time to board.

The most noteworthy thing on a rather dul | flight was that
Minneapolissbased crewod) had rather obviously never fl ovars tthhiag cshet di
to pronounce the name of our destinatioftonoRemwéathedlhye Emhaingi ¢ aw

Wisconsin or Littleton, Colorado. You may recall from the old Bruce Springsteen song, t hou g h, that Afwedbre | ivi
rhymes with Atheydre cl| o[bdctualy rmadéd that Jame errardnt ao edrlierstravelogm@doit. was Billy Joel,

not the Boss, who sang #fAAll entowno. | tingSteeragrewaip jeist hath anshoua &reso dast ma k
of the songds namesake, and the rather dark theme of AAl l ent own
pop Billy Joel typically sings. It 6s a mumdaraugmutsibh farns have made thekvero o g |
same mistake. It makes me wonder what other songs get credited to the wrong artists.] Most of the passengers were from

Al'l entown, and they just sort of | ooked at emarewowmt her and roll ed

Also noteworthy on this short (about an hour) late night flight was that numerous people had brought along computers on
which they watched movies theyéd downloaded to their h aorrdct td r i v €

download a full-length feature fimé 1 di dnét even know it was possible. Lots of peo
to me was that none of them actually watched a maotesiaedtherhswitchutgd i n
different film.

There was a couple across the aisle from me who were among the movie watchers. They also stood out, though, because
they were just about the only people besides me who were not from eastern Pennsylvania. The man had taken his wife with him on a
business trip, and it was clear neither of them was looking forward to this particular destination. The wife commentedthatt hey 6 d go't

a very good price on their rental caren awedd rteh ewna ya doduetd ifirwetlhe Is tsiuc
I f these people think All entown is way out i n t Wengd origimalkys |, I

booked this trip, Il 6d | ooked at the airfares for just abatombf eve

Mason Cityd Allentown was one of two (the other being Des Moinesd Cleveland) that came up dramatically cheaper than all the others.

Al l entown won out over Cleveland precisely because it diuintheave

sticks. Lehigh Valley International Ai mtgpaodayt to Torfomta) is enrthe gatgonoohthel 0 b

airlines called a Areliever airporto, that is one t haltheintaksasd pr e

for Allentown-Bethlehem-Easton) is about 40 miles from the Philade | phi a ai rport and 50 from Newar k.
airports, it serves the third largest metro area in Pennsylvania (after Philly and Pittsburgh), and it borders two of the largest metro areas

in the country. | rh owgraao libur to Newf Ybrk @ity, antd Badtimorey Annapualis¢c Washington, Wilmington, Hartford,
New Haven, Scranton, Wilkes-Barre, Reading, Harrisburg, Lancaster, and Atlantic City are all just a couple hours away. Rather than
the sticks, | aedas rihlet ;1 the hedrteof the East Cpdst megalopolis.

When we got to Allentown the stewardess again betrayed her rookie status. We were flying on a Canadair regional jet, a 50-
seat vehicle manufactured by the Bombardier company in Quebec precisely for the purpose of serving smaller airports like this.

Canadair jets have mini mal over head st od thgpmop plane that seraes Masgn Citynhasn i ma
more overhead space). Because of t hn-opitegn@ urhep putvactag proit when gou board they ¢ h ¢
plane, place it in a section of the cargo hold separate from the main baggage, and then you re-claim it before you enter the terminal at

your destination. When we landed, the stewardess saidwe couldcl ai m our bags fion the | eft side of

ABE does have some jetways (those bridges that connect plthaes di
one. Instead we went down steps to the tarmac, and courtesy checked bags could be claimed on a little trailer beside the steps.

We arrived at ABE about fifteen minutes early, around 10:50pm. It took just a couple minutes to do the paperwork to get my
rental car, and the clerk directed me right out the door to the rental lot. My car for the next week was silver Pontiac G-5. (I had a G-6



when | was in Alaska a year ago, and this seemed almost identical to that; | have no idea what the difference is. [Supposedly the G-5
was considered a compact car and was replaced by the Chevy Cruze, while the G-6 was a midsize car and was replaced by
the Buick Regal. They really did seem almost identical in size to me, thoughd quite a bit larger than what | normally drive.])
For the most part | liked the car. Its major problem was that a spoiler above the trunk blocked the view in the rear view mirror. It got
around 32 mpg, though, which is about the best you can do with a rental car. It also had good acceleration, and its air conditioning
worked well.

A problem the rental car shared with far too many modern cars was that virtually everything was electronic. In addition to

having to press a button just to unlock the door (what c aatetha k e r
digital dashboard display, and all the windows and the trunk lock operated electronically. | never did figure out how turn on the radiod
and | 6d have |iked to have because there were several pl dacDOF whe

broadcasts. | will say, though, that at least the ignition on this car operated with a traditional key. The person ahead of me in line had

gotten a luxury model, and apparently it had no key whatsoever. The rental clerk had to go through a complicated set of instructions on

just what he should do with the push button thing on the keychain to start the car. He obviously did something wrong. As | was pulling

out of the parking lot, | noticed that instead of starting the car he had set off its alarm. [l really loathe all these electronic features. In
fact, thatés part of whatoés made me keep my base model Metro fo
confusing, they provide more opportunity for things to break down, and they also add unnecessary expense to almost every

new car.]

| mentioned before that the Lehigh Valley is the third largest metro area in one of the largest states in America. That should
have been my clue to be prepared f the four-lane Expressway by the avgos (U 22, whicheisp ar e

al so signed&8f)ornmerbley albsol utely packed at 11:00 at night. The
thirty miles from the airport to one that was only ten milesa wa y . As | fought my way through the
that switch.

ABE is right on the border between Allentown and Bethlehem. | drove past the four Bethlehem exits and made my way on to
Easton, which lies right on the Delaware River on the border between Pennsylvania and New Jersey. Easton is best known as the
home of Crayola, the company that made its fortune on colored wax. The second exit in Easton was for 25™ Street and Nazareth Road
(amusing to have Nazareth so close to Bethlehem). | followed a bizarre ramp (all exits in the East are bizarre) and eventually came out
at a dumpy little shopping center at the intersection of those streets. My hotel was nowhere in sight, but somehow | managed to spot a
AComfort Itrhnadansiagm owi. I drove all the way through the shopping
eventually coming out at the hotel. I 6m still not really sure w

This hotel was a compromise between cost and location. | had priced hotels in Allentown and Bethlehem, and they were
universally unaffordable. When all those factories Bruce Springsteen sang of closed down, the Lehigh Valley reinvented itself as a
resort area. There are lots of hotels there, but on summer weekends they all fill up with people from the Philly and New York suburbs
who want to get away to the mountains. There was a Microtel (normally a cheap chain) less than a mile from the airport, but on Friday
night they wanted $189 for a single room. Not wanting to pay that much, | had originally opted for an office park in New Jersey. The
pricing there was the exact opposite of how it worked in Allentown. On business days the rates were astronomical, but on the weekend

things were cheap . At the | ast minute |1 6d decided I di dnodt really want
midnight, so | instead opted for Easton. At $98 (including tax), this was easily the most expensive place | stayed on this tripd and it
most decidedly wasno6t worth it. There wasndét anything westarsgo wi t |

reach my sixth floor room), but it was basically just a standard chain hotel that had seen its better days.

[Strangely , this hotel doesndt seem to exist today. | think it
Comfort I nn near the Easton Place Shopping Center, but itoéos a |
pl ace wher e |Isirderesting that even thisl nevder incarnation of the Comfort Innd Easton has gotten mostly bad
reviews and is rated #6 out of seven Easton hotels on Tripadvisor.]

| checked in quickly and made my way up the stairs to a room that reeked of smoke. |di dnét even turn on t
collapsed in bed.

| 6d purchased a pedometer not |l ong before this trip and .had
When | saw the amount today ( an dupledagshlwandered if itmasacountingtide steps hckuratelp@n n e x
this trip. Today it showed 12.4 miles. Given all t h & haveabkek i n g
correct No wonder my bkebmgtowettosleep.i red and it didnoét t

Sﬂlww(ky, Aagwd /]

Saturday, August 4: Easton, Pennsylvania to Denville, New Jersey, via
Morristown, New York City, and Hoboken



Whil e the Comfort Il nn wasnot an fihourly rateo estabhbnheunfotent ,
the time | used their facilities. | barely turned over in the sheets and was up again at 5:30am. That was actually intentional, as | wanted
to get an early start on a busy day. Il 6m notedurealldoyd wWwavrdts| ee
[Like far too many hotel beds, it was overly soft.]

| had a leisurely shower and then made my way downstairs for the continental breakfast that started at 6am. The spread
wasnét anything speciealch bhwtast ftodand whsozent eRded to be war med uj
before, and it was surprisingly good. They even had packages o
made it tastier. [French toast really does make a nice addition to hotel breakfasts. | like it far better than the ubiquitous do-
it=yourself waffles.]

Getting to the motel had been weird, but leaving it was even stranger. | re-traced my steps back through the shopping center,
but somehow the exit led a different direction than the entrance. | did manage to get back on US 22, though, and before long | was on
a rickety old bridge across the Delaware River. The bridge was toll, but strangely they only collect toll westbound. Since | was headed
east, | entered New Jersey for free.

In Pennsylvania U.S. 22 is a very bad old expressway. It has four lanes with a cement wall for the median and essentially no
shoul der . Trh8eo fisfiogrnmse rilnydilcat e that it was probably consi[daenrde d tatc
very similar to the Pennsylvania Turnpike, which is also considered interstate], but it would be woefully deficient today. 1-78 has
been relocated as a bypass south of Allentown and Bethlehem, and hopefully the new version is better than the old.

I mention that because at the New Jersey border the road changes a lot. US 22 is no longer limited access, but in many ways
itds more of an expressway. Phillipsburg, New Jersey | sroseassent
suburban while Easton is very urban. The highway through Phillipsbur g i s Cal |l ed Memor i al Av e n-lare, an
business st riimed with lisindsses tha whele way], there are remarkably few traffic lights. Instead some of the
businesses have exits exclusively serving them. (I remember seeing the same set-up on I-80 when | was in New Jersey with my father
decades ago.) It appears to be illegal to turn left anywhere along Memorial Drive. [Indeed in most of New Jersey left turns off
major roads are prohibited.] Instead they have a variety of U-turn set-ups, so if you want to go to a business on the opposite side you
go past it, make a U-turn, and then approach it from the other way.

I made it through Phillipsburg quickly and then joined the real I-78. While this area is quite heavilysettl ed (i t s consi
of metro New York), except for the fact that the i nt erthethghway. i s
All I saw as | drove along was mountains and forest. It was very pretty and with light traffic the drive was most pleasant.

I noticed something interesting while driving in New Jersey.
crossroad, a railroad, or a pedestrian overpass) has an enormous American flag draped on the bridge. That really stood out, because
New Jersey is a place | think of as among the most liberal states, and public displays of patriotism are not normally regarded as a f bl

stateodo trait. However, New Jer sey disthed\Vork drade Centerattacklaaually livéda Driingt h e
past overpass after overpass bedecked in the stars and stripes, | came to rather like the symbolism of conspicuous patriotism in a
heavily Democratic state. | amadkdepeebbdl pobuhet Pembcobht Bar aokve

€ The pundi t s-and-dick eur toontrysirtoi Reé States and Blue States; Red States for
Republicans, Blue States for Democrats. But I've got news for them, too. We worship an awesome God in the Blue
States, and we don't like federal agents poking around our libraries in the Red States. We coach Little League in the
Blue States and have gay friends in the Red States. There are patriots who opposed the war in Iraq and patriots who
supported it. We are one people, all of us pledging allegiance to the stars and stripes, all of us defending the United
States of America.

There are things | like and dislike about Senator Obama, but | definitely agree with that paragraph. The red/blue distinction is far too

simplistic and divisive, and ités time for the media to realize
[I1téds a real tragedy that Obamaébés el ecti on gpsliticlrdéevisiordie our s e €

countryd though pretty much none of it was really his fault. Just as he did in 2004, Obama as President has been all about

inclusiveness. Indeed many | iberals feel h e 6 s -cgrserativespan thfe ather i n r

hand, seemed to be so spooked by having a young, intelligent black man in the White House that they will do anything to
distance themselves from him and discredit him. | thought this might end when Obama was re-elected, but if anything the
Republicans in Congress seem to be doubling down on their strident rhetoric. Americans as a whole seem to get along all
right, and itds time our politicians did as well. The Dembutr at s
for some reason the Respanbtdb wantato dollowwsit |d@dsdthi gh ti me all our pol
statesmen instead of whining toddlers.]



iR
R

A%

-

ABOVE: View out the window of the rented Pontiac G-5on I-78 in the
mountains near Lebanon, New Jersey
RIGHT: Website view of flag on a New Jersey overpass

Before long | made it to 1-287, the New York City beltway. At this point
the beltway is mostly eight lanes wide, and while the immediate surrounding area
is still forest itodés not hard txited dtte
suburb of Basking Ridge, which is home to numerous chemical companies and
the place formerly known as Bell Labs. That the street | was on was called
iveri zon Drived tells which of the «
became. Like much of New Jersey, Basking Ridge is full of true industrial parks.
The factories are architecturally interesting buildings on nicely landscaped lots
surrounded by forest.

Mixed in with the industrial parks are old farmhouses that today are
essentially suburban mansions. Homes that would cost next to nothing in rural
lowa sell for close to a million dollars in Basking Ridge. Most come with an acre
or two of property, butthey 6 r e cl ose enough togeth
suburban rather than rural.

Thereds a fairly | arge area near
it would probably best be described as wilderness. Just east of Basking Ridge is
the Great Swamp National Wildlife Refuge, which just happened to be my first
destination of the day. Much of New
to which local place names refer). The vast majority, though, has been drained
as the most densely populated state in America has become home to ever-
increasing millions of people. The land that is now preserved as the wildlife
refuge was in the 1950s slated to b
combination of airport opponents and environmentalists were able to purchase
the land, which they donated to the federal government for use as a wildlife
refuge.



While the Great
Swamp touts itself as a
prime bird watching area,
| was here mostly to hike.
There is a lovely network
of boardwalk trails
leading throughout the
swampland, and the cool
of the early morning
made for  wonderful
hiking. | spent about
forty-five minutes walking
along the trails, and |

while | didn
any wildlife | still
thoroughly enjoyed

myself. [ | 6ve h
never been much of a
wildlife person. | love
plants, though, and a
hike in the woods is
wonderful relaxation
for me.]

Just north of
Basking Ridge 1-287
passes by Jockey Hollow
Encampment, part of the .
Morristown National Great Swamp National Wildlife Refuge
Historic Site. General Washington spent a far more severe winter at Morristown than the more famous one he spent at Valley Forge
(which, by the way, is only about fifty miles away). However there were better housing and provisions at Jockey Hollow, so almost
none of the troops here di e douryearl agb. Myemther Paal attddedrainational wanverition eohthey
National Education Association that summer, and my father and | accompanied him out to Philadelphia. While Paul went to meetings,
Daddy and | made day trips all over the area, one of whpiirc\Westt o o k
Orange. That was the | ast time | spent any significantthirkkefhinnt o
as | drove through the area this morning.

My destination this morning was Morristown, but | really had little interest in the historic significance of this colonial town that
long ago morphed into a suburb. Less than halfa milefrom1-28 7 and wi thin easy walking distance
old depot that serves as the Morristown NJ Transit station, which was the reason | was coming here this morning. On a weekday this
station would probably not be a good choice for a tourist. Most of the parking near the station is leased on a monthly or annual basis,
and those spot s tthigytfil vdath comnduters byl7ano ©m a weekend, though, Morristown was an ideal station to use
for a day trip into the city.

As | pulled into the NJ Transit parking | ot, I had to seirt
Prisoner Transporto that was surrounded by numerous youngarneen i n
looking guards. This was basically the modern equivalent of an old chain gang. The prisoners had apparently been contracted to do
construction and maintenance work for NJ Transit. Today betbcck y 6 d
tomorrow and see the same crew painting stripes i n ythwersetnadtti oanc tj
chains and were almost certainly from a minimum securityghbloadyi | it
murder, this project struck me as a good use of both the inmates

You get an idea of both how geographically small and how heavily populated New Jersey is from the fact that public
transportation here is primarily operated at the state level. NJ Transit runs trains and buses all over New Jersey, as well as in nearby
parts of New York and Pennsylvania. While they operate all types of transit, the core of their system is a variety of commuter rail lines
that fan out from New York City to the most distant suburbs. [One additional train line runs from Philadelphia to Atlantic City.] Ifit
were a weekday, | could have boarded a NJ Transit train at White House, New Jerseyd less than ten miles from the hotel | stayed at in
Pennsylvania |l ast night. That particular | ine dwoantngtdgohikipatthet e o
Great Swamp made Morristown an ideal choice.

[NJ Transit was badly affected when Hurricane Sandy hit in late 2012. Their main rail yard is located in the
Meadowlands near Newark, and most of the trains were parked there when the storm hit. The area was severely flooded, and
much of the equipment was damaged. Nearly six months | ater NJ
attempt to recover from the hurricane.]

The commuter tr ai nsthanGnyethersaie thenMetreotrailes indChidagoland. Metra has a special weekend



ticket where for $5 you can get unlimited rides anywhere in the systemd a gr eat value for tourists who
[ The price i s nitlanikredibleodea.] Wn fésr tsunately thereds no such deal on
ridership, they donodt need any discounts to pr omo-peak roundstiipricket)s ) .
which cost $17.25 to go to New York and back. (If | were really stingy, | could have saved a couple more bucks by buying a ticket to
Hoboken and then taking the PATH subway on into New York. That service is much less frequent, though, and it also involves an
awkward transfer.

| was expecting to buy my ticket from a machine, so it took me by surprise to see a long line of people queued at a ticket
window. There are no machines at Morristown, so | had to join the line. It moved fairly quickly, but its length meant that it was almost
exactly departure time when | finally got to the front. Fortunately that track construction the prisoners were doing had made the train
| at e, so | didndét miss it.

In fact my train was the second one to show up at the station. With the construction trains in both directions were running on
the same track, and it confused almost everyone on the platform when the first train that arrived was actually headed for Dover, a
suburb just off 1-80 west of Morristown.

I 6d ridden NJ Twhersittl dmok 3¢ fuadreets out east for quiz bowl b
Brunswick, New Jersey and took the Northeast Corridor line of NJ Transit into the city. That route was frankly ugly, running mostly
along the back side of old factories and ending up in bad inner city neighborhoods in Elizabeth and Newark. The Morris & Essex line
(named for the counties it serves) made for a much more pleasant ride. For the first half of the route the immediate right-of-way was
forested, with office parks and pleasant residential neighborhood farther back. Almost every station in this area has a big park-and-ride

facility. These were fairly empty on the weekend, but Indgmorei mag
ur ban at ithe Orangeso, a series of stations that serves la@m20%rea
Century, and is now being rapidly gentrified. Through the Oranges the route parallels 1-280, the route | drove along when my father and

| visited Edisondés | ab alll those years ago. When we reacheed Ne
Northeast Corridor train. The route we foll owed 06tdo doaeyprdssstsdsayu c h
anything in Newark was fAbeautifulod), but it wasndt the sort of t

The train was about half full when we left Morristown. People got on and off all along the route, but a lot more boarded than
departed. It was standing room only by the time we reached Secaucus, the last station before we tunneled under the Hudson to New
York. They run trains hourly on weekends (and every 15 to 30 minutes weekdays), and | gather from comments people made that with
gas prices what they are these days all the trains are now running full.

The construction had made us ten minutes late departing Morristown, and we also arrived at Penn Station precisely ten
minutes late. The trip takes just over an hour by train. In weekend traffic you could probably drive it in half an hour, but it would likely
take you another half hour just to find a place to park (and at least the cost of the round-trip train ticket to pay for that parking). | gather
at rush hour the same trip would take over two hours by car.

| followed signs through the underground maze that is Penn Station
and eventually made my way to the subway concourse beneath 7" Avenue
and 34" Street. To continue | needed to buy an MTA metrocard, the flimsy
plastic card with a magnetic strip that replaced tokens for admission to the
subway. There are two kinds of metrocards. You can either buy one worth a
specific amount of money and have $2 deducted each time you take a ride or
you can pay a flat fee and have unlimited rides for a set period of time. In
most cases the unlimited ride card would be a better deal for a tourist, but
today | knew | woul dndédt be taking a
PATH (a different subway not run by MTA, which accepts pay-per-ride but not
unlimited ride metrocards as payment). That meant that today buying the pay-
per-ride card was better value. | put $10 in the machine and got a card with

Metrocard $12 in value. | later added 50¢ more, which covered all my rides for the day.

Tomorrow | 6d b uy-dag passdon$7d which vwhen ath theerides were on MTA subways was a better deal. [Strangely
New York hasnot gone for fifcontactl essd smart card fare pdctesnent ,
Chicago has used smart cards as a secondary fare payment met hod
wi || be the main way of paying fares on the O6L6. Thatés also tI
several other cities. In New York the MTA has been debating updating their technology, but any actual update still seems far
in the future.]

Before making this trip | checked the MTA website seversaod
(downloadable audio programs) that describe the many deviations from standard patterns that the different subway lines have. Most of
those begin with the following statement:

Because of ongoing construction and renovation work, navigating the subway on the weekend can be tricky.
Sometimes you may have to go backwards to go forwards or change your traveling pattern all together.



Those lines went through my mind as | entered the subway this morning, where | immediately encountered a change of traveling
patterns. Most of the subways in New York operate on a twin system, with different lines providing local and express service on the

same route. On7"Avenue (what any ot helt i oied ytraiwnoimklg rires odal, whilehihe 2 @hd ade express

trains. Local trains run on the outside tracks in New York, while express trains run on the inside. Pretty much everybody in the station

was confused to see 1-trains runningontheinsi de tracks and 26s and 36s on the outside
doing. I't turns out theydre doing major c otras toend bdforedtsinormdl terminad s o u
Thereds no pduadorthetiosal ttacks, thoughr so it had to be diverted to the express tracks to stop short of the end of the

line. The 2 and 3 are able to run on the local tracks and then turn off toward Brooklyn, which is where it Would run to normally. When

you hear the explanation, it makes sense, but it was goofed up almost everyone on the busy platforms at 34" Street. [ Each t i me
been to New Yor k, |l 6ve carefully checked the transit status ahe
changes, though, even though they always have signs and leaflets in the stations as well as the web updates. ]

Fortunately this particular diversion didnét really ariytreanct m
on either platform would do just fine for that purposed no matter which tracks it ran on. | was expecting a 1, but the 3 got me to 42™
Street without a hitch. | then transferred to the S-train, a shuttle that does nothing but run back and forth under 42" 9 Street between
Times Square (where | got on) and Grand Central (where | got off). It takes exactly one minute to make the trip on the S, while it would
be at least ten minutes walking.

Since | was there, | decided to go upstairs and actually sec¢
the era when trains were trains. While its basement is one of the ugliest parts of the New York subway system, upstairs Grand Central
is spectacular. The grand hall is all marble with gilded highlights, and with people scurrying all over the place it really does look like
those Norman Rockwell paintings from World War 118 at least until you realize most of the people in the station are Asian or Hispanic
rather than lily white.

One place 1 6d hoped to catch a bite to eat i n -ovihedwcomypany tkat wa s
specializes in cream puffs. One of their locations is supposed to be on 41 Street quite near Grand Central, and since the French toast
had been quite a while ago, | thought 16d pop i n StSheetr which cloddathieo r t u

sidewalk in many places and made it hard to identify what businesses there were. | may well have gone right past Beard Papa without
even knowing itd oh well. ;

| walked east to 1% Avenue and : b P
the northward to about 45" Street. The 3
area along the East River where the
streets are in the mid 40s is called United
Nations Plaza and is officially considered
international territory rather than land that
is in the United States. In my apartment |
have an art print of the United Nations that
my mother used to display in our home
when | was growing up. | must say the
artwork looks much better than the real
thing. Up close the U.N. complex is
frankly rather ugly. The Secretariat
building is a big slab of black glass. It was
one of the earliest examples of minimalist
modern skyscrapers, and its successors
definitely have more character. That
building, though, is definitely nicer than
the actual U.N. headquarters, which is a
low round concrete building that has aged
about as well as a public housing
complex. The plaza is also not much to
look at, mostly bare cement with a few
sculptures and decorative trees here and
there. There are flag poles outlining the FL \ ; :
plaza where they fly the flags of all the United Nations Plazai New York
nations of the world on days when the U.N. is in session. On a weekend, though, the empty poles just made the plaza look more
barren.

I dd visited the U.N. on that same trip | made with my fiather
thing | remember was actually driving in Manhattan. That was surprisingly easy to do since it was the 4™ of July when we came. We
parked on a side street just offof 42 St r eet right in the heart of midtown (something
around on foot for about five hodisghhd petunnéettetocafind(Wedd I e
through the Brooklynd Battery Tunnel to get into Manhattan.) Fortunately the battery was good and the car started up without a
probl em. | dondét know wh dRartlwbedadse &of shatel mdke a goini off always cheaking that my lights
are off, even when |1 6m stopped for the briefest of times.]



Since | really didnét remember any specifics of my tripato t
real adult. | made my way to the north end of the plaza and prepared to go inside.

As you might expect, security is tight at the United Nations these days. | recall when | came here with Daddy that we just went
inside the building, bought a ticket (or perhaps it may have been free), and joined a tour. They may have had a metal detector, but it

certainly didndédt stand out. Today they have an enor mousdinguptot se
security. The uniformed officers have all the charm of a Soviet customs inspectors (or American ones, for that matter), and they
certainly dond6t make this seem |ike a place that woul d byrulesincent

the security area, much more so than at airports. There are signs everywhere advising that photography is strictly forbidden, as are
food, drink, audio recording, and having cell phones turned on. | was scolded for not placing my items in the X-ray tub in the preferred
manner and scolded again for taking too long in re-claiming my stuff. | expected there would be serious security in what amounts to a
government building, but I hadndét expected such rudeness.

Once through security, | exited the tent, made my way across the plaza, and then entered the ugly concrete building. They
charge $13 for toursd definitely on the pricey side, but | was willing to do it. English tours leave about every 10 minutes, and that was
about how long | waited for mine. They also give scheduled tours in French, Spanish, Arabic, Chinese, and Russian, and there are
occasional tours for people who dono6t speak any of t he ostaftigati al
11:30, and there was a Korean tour in the afternoon.

They recruit college kids from all/l over the world to be U.N

ability being the primary skill that determines who is selected. The guides are required to be fluent in at least two of the official U.N.
languages, and it is preferred that they speak another language as well. Our guide was a young man from Israel who spoke English,
French, Russian, Arabic, and Hebrew. The Spanish-language tour just before ours was being led by an American woman who also
spoke English, French, and German. The tours are intended to be given in the indicated language, but the guides will occasionally
answer a brief question posed to them in another language. Ours, for instance, answered one quick question in Arabic from a Middle
Easterner on the tour and another in French that was posed by a Canadian. | actually understood the French question and answer
(clarifying what he had said about some artwork), but | have no idea what the Arabic might have been.

The tour basically takes you to the main meeting rooms inside the U.N. building. In each the guide briefly described the nature
of the body that met there and its duties and then went on at length about the design and decoration of the room. | personally would
have preferred to hear more about the United Nations andorteess a
d®cor, it intrigued me just how dated the meeting r deotunsd details ankl e d .
the furnishings (light wood with curved corners and blue-painted metal) make it look rather like a high school from that era. Unlike the
outside, the interior has been meticulously kept up. What was ultra-modern after World War 1l looks strangely old fashioned today,
though.

Between one meeting room and the next, we saw a variety of exhibits in the various lobbies. One was about the U.N.
peacekeeping forces. The local National Guard from Algona is now part of the U.N. forces in Kosovo, so | paid particular attention to
that exhibit. It intrigued me that U.N. troops always wear blue hats or helmets regardless of the nations they come from. Canada and
France have supplied more U.N. forces than any other countries on earth, but every member country has supplied some troops. Most
U.N. troops are unarmed, and those that do carry weapons are only authorized to use them for self-defense.

One person on the tour looked at a map showing all the places where U.N. troops have been in the past sixty years and asked
why I raq wasndt included. The guide explained to her t hbepartofher e
a ficoalitiond that includes a mini mal E ur o p éaanstrech, thgughn ane the Unit€da | | i r
Nations has nothing to do with the conflict.

Another exhibit told about the U.N. budget, which is largely allocated to member countries on an ability to pay basis. The U.S.
has frequently complained that our assessment i s by far the | argest of any couassessgsds (
places like China and India see their economies explode). There have been many occasions when the U.S. has been late on its
payments as a sign of protest, but we are currently paid in full.

In addition to where it comes from, they explained where the U.N. budget goes. The guide used this as an opportunity to
explain all the little things in everyday life we take for granted that have come about because of the United Nationsd things like making
it an international standard that traffic lights use the colors red, yellow, and green; requiring that all air traffic communications be done in
English, regardless of the native language of the pilot or controller; or establishing global standards for drugs and medical devices.
Press coverage tends to focus on the actions of the Securfyilgpy Co
international trade and commerce. [ | t 6 s f ashi onadb| ®eppgosge ptelogpl @. N. | but regardl ess
acknowledged that a lot of good has come out of that organization.]

As with virtually all tours, this one ended in a gift shop. They have an eclectic combination of junk, scholarly books, and

fobjects doéarto filling the cavernous store. They r ees|theynitpdu s h
Nations issues its own stampsd worth 41¢ but for sale and usable only at the U.N. There was a long line at the postal counter, so |
di dndédt get any of those. | did, however, pick up a fewadoTheenir

pad is completely round, which actually is a better design than most mouse pads (where the corners are almost never used), and it



features the design of the U.N. flagd a polar projection of the world map with olive branches at the bottom. [This is still the primary
mouse pad | use at school.]

| walked from the United Nations through the posh East Side district. My main knowledge of this area was that it was where

AAunti e Mameo |ived in the play and movie of that name and wher
combines high rise condos, r o wh @) ané snall(afialinent Wuildingsomthebsisinesses on theirdaavér p ar
floors. This part of New York feels a |l ot |ike a Eulyamenadeforai ty.
fun place to have a walk.

I made my way north and west to the corner of 51% Street and Lexington Avenue [a street that is invariably shortened to
just fALexo0,wheyel Wwentdack doyn to the subway. My next priority was to get a new camera. The camera | had was one

my brother Steve gave mey ear s ago. |l 6ve always | iked it because itds a chea
losing or having stolen, and it turned out some pretty good pictures. Unfortunately it was on its last legs. The rewind mechanism had
beenslowl y dyi ng, and when | finished up a roll of film at theasU. N.
these days; everybodyés pushing digital instead of fil mantaSod mo :
took the train to the one place | knew of in New York where | was reasonably certain | could find what | wanted. That place was the K-
Mart at Astor Pl ace. This was the third time | 6d bipsamthetcity. Tthdr e f ¢
multi-story discount emporium has a direct entrance to the 6-l i ne subway station at Astor Pl ace
horizontal, but ot hedMariirstiee countr§. sl quicklykfaundaxagtly vehat hveas looking for, basically a newer but
more poorly made version of the camera | was r epl ac-Matgltworkédfigrot o

in Manhattan, though, and in just a few minutes | walked out of the store with my new camera.

[That camera died almost immediately; it lasted well less than a year. Today | do have a digital camera, and | also use
several digital cameras while working with the school website. Cheap digitals are available, and while they cost more than
the old film cameras, the fact that you dondt need to pay fdr fi
In doing these travelogue revisions, |l 6ve wished my old photos
pictures | want to include when | update things.]

Astor Place is in the area known as the East Village. You might guess its location (just east of Greenwich Village) from the
name. Most of this area is rather dumpy looking mid-rise (6 i 8 floor) apartment buildings with businesses at street level, and

apparently it has some of the | owest rents in Manhattan (tvély ch
cheap, itds had a decades ol d r e peaduting edgenof Soaety. \&hila thegpeople wege decidediyn g p ¢
younger than those | saw el sewhere in the city, on a hot tsheirmmer
dress or demeanor . These dayworitthywatsmatt mrostn pfarthem|l hatdy nomee

expect the same thing in any college town, and if anything the people in the East Village looked a bit on the tame side.

I wal ked down St. R
Street) tomy nextdestin at i on, whi ch
heard about on TV and read about in magazines.
Called BAMN! (with the exclamation point part of
the name), itds a modern -
automat restaurants. The last of the old Horn and IR e
Hardart automats closed shortly before that trip my
father and | made to New York, and the concept is
pretty much obsolete in the fast food age. When |
heard about BAMN!, | thought it might be fun to go
there. It was easy enough to find (particularly since
the entire place is painted bright pink), so | grabbed
a quick bite.

| f youobve seen a
machi ne, thatos i ke a
automat concept. Basically an automat is an
enormous vending machine the size of a store. The
whole place is filled with little glass windows behind
which various foods are kept either hot or cold. You
insert coins (things cost a nickel when the original
automats were founded; today pretty much

everything at BAMN! is $2) in a slot beside the BAMN! i the modern automat
window where the food you want is housed, lift a latch, and take out your food. In the old days things were served on china, and
you sat down at tables in the automat to enjoy what youdd damught

either stand at a bar-style tables or carry your purchase with you.

BAMN! features an eclectic combination of dishes. Several of them (like Spam sushid seriously) reflect the Hawaiian roots of
the placeds owner. I b o u g h-friedtmacaroni ahdechegse croqlietteg an ftemrthattis swpposedlyaa delieaeyp



in the Netherl ands. The other was a grilled cheese sandwAMdNh. I
Whil e the concept was interesting, t astedfike budt greass and attersvinedvas apetrifigd g o o
lump of the same stovetop macaroni and cheese you could get out of any box. Grilled cheese is a hard item to screw up. At BAMN!,
though, they placed a steamed tomato slice inside it that gave an off taste and made the bread soggy. It was kind of fun to put quarters

in a machine for my lunch, but | candt say 1611 be rushing back

Actually, looking around the neighborhood it surprised me a bit that BAMN! has managed to stay in business at all. The East
Village is full of interesting ethnic restaurants, offering food from around the world at dirt cheap prices. For not much more than the $4 |
spent for my greasy shack | could have gotten a good sit-down lunch at any number of more pleasant places. | gather that BAMN!
does a lot of their business in the wee hours, after the bars close down. In that context their offerings might be a bit more palatable.

[I did a web search for BAMN! in writing this revision, which gave confusing results. Several sources say the place
has been closed for four years, but their website is still up and running. The prices given on the website appear to be the

same as they were in 2007, though, so perhaps the siteis justflounder i ng i n cyberspace. I 6d think
theydd stop paying the bill and have the site removed, though.]

|l 6d read that Beard Papa, t hat cream puff chai n, al so had a
Since |l 6d failed to find Beard Papa this mor ning, I figured t
Unfortunately | coul dnot find them here either. | di d, odwoaweaver,
next to New York University. I candt say there was anything her

It was extremely hot this afternoon, so | went down to the subway to get a bit of relief. | took an air-conditioned train south to
Whitehall Streetd South Ferry, which was just a couple blocks from my next destination, the NYPD Museum. A clerk who was
stationed vaguely near the entrance said | was free to put whatever | wanted into the donation box by the turnstile. They suggested $5,

but I didnét have a $5 bill on me. I was cheap and paiidyamangct | vy
my least favorite of the places | visited on this trip. In the past | visited a very nice police museum in Toronto and a decent one in
Chicago. [ | 6d | ater see anotherNewc¥ookhés, nt Vamglbouveas]a mini mal col |

could easily have gone through the place in fifteen minutes; the only reason | stayed half an hour was that it was air conditioned.

I made my way back to the subway, where again | was faced
ometi mes you have to go backwards to go f
to

i s or wa rsdtation, so Ahaeto detour o p |
in Brooklyn and then catch another train back to Manhmriteatan. | I
even know there was a Park Place i n NewinAtantk Cityd righi?$ | veantdddorgetothée y pr
PATH station at the former World Trade Center site, but efcardeoul dr
where it was, and she gestured straight ahead. Had | thought about it, it made perfect sense that the construction project about two

bl ocks ahead was the World Trade Center. What surpri sed vedonewa s
a lot of construction on the building that will replace the former WTC. That construction means that while the PATH station that used to

be several floors underground is still technically og¢dtheyaaritwill it o

almost certainly be an enclosed sub-basement.

PATH, the Port Authority Trans-Hudson tunnels, is a subway system owned and operated by the Port Authority of New York
and New Jersey. It provides comprehensive service in Jersey City and also connects Hoboken and Newark with New York City. While
MTA subway rides cost $2, PATH only costs $1.50. [The MTA subway has gone up to $2.50 a ride, and PATH now costs $2.25.]
However PATH trains are older and dirtier, and they run much less frequently than the MTA subway. | waited almost fifteen minutes on
the steamy WTC platform before a train finally showed up.

| rode west to Exchange Place, just across the Hudson River on the gentrified riverfront in Jersey City. The station was
crawling with security people, which seemed more than a bit excessive on a weekend in this wealthy neighborhood. | went up to the
riverfront boardwalk and had a quick gander at the New York skyline (definitely not my favorite urban viewd Chicago is a much prettier

city). Then I set off west along Columbus Street. Si nce | hadnét really had much of a Il unch
outpost of a California institution | loved Fat bur ger . |l ve been to the Hollywood Fatburg
The Jersey City location was far cleaner and provided a much less colorful atmosphere than its West Coast ancestor, but the food was

equally good. I had the fABaby Fato (a smaller version ofAsinheir

California, it was overpriced but excellent, much better than the macaroni croquette and grilled cheese.

After this late lunch | made my way back to Exchange Place. | caught a train to Grove Street and then transferred to another
PATH train, which | rode to Hoboken. Hoboken is a small city (almost exactly one square mile) located directly across the river from
midtown Manhattan. Founded in the late 1800s, it became seedy when its industry declined in the late 20" Century, but today is

enjoying a renaissance as it gentrifiesintoone i nt o what it bills d4dtdMNewcYamarakdy diaxt h ol
a fiborougho. I't i s a c-oneatedrsubenbttHoygh] ocated transit
Hobokenbéts favorite son is Frank SiamkaSinata Placa.nl dvalked up that streeepasta o n t

gorgeous park tree-filled park along the Hudson. At the north end of the park Sinatra Place turns away from the river. Just north of
there the street was blocked off. | kept on walking and encountered the Fiesta Borrinquefia de Hoboken (the Hoboken Puerto Rican
Festival) . I didndét really stop at all, but | h a dtrarge-smeling fead f u |
for sale, as well as games of chance, carnival rides, and a flea market. Puerto Ricans can be of any race, and the people here



appeared to be a mix of black and traditional Hispanic in appearance. While the title of the event was in Spanish, the people mostly

hawked their wares in English.

North of the f i est a I came

across

t he remnants of Hobokenods i

development being built in the former headquarters of Maxwell House coffee. There was apparently a big controversy when the condo

developerremovedanol d neon sign with the old fAgood to the |l ast dropbo
|l ook pretentious rather than industrial, and | 6m sure |
The real reason | 6d come t

Birthplace of baseball mural created for
thesesquicent enni al of Hobokend:

street from Maxwell Place. Elysian Park was a bit of a pilgrimage
site for the baseball lover in me. While Cooperstown mistakenly
gets the credit (more on that later), in fact the first recorded
baseball game in history was played at Elysian Park in Hoboken.
Back in the 1800s this was a rather grungy riverfront park next to
a factory. Today itds a rathe
wealthy locals go jogging or bring their spoiled children for play
dates.

| walked down a variety of side streets as | made my
way back south in Hoboken. As | walked around the city |
coul dndt hel p but be struck b
Hoboken is certainly libera | but itbdés very
on money. | was handed a flyer urging me to support impeaching
Bush and Cheney, but one of the main reasons they gave for
impeaching our current executive team was that the stock market
is poised to go down on their watch. Similarly signs urged
support for gay civil unions (such unions are already legal in New
Jersey, but apparently the matter is coming up for review),
stressing that gay couples wer
most upstanding citizens.

| needed to use the restroom, so | stopped in at a Panera restaurant in downtown Hoboken and ordered some coffee and a

scone for the privilege of wusi

ng
been a suburban coffee house attempting to look like it was in an urban setting. [ Act ual |y

ities.
that 6s

their facil

fal se.

location in downtown Minneapolis on several occasions prior to this trip. That location is also truly urban.] Hoboken really is

urban, and the faux urban décor was a bit out of place next to the real thing.

[ Since my trip to

downtown Paneras in Des Moines, Chicago, and Washington, D.C.]

| could tell fr
the mends room in
I did my business and was on my way.

r eosutgrho. o m Ytohui sd ownadst
The

finroeramadl | uyr bsaene,

restroom was al so

I made my way back to the Hoboken Terminal PATH station and fairly quickly caught a train headed for New York. The train
was very crowded, and | stood for the entire ride. Around 5pm | arrived at 33" Street and Avenue of the Americas (a.k.a. 6" Avenue),

two blocks from Penn Station.

NJ Transit trains leave for Morristown hourly at 11 minutes past the hour. That meant | either had to rush to catch a train that

was almost ready to leave or | had to wait around for another hour for the next one. 33“str eet

separates

the Manhattan Mall, and its sidewalks are overflowing with people. 1 literally walked in the street to make my way past them and get to
Penn Station in time to catch my train. | made it and found a seat about one minute before departure time.

There was a bit of a delay before we | eft. We heard
from the engine. 0 While | dondt know e xguess. ILige mott mmutehtrains, N& €ransitt

operates in push/pull mode. Trains headed into New York have the engine at the front of the train pulling the passenger cars behind

themdpretty much |l ike youodd

expect a

A driver in a small compartment in the front passenger car operates the train, much like the driver on a subway. The power still comes
from the engine, though, which pushes the rest of the cars. Chances are the lights in question provide a signal from the driver to the

engi ne, and |1 06d

way back to New Jersey.

certainly hope

theyodod be working. We

Across the aisle from me on this trip were two fascinating young couples. There were four people there, but only two of them
ever talked. One couple completely dominated the conversation, and the man from that couple far overpowered the woman. The
woman in the other couple would occasionally grunt appropriate responses, but the man may have as well been a mute. The topics
they went through were also interesting. They spent about half the trip discussing a trip the loud couple had made to some Caribbean
island. It appeared to be one of those trips from hell that only gets worse in re-telling. After that they discussed various amusement
park rides. These were people in their 20s or 30s, yet amusement park rides were something they found important to talk about..
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The foursome planned to have a friend pick them all up at their destination, something | gather is very common for people who
take these trains. The loud man predicted that the friend would not want to pick them up at the station they had bought a ticket to, but
instead would want them to go to a more distant station that was easier for him to get to. When the quiet man called the friend on his
cell phone, that was exactly the case. Fortunately, it tmie.al |y
Eastbound they use seat tags |ike Amtrak uses to keep trauticketof p
and assume youdl | get off at the right stop. I f  ywark andvthem tictudlly t o ¢
ride all the way to the end of the line.

I got back to Morristown around 6:15 and found the car preci
leaving the parking lot a bit easier. | went back to 1-287, drove north a couple miles to 1-80, and then headed west for a few miles from
there. My ultimate destination was Denville, a rather generic suburb overshadowed by its much better known neighbor Parsippany. |
was headed to an office park just off 1-80 for one of those hotels that on weekends was cheap but that would have been ridiculously
expensive on business days, the Hampton Innd Parsippany (which is actually in Denville).

|l 6ve only stayed at Hampton I nns a f e w treamelyrecs hotelb. urhe chaimsownéd h av
by Hilton. The one time | stayed at an actual Hilton, though, it was a very generic hotel (much like a Holiday Inn). [That location in
Sioux City has lost its Hilton fr ancyedtwiee anthedPalmer HousevHiltan irCdowntawa n .

Chicago, which can only be described as an elegant old hotel.] Hampton really strikes me as a notch above that. This Hampton
Inn was no exception; it was probably the nicest hotel | stayed at on the trip. Check-in took virtually no time, and | soon made my way
up to an enormous room that featured a king bed, a full-sized couch, and a huge desk. The room also had a refrigerator and a
microwave, though | had no need for either of them. The only real problem was that they had the air conditioning off when | arrived,
and given the extreme heat of the day it took forever for the room to cool down. [Hampton Inns are invariably quite nice, and these
days they often charge as much ediess]more than fAreal o Hilton prop

| called Paul and Margaret on my cell phone to let them know how things had gone so far and set out to explore the
nei ghborhood. Honestly there wasnoét much to explore, t h olytgad .
businesses within walking distance: Exxon and Shell. | ended up buying some juice and a bag of chips at the Shell station, which was
my dinner for the night.

One of the main reasons it was hard to find a real place to eat was that it was difficult to get outside the immediate
neighborhood. My least favorite thing about Denville was that the place had no sidewalks at all. Sometimes there would be a path

worn into the grass, but most often |1 86d hayvee. tToat sumprisdd me, becaudeén b u s
most cases the East is fairly friendly to pedestrians. For some reason, though, suburbs everywhere seem to have an aversion to
sidewal ks. I dondt know what their problem is, but it makes it

When | got back to the hotel the lobby was filled with people who were there for a family reunion. The concept of having a
reunion at a hotel seemed a bit odd to me, though it would probably work pretty well. Apparently no one in this family actually lived in
Denville, but they were all from places not all that far away. The Hampton Inn was a convenient compromise for everyone in
attendance.

Back in the hotel room | ironed a few of my c¢l othes unulated had
during the day, and thenre-packed al | my things. Then | watched #fAAmericads M
recognize the New Jersey suspect they were after. When that show ended, the local news came on. The big story was that most of
northern New Jersey (but not Denville) had a boil water order in effect, because a recent storm had knocked out the water treatment

pl ant that supplies the area. The otRoedd bRogdrsitgoureyz Wieaste rohhikdst  hti he
afternoon. At one point | had thought about going to t ldeiss¥anke:
what turned out to be a somewhat historic game. On the other hand | probably saw things better on TV than | would have at Yankee

Stadium, and by not going there | was able to see a | ot of fasci

| checked my pedometer at the end of the day today, and | was shocked with what | saw. Theread-o ut s avalkéd 20.8 d
miles today. | recall reading about the Kennedys going on twenty-mi | e hi kes, but | never really i mag
not entirely sure | did, but even if the thingheasabme swver kimgsr il
for back home), | obviously walked a lot. The news featured a half marathon that had been run around New York today. While |
certainly wouldndét have had a competiti vredatleashthatmuchdistarmes f un t o t h

| took a leisurely bath and then went to sleep fairly quickly.

Sah&(ky, ﬁaﬁwﬂ S

Sunday, August 5: Denville, New Jersey to Port Jervis, New York, via New
York City and High Point



| slept comparatively late this morning, not getting up until after 7am. | took a quick shower, packed up the car, and then made

my way down to the breakfast area in the Hampton I nndés enordbmceus
stayed there before it 0wasdnlyalaquaber teotigh.yThay badl d containérdiltechwittd rabbery fried eggs and
another filled with fried sausage. | think the idea was that we were supposed to make breakfast sandwiches using those items. [IOIVAN:

never been a big sausage fan, though, so | passed on that and had a bit of yogurt and fruit.

The crowd at breakfast was certainly diverse. In addition to some of the family reunion crowd, there were tourists here from all
over the world. At the next table was a Hindu family whose women were decked out in elegant silk and metallic dresses. Another
family spoke to each other in French. (They didndt | i vikhite subtrle e g g
and it was intriguing to see such a variety of people staying at the hotel.

After breakfast | drove back down to Morristown. The prisoners were back again, and | made my way past them and up to the
station. The platform this morning was full of weird and often less than desirable people. Yesterday there had been a large number of
Hispanics boarding at Morristown, most of whom were headed to jobs in other suburbs. They were not there on Sunday. Instead there
were young black men attempting to sell things and elderly white men who appeared to have some mental problems. While they were
annoying, none of these people was dangerous, and | just made my way past them to an empty part of the platform.

Someone had littered the entire Sunday Stard Ledger (t he Newar k paper, whose matgedandad s
iStdaedgero in the same size type as the date. I spent modan of
yesterdayds because | has no seat compani on. T h o u @ me renhamedtempyi n w

all the way to New York. Most of the old men who had been waiting on the platform were apparently going to the horse races. There
are apparently several ways to get to the track, none of which are all that direct. Different little old men got off at different places,
though they all had the same ultimate destination.

After arriving at Penn Station | again made my way to the 7" Avenue subway. This time | bought a day pass [which MTA
of ficial |l yhoarahlimded ede Me@trdbcar d andlcaughtal-t r ain (again on the @wSteetgAs tr a
we made our way north, | became aware that in New York the streets are almost never referred to by ordinal numbers. My stop was
actually announced Bar lilaerhustdo s h &d 0b eoenne 0a nannodis nfxrdidn eatsyd i ft ihfet yn e x
woul d be fione sixteeno. 0n", 34" anh4e™) mverjseem to mdvelthemndinal ssiffixesattathed to tted in
colloquial usage.

110" Street is officially called Cathedral Parkway,
though no one actually seems to use that name. [LOTS of
NYC streets have alternate names that no one ever
uses.] Cathedral Parkway gets its name from the Cathedral
of St. John the Divine, an enormous Episcopal church that
has been under construction for a century. Much of the
edifice is stildl covered wit
a terribly beautiful place to walk past. Cathedral Parkway
itself is very nice, though. While its location at the south end
of Harlem might lead people to think it might be seedy, in
fact the area is filled with quite handsome looking apartment

buil dings. Thereds a good
Clintonés current home.

The area north of St . J
is the home of Col umbia Uni-~
school . Before | got my ma
when |1 6d seriously thought

the Columbia Teachers College. 1 still think that might be a

fun thing to do6t hough thereds no w
afford it these days. Columbia has a handsome looking

(though very crowded) campus, and its collegetown area

was surprisingly lively even on Sunday morning.

My destination was just west of Columbia, at 122™
Street and Riverside Drive. 1f122™ St r eet soun
long way from 110", it i snot . I'n Ne
are very short. There are twenty streets to a mile, compared
with eight in Chicago or twelve in most small Midwestern
towns. The avenues are much further apart, but even so my
Drawing from the Riverside Church walk from the subway station was less than a mile.
Sunday bulletin
At 122" and Riverside is Riverside Church, one of the most famous Protestant churches in the world. Riverside is unigue in
that it has affiliation with two very different denominations, the American Baptist Church (the most progressive of the Baptists, but still




Baptist) and the United Church of Christ (my own denomination, which morphed from burning witches in colonial days to one of the
most liberal churches there is in modern times). The church was founded by one of the great preachers of the 20" Century, the Rev.
Dr. Harry Emerson Fosdick, and its stated mission has always been to provide a sound Christian alternative to fundamentalism.

[ There are an amazing number of people today who think that
fundamentalist. | personally am a very religious person, but | am in no way fundamentalist. These people come from all
political persuasio n s . Even many | iberal Democrats seem to think you can
Christ himself was radical by the standards of his day and the bulk of his message is progressive even today.]

|l 6ve al ways had oa Ritveofsi den Cheig < hf though | canét say | re
The things | did know, though, I liked. My parents went to Riverside on their honeymoon, and they remembered it very fondly. On that
trip in 0683 Dalkhdktheraysowe @ralve rhuch farther north than most tourists ever go in Manhattan We made a quick
look around the sanctuary then and also got to tour their bell tower, where a musician showed us how the carillon worked.

The other thing | knew about Ri ver si de was that one of my favorite hymns
dedication. You may know the rousing hymn, which appears in virtually every hymnal published in the 20™ Century:

God of grace and God of glory, Cure Thy chil drenbds warr
On Thy people pour Thy power. Bend our pride to Thy control.
Crown Thine ancient chur Shame our wanton selfish gladness,
Bring her bud to glorious flower. Rich in things and poor in soul.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
For the facing of this hour, Lest we miss Thy kingdo
For the facing of this hour. Lest we miss Thy kingdo
Lo! the hosts of evil Set our feet on lofty places,
Scorn Thy Christ, assail His ways. Gird our lives that they may be,
Fears and doubts too long have bound us, Armored with all Christ-like graces,
Free our hearts to work and praise. In the fight to set men free.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
For the living of these days, That we fail not man nor Thee,
For the living of these days. That we fail not man nor Thee.

Save us from weak resignation,
To the evils we deplore.
Let the search for Thy salvation,
Be our glory evermore.
Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,
Serving Thee Whom we adore,
Serving Thee Whom we adore.

I like the theology of that hymn, which is essentially endthigheol c
fundamentalist Christians (indeed fundamentalists of all religions) never seem to pray for.
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The Riverside Church building is quite
i mpressive. It ds ap]|
Chartres Cathedral in France, and it fits in well
with its faux Gothic neighbors at Columbia.
Riverside also had scaffolding, apparently there
as part of a roof repair. The morning service
begins at 10:45, and it was not much after 10:15
when | arrived. It was hot out, though, and I
made my way inside hoping the place would be
air conditioned.

It was, and | was not the first to arrive
for services. A bl ack
by the door directed me upstairs to the
sanctuary entrance. The sanctuary itself was
enormous. | could easily believe the place was
modeled on Chartres; it looks like a big Catholic
church. The pews are arranged in three
sections with two aisles, and the main floor
could comfortably accommodate 1500 or so.
: There are also two balconies, and | have no
Interior of Riverside Church idea how many those would seat. Apparently



for special services (Easter and Christmas Eve) they also seat people in the church hall in the basement. The windows are lovely, but
the stone work of the walls struck me as surprisingly dumpy.

The altar area at Riverside is lit with two banks of theatrical lighting, which reminded me of a comment my brother John once
made that church should be good theatre. In a rather dim Gothic church, the bright fresnels actually made it possible to see what was
going on up front. More churches should consider using that type of lighting.

| took a bulletin from a rack near the entrance, not erhadaal i z i
bulletin in hand, the usher just ignored me and let me seat myself. | sat about halfway forward on the aisle of the middle section.
Eventually | was able to stop another usher and grab the correct bulletin from her.

When | arrived choir practice was going on, which made a pleasant diversion while | waited. | also thumbed through their
hymnal, a Presbyterian publication (interesting in a BaptisttUCC congregation) that had altered traditional hymns in even more
obnoxious ways New@enturytHyrenalUCCO0 s

Following choir practice, they had a concert on the carillon, which we could clearly hear in the sanctuary. They also tested
microphones during this time, and apparently they were having some problems getting the settings right.

| thought for a long time the crowd would be very thin, but just before 10:45 the place started to fill up. There were probably
around a thousand people there in the end. | remember the old minister at my church joking when only a handful were there ten
minutes before worship that Athe bus hasndt shownobodpjgkeofiweFI ye
came ino. I'n New York itds probably a subway train rather than

This was a formal, but not really a stuffy church. Before the trip | had debated quite a bit about what would be appropriate to
wear to a service here. | ended up with a sport shirt and tie, which was exactly right. The tie was not essential (thoughit wasnoét o1
place either), but a nice shirt was. Men here also wear pants, rather than the jeans or shorts that are becoming more common in many
churches around the country. [Last week at my own church there was a middle aged businessman wearing a T-shirt and
sweatpants. Unl ess itbds necessary for medi c adpriateenachurahd Thesvontel dr ¢
were similarly dressed, nice but not really formal. Before the service people were friendly with those they knew and pleasant with those
they didnét know. There was no fAhappy ensevesor dsplayo Instead apah @prepriatei s i t
point they fApassed the peaceodo exactly as the Catholics do.

The church staff also helps create an air of formalit ythere The
areatleastsi x ordained c¢clergy on the staff) all go by either ARe@wm. 0
minister at my own church who insists that people heds jpeopleto met
use a title of respect when referring to them. [Even worse, there are many teachers these days who tell students to address them
by their first names. I's it any wonder that #fADano or fikdswihllo ha
behave better for fAMr. Smitho or AMrs. Joneso. ]

Both the congregation and the staff were very diverse h1l6d
makes sense given the neighborhood where the church is located. This is definitely not a HfAblack cl
anyone of any race shouting fiameno or fhallelujaho here. oBhe r
Hispanics, and east Asiansd with the Asians probably being the second largest group. Something that definitely stood out was that this

was very much a church of young adults. There were very rnemw se
theyo6d have gotten no more kids than my tiny church has.

The most noteworthy thing about the actual service was ints |
to. Including music, prayers, the sermon (by a guest speaker, the former president of the United Church of Christ), and communion,
worship lasted an hour and forty-f i ve mi nut es. | wondered if they werendt trying
[Lengthy services are also standard in black churches, and they may well have borrowed from that tradition.]

Both the music and prayers were outstanding. The choir was
Of course, it almost certainly includes members who sing professionally. They had a mix of all races in the choir, but were definitely
whiter than the gener al congregation. The organ was also wond:¢
Columbia student, |l i kely a music major) who 16d | ove to ebeatedr si
wel | . This is most decidedly not the type of church wher ¢tet he
congregation to share joys and concerns, but obviously someone makes it their job to find out what concerns members have, as many
intentions were very specific to the needs of particular people.

Communion was also memorable. They distributed communion much the same as in my home church, passing first bread
and then wine (actually juice, | think) through the pews. The liturgy was straight from the UCC Book of Worship, so it was also familiar.

Wh a't stood out was that instead of little glass or pl as tlsilger c o mi
chalices. They had hundreds of those little silver chalices, enough so that everyone who wanted communion could take his own.

When | say silver, | mean exactly that. These werenodt usedesiace or
the church was built 76 years ago. The devi | in me toyed with the idea of taking h

church, though, and I &dm sure the chalice cost more thathoughhat | p



Much less memorable was the sermon. The guest preacher went away from the lectionary (something not at all uncommon in
the UCC) and used as his text John 1, a chapter | rarel ywastheé nk ¢
Word €0 We |l | baefctoenme st hfel evgohr dt her e6s the phrase fiwe have seen his
us that we were all headed toward gloryland. He could have easily made his point in about a five-minute homily, but he just kept
repeati ng f gandoaver hgain fdrcneadyhaf an hour. Had the preacher been African American and had this been a black
gospel church, that might have worked. For an old white man preaching to a diverse (and very stiff) congregation, though, it was
nothing but repetitive.

The church bulletin had a line at the end that stated the congregation should remain seated until the conclusion of the
postlude. Given that the service had already taken an hour and forty-five minutes (and | myself had been there over two hours), | was
more than a bit antsy at the benediction. When | saw a couple in front of me get up and leave, | snuck behind them. That opened the
floodgates, and by the time | was at the back of the sanctuary pretty much everyone was headed outd while the organ still played in the
background.

After church | walked through Riverside Park, a lovely park along the banks of the Hudson across the street (and down a very
steep hill) from Riverside Church. | remember years ago seeing one of the TV crime shows portray a series of brutal rapes that
happened in this park. From the sidewalk along Riverside Drive | had a birdseye view of the entire park, and today at least there
seemed to be nothing remotely resembling vifoo Neswrvork tieeseidays Whike it pti# ni n g
has a bad reputation, New York City is actually one of the safest places in Americad and it has been since shortly after that trip Daddy
and | made back in the early 680s. @rén arerireChiaagae(a dityelegethan mmaff its dize)y, and i n |
the overalll crime rate it is |l ower than in Des Moines.stcityStedayt i st
than | would be a couple days later when | was in Binghamton (a college town much like lowa City where drug-related violence has
skyrocketed the crime rate in recent years).

| made my way back to Cathedral Parkway and walked east along there through increasingly seedy (but still not really
dangerous) neighborhoods to Central Park West (which, as the name implies, is the avenue that runs along the west side of Central
Par k) . Thereds a traffic circle at the northwest c¢or neesideCGhlirchCe nt
wouldbehol ding a fAprocession of peaceo beginning here and ending at
Hiroshima.

Thereds a subway station under the traffic circle thatnmerve
the traffic circle, and it was next to impossible to find an entrance to the station. Eventually | did, but that solved only one problem. The
next problem was another of those fAnavigating the tosZO?BSImQt,bLmtheret he
was nho uptown service from this or any nearby station. fb(59‘hget
Street, which is a long way south of 110™. Then | caught an uptown train which ran express past eight different stations (including
lloth) all the way up to 125" ( s ai dtwagifoinee 0 i n an n[tnuetrospenk in might have been quicker to just walk 15
blocks north to 125™. That didnoét occur t oBeyoed 126t it ranHoeal, stopping every fievo hiogkk onjup to
the end of the line at 207" ( i to-e e ven o) . It seemed to take forever, but | did e

| actually exited the 207" Street station at 211" street and then walked back south. The neighborhood around here, Inwood, is

at the extreme north end of Manhattan. Al most no touri satsadever
ifPeople often say dondét journey north of Ce&zoner dHis ismathing but &fellacg.u s e
Il nwood is a prime example of a quaint, |l oiterabl e northeriotoManh
truth in that statement. Whi | e | n wowdthltheisingledaegest eshnicydropp beingtCaribBdeano n a
blacks) and Iike all of New York itds gri my, itdéds a fun lawal fas
seems like a small town. Much of it is very low rise, with one-ortwo-st ory busi nesses, therebds | ots of

Manhattan was first purchased from the Indians), and you can even spot a few single family homes with yards here and there. Most of

the community actually lives a few blocks away from 207" and Broadway, primarily in high rises that loom over the area. While it is
public housing, the high rises come across as much bett ghbortmadi nt a
is definitely not a slum.

Whileitwas i nteresting to see the ar ¢
was to see the oldest building in Manhattan, which happens to be located in
Inwood. The Dyckman (DIKE-min) Farmhouse is exactly what its name implies, a
small farmhouse (living and dining room downstairs and bedrooms upstairs) that
dates to colonial day. The house is located on a hill overlooking Broadway about
two blocks south of the subway station. Visiting here reminded me a lot of my visit
to Edgar All en Poeds ho nback.i Neitherplace &pecs
to get visitors, and my showing up definitely took people by surprise. The
Dyckman house was presided over by a college girl from California who was doing
an internship with the NYC Parks and Recreation Department. Being from out

west, she wasnoét exactly the best per
site specific to New York. She said a couple of things that were just plain wrong.
For instance, she said the Dyckmands

University. They had a map in their museum area that showed that the Dyckman Dyckman Farmhouse i Inwood



