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New York City has been written about, sung about, and talked about in every way imaginable, but there is no better single record of its many splendors than The New York Times. Meyer Berger, Gay Talese, Brooks Atkinson, Frank Rich, Ada Louise Huxtable, John Kieran, William Grimes, Jennifer 8. Lee, McCandlish Phillips, Clyde Haberman and hundreds more of the newspaper legends represented in the pages of this book have been recounting the major events, everyday lives, dynamic culture and off-beat treasures of the city for more than 150 years.


This engrossing collection brings together the expected and unexpected—often on the same page. From Olmsted and Vaux’s winning 1858 design for Central Park to the depressed polar bear at the Park Zoo; from Ruth Reichl’s memorable review of Le Cirque to the family feud at Zabars; from the day Joey Gallo was shot on Mulberry Street to the day the “subway hero” jumped on the tracks to save another man’s life; from the building of the Chrysler building to the mission to save the “Moon-struck” house in Brooklyn Heights; from when the Dodgers left Brooklyn to the 2000 Subway World Series; plus profiles of New Yorkers like Martin Scorsese, Colson Whitehead, Phil Rizzuto, Eleanor Roosevelt and much more, the book is both historical and modern, at times serious and funny—an altogether fascinating new perspective on New York.


Browsable and fully illustrated with recent and archival photographs from The Times’s own collection, the book touches on all topics related to New York—people, transportation, architecture and parks, arts and leisure, business, politics and government, crime, disasters, food, sports and neighborhoods.


Whether you’re a lifelong New Yorker or you’ve never been, The New York Times Book of New York is a compelling look at the world’s greatest city as seen through the eyes of its most respected journalists—and as recorded on the pages of its most storied newspaper.





A Note to Readers


In his Foreword to a selection of Joseph Mitchell’s articles, mostly from The New Yorker, his colleague Calvin Trillin wrote that after Mitchell knew the city’s “grim specifics” as a police reporter, and “even after he knew it as an acknowledged master of its neighborhoods, he never lost an out-of-towner’s sense of wonderment.”


That was our goal in choosing these articles, all but a handful by staff writers for The New York Times, from among the millions of articles about its own city that The Times has published over the years: to create a kaleidoscopic portrait of New York that residents, recent immigrants and visitors would find spontaneous and surprising, informative but not encyclopedic, and subjective but broadly inclusive. If we have come reasonably close to that goal, it is because Times reporters and editors have provided the skill and the judgment—day after day and year after year since the paper’s founding in 1851—to make a collection like this possible.


That said, the pages here contain, for the most part, excerpts of the articles that appeared in The Times. Even in a book as thick as this one turned out to be, the available space was limited, and we had to give many of the stories a trim—but not, we believe, a buzz cut. We worked as carefully as possible to cut as few words as possible. We did very little rewriting or condensation—the words you will read here are largely the words that appeared in The Times on the dates indicated. We did take some liberties with deleting time elements like “yesterday” in passages where they seemed unnecessary in a book like this, published so long after the morning after the events described in the stories. We also rewrote some of the headlines to fit into the space available in the format of the book. But that is in keeping with what the copy editors who wrote the original headlines did in the first place: they were writing to fit the layout of a particular page. In all cases, we did our best to preserve the essence of what was originally published in The Times.


Chief among our partners in the effort are the writers and photographers whose work is gratefully represented here. Among the publisher’s stalwarts, we are indebted to Lisa Tenaglia for indispensible, imaginative research into a mountain of newspaper clippings; Liz Van Doren for her editorial insight; Susie Tofte for her research—all under the guidance of J.P. Leventhal, the publisher. For The Times, we thank Alex Ward, editorial director of the book development program, for his continuing support; Phyllis Collazo, Ryan Murphy and Jeffrey Roth for their expertise in locating archival photos; and Tomi Murata for her managerial touch.









Introduction


By ANNA QUINDLEN


ONE SPRING AFTERNOON YEARS AGO I STOOD on a Manhattan corner peering at a street map, miming confusion. The experiment was part of a story; the point to count how many New Yorkers would stop to offer advice or assistance to what looked like a befuddled tourist. In an hour there were 21, unless you count the man in rags who bellowed “Gimme some change” and spit extravagantly at my feet when I ignored him.





New York City is everything people say it is, and everything they persist in believing it is not.





New York City is everything people say it is, and everything they persist in believing it is not. It’s passersby who look locked in a Lucite box of indifference, and those who will snap out of it in a second if you really seem to need help. It’s a city of faceless glass-and-steel monoliths and a village of single-family houses and volunteer school safety patrols. It’s places to eat where the tab defies belief, and corner falafel stands with a line down the street at lunchtime. It’s tough and it’s friendly and it’s terrifying and it’s homey. From the shores of Staten Island to the northernmost reaches of the Bronx, it’s more or less everything, sometimes all on the same block.


And because of that it can be the easiest city in the world in which to be a reporter and writer. For three years I wrote a column for the New York Times called About New York, which is perhaps the best gig in daily journalism—two columns a week about anything you want, anywhere in the five boroughs. When, occasionally, the ideas evaporated, when there was no firehouse closing or hot dog-eating contest to investigate, I knew exactly what to do. I rode the subway to a random stop—Rockaway Boulevard, Parkchester—and began to walk. (Once, when I was expecting my first child, a patrol car followed me around a dicey area of Brooklyn, because, the cops said, it would be a real mess if a pregnant reporter was mugged on their patch.) Trust me: within a 15-minute walk of any subway stop in New York there is a beauty salon with a proprietor who has stories to tell, or a community garden with volunteers who can’t wait to have someone notice their urban zucchini, or a playground with moms who have a bone to pick about the school system, or simply a bus stop with a sampling of New Yorkers. The benches along the boardwalk in Coney Island were my lodestone, filled with elderly men who knew the story of the city better than some historians; I had only to take a notebook and a pen from my bag, and the world, or at least a detailed and richly remembered part of it, was mine.


The pitfall for reporters is that there are as many clichés in the city as there are bodegas. Those elderly retirees, with their jaded view of the changing neighborhood and their mahjongg-playing wives, have long been staple of sitcoms and movies. Neon signs, crusty waiters, extravagant graffiti—it’s all been done. Luckily the city itself provides a fresh perspective because of its never-ending metamorphosis. The bench sitters of my youth have been replaced in some areas by a new incarnation—black instead of white, Baptist instead of Jewish, former bus drivers instead of print shop owners. New Yorkers are always remaking themselves, and New York, too. The elegant and iconic main building of the New York Public Library, with the pair of stone lions guarding the entrance, looks as though it has always been there. But in fact it was built on what was once a reservoir, the park behind it a battle site in 1776 and a Potter’s Field 50 years later. When I was a neophyte reporter that park was known mainly for drug deals and monster rats; today it is a beautifully manicured place to have a cup of coffee or a meal al fresco.
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Lower Manhattan from the Empire State Building’s observation deck, 2002.


And yet even when New York changes there are some core principles that stay the same. New Yorkers are usually from somewhere else: Indiana, India. Washington Heights, once the destination of choice for displaced German Jewish families, is now the home to Dominicans looking for a new life. The funky downtown vibe of the Lower East Side has gotten an upwardly mobile gloss; there are limos idling in front of its restaurants now. Funky moved across the river, to the Williamsburg section of Brooklyn, although there are people living there who will tell you that it’s already spoilt and the action is in Astoria, Queens. Live in New York City long enough, and someday you will pass an apartment building where you once rented a one-bedroom and discover it has become 24-karat cooperatives. Stay a little longer, and the area may become shabby, out of favor. Here is how old I am, and how fluid the city: I predate the very notion of a neighborhood called TriBeCa.


In a metaphysical feat, the more you know New York, the smaller it feels. Flying over it on the way to Kennedy or LaGuardia, the size of the sprawl is overwhelming, but at ground level it’s intimate. A borough becomes a neighborhood, a neighborhood a block, and a block a single family in a single apartment. Real New Yorkers know that they live in the biggest little small town in America, in which anonymity vies always with knowingness, and usually loses. Just because neighbors don’t acknowledge one another by name or even eye contact doesn’t mean they don’t acknowledge the fights they hear through the walls, the routines of leaving for work and arriving home, even the contents and timing of the grocery deliveries. We’re a laissez-faire tribe, perhaps because the city is so diverse. The street scene includes people in wheelchairs and people in drag, women in clown suits and women in Chanel suits. A subway car at rush hour often looks like a general assembly session at the United Nations.





It’s a city of strangers, as Stephen Sondheim wrote in one song; that’s our wildlife.





The only thing that seems to disconcert New Yorkers is nature, perhaps because we’ve usurped it so with macadam. It’s why a coyote that has wandered down into the Bronx, the occasional pet boa let loose in the plumbing, a pair of nesting hawks in Central park, all make for a surefire story. I’ve covered New York since I was 19, and the only day I was truly speechless was the morning several years ago when I came around a midtown corner just after dawn and saw three camels and a donkey standing in the street. They were participants in the Christmas pageant at Radio City Music Hall, out for some air.


It’s a city of strangers, as Stephen Sondheim wrote in one song; that’s our wildlife. And it’s not the exotica that is really the backbone of the place, the naked cowboys, the sunglass-wearing celebs. New York belongs to the ordinary Joe, not the mayors or the millionaires. Its newspapers write plenty about politics and sports, but it’s when the shortstops and the Senators can be seen as little guys—or cut down to size—that New Yorkers are happiest with them. Otherwise it’s the working man and woman who make the town, the executive secretaries, the cab drivers, the track workers in the subway, the cops in the police car. New York likes rich people best when they get that way by winning the lottery, or are discovered to have money after years of living in a walk-up with cats and clipped coupons.


The stereotype is that we’re hard and cold, and there’s no question that loneliness is an omnipresent specter even though company is all around. New Yorkers have learned to mind their business, but they’ve also gotten good at knowing when their business extends further than the zone of privacy circumscribed by their shoulders and elbows. Witness those 21 who helped me with directions so many years ago, or those thousands who helped one another on September 11, 2001. The terrorist attack on the World Trade Center is known as our great tragedy, but it is also a day that illuminated what New York City truly is, not just because of the diversity of those who died and those who responded, but because of the empathy and connection that enshrouded its streets more indelibly than the dust of destruction. New Yorkers turned inwards to the small communities that make up this largest of American cities. We packed sandwiches and brought dog food for the firehouse in the neighborhood, stood outside and talked among ourselves as evening fell and the sky in lower Manhattan was lit with a hellish red-gold glow. One old man said he recognized the smell of the smoke, and it turned out afterwards that he was a survivor of a concentration camp. One young man trudged past our house every night smudged and slump-shouldered, and it turned out he was a firefighter digging in the ruins for his co-workers.


We were frightened, and we were heartsick, but we knew that the city would prevail because that is what it does. Once it was a wilderness of hills and streams, with the Dutch huddled at one end behind the wall that would become Wall Street. Someday it will be something else entirely. Those of us who write will try to pin it down with our pens, and sometimes we will tell it true and even make it fresh. But we will never get it all. There will always be new immigrants, new neighborhoods, new businesses, new restaurants, new street chic, new night terrors. Like the strata of the earth beneath the concrete, there will be new layers of New York over time, and newcomers who try to tell its story as, evanescent, its story changes.









Anna Quindlen
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Anna Quindlen is the best-selling author of five novels and seven works of nonfiction, most recently Good Dog. Stay. She joined The Times in 1977 as a metropolitan reporter and was subsequently a columnist (About New York and Life in the Thirties). She later moved to the Op-Ed page of The Times, where her column, Public and Private, won a Pulitzer Prize in 1992. Ms. Quindlen’s commentary in Newsweek appears every other week. She lives in New York City.









Eight Million Stories


PEOPLE


There are eight million stories in the naked city. In this chapter there are 48 of them.


The larger-than-life characters who strut across these pages are a singularly New York bunch: by turns charismatic, idiosyncratic and pragmatic. All the other things that non-New Yorkers say about New Yorkers are probably true, too: New Yorkers are contentious and cantankerous, aggressive and aggravating, tasteful or tasteless, thoughtful or thought-provoking or thoughtless. It’s a big city. You don’t have to look far to find someone who fits the description.


New Yorkers are accustomed to the city’s bigness—the density, the relentlessness, the tabloid headlines, the extra zeroes in their paychecks and their bank accounts. New York has been the world’s largest city since before most of them were born—New York stole the title from London in 1898, when five counties and a jumble of small municipalities on either side of the East River joined together.
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PAGE 42


The historian Kenneth T. Jackson maintains that there are ten ways that New Yorkers are different from people in every other city. Number One on his list is tempo. New Yorkers really do walk faster, work longer, eat later and, as he put it, “compete harder” than people in other cities. Certainly there are empirical measurements on the first three. You disagree about the fourth? Well, let’s step outside and settle it. For his part the Tennessee-born Jackson, who still has something of a Southern drawl despite nearly forty years at Columbia University, even says that New Yorkers have been talking faster since at least the eighteenth century. Jackson quotes one colonial-era Bostonian who complained that New Yorkers “talk very loud, very fast and altogether. If they ask you a question, before you can utter three words of your answer, they will break out on you again and talk away.”
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PAGE 21


So New York was the magnet for fast talkers and fast-money types, for movie stars and sports legends, for tycoons and heiresses and self-made everybodies. New York drew in the socialite philanthropist Brooke Astor and the rap star Biggie Smalls, the basketball star Kareem Abdul Jabbar and the artist Jean Michel Basquiat. It was home base for Phil Rizzuto, who needed no introduction at Yankee Stadium, and for Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis, who needed no introduction, period.


The people who make New York what it is are not all household names, though. There is the man who writes the weather forecasts for the National Weather Service, so when the radio announcer promises traffic and weather together every ten minutes, there is a forecast to read. Or there is the taxi driver who owned the last Checker cab—a big ride, like New York itself. That cab was more of a New York taxi than the rather conventional one that carried Audrey Hepburn up Fifth Avenue in the opening scene of “Breakfast at Tiffany’s.”


But if there are eight million stories in the naked city, consider three who made the line about the eight million stories famous: the man who wrote the gritty short story “The Naked City,” the screenwriter who worked with him to turn it into a no-nonsense movie and the producer who read the famous closing line into a microphone off camera: “There are eight million people in the naked city. This has been one of them.”


The short-story author was Malvin Wald, who set out to portray “a hard-working police detective, like the ones I knew in Brooklyn.” He found his inspiration, and the words “the naked city,” in a book showing crime-scene coverage by the famous tabloid photographer known as Weegee. He wrote the screenplay with Albert Maltz, who was jailed in 1950 after being blacklisted as one of the “Hollywood Ten.”
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PAGE 46


The producer was Mark Hellinger, a newspaper columnist-turned-movie maker for whom “the Mark Hellinger”—a Broadway theater—was named. Hellinger had been a hard-driving, hard-drinking reporter. Who pounded out staccato sentence fragments like this. Who lived in a world of shady characters. Who competed against Walter Winchell and Damon Runyon. And who went to Hollywood in the 1940s, but never forgot that he was a New Yorker. “Hellinger’s personal romance with the City of New York,” wrote Times movie critic Bosley Crowther when “The Naked City” was released in 1948, “was one of the most ecstatic love affairs of the modern day—at least, to his host of friends and readers who are skeptics regarding l’amour.” Crowther said that Hellinger fell for Manhattan “in a blissfully uninhibited way.” Crowther said “The Naked City” was “a virtual Hellinger column on film. It is a rambling, romantic picture-story based on a composite New York episode.” And what other kind of New York episode is there but rambling and romantic?



Portrait of the New Yorker


By SIMEON STRUNSKY | January 31, 1932


Believe some of our national legislators, and New York City is populated by scheming international bankers. Believe some of our movies, and it is a city of sinful penthouses. And judging from sounds which go to the uttermost parts of the earth from radio broadcasting studios, New Yorkers must be a race of crooners, tuba players and night-club patrons. What, then, is the average New Yorker like?


FOR THE PURPOSE OF ARRIVING AT THE “average” New Yorker engaged in leading his average life, we might imagine seven million people run through the wrong end of a telescope so that they suffer a numerical shrinkage in the proportion of 7,000 to 1. This particular ratio is suggested because it will give us the convenient number 1,000 for the total population of our sample New York.


In this miniature New York, two policemen patrol the streets, direct traffic and arraign prisoners in court; they are two-thirds of our entire municipal police force, the other man being off duty. Our two policemen on their rounds are likely to stop for a moment to exchange news with the city fireman at work on the nickel trimmings of his engine. That fireman is our entire municipal firefighting force.


Around the corner from the firehouse is a schoolhouse—the only one in our town of 1,000 souls and more than enough to accommodate the second largest group in the city’s population, the boys and girls of school age, now in due attendance. There are 185 of them all told. Elsewhere in our microcosm, this is what we see:




	 60 white-collar workers in office, factory and store;


	 60 men and women selling goods over the counter, of whom 25 are retailers on their own account and 35 are employees;


	 50 men and women sewing clothes, shirts, boots and shoes, hats and pocketbooks—everything that men, women and children wear or carry for need or decoration;


	 45 laborers;


	 30 ironworkers, masons, carpenters and plumbers building houses and office buildings;


	 25 chauffeurs;


	 15 machinists and engineers;


	 20 stenographers taking dictation;


	 10 waiters getting ready to serve lunch in the restaurants and hotels;


	 5 bakers providing the bread;


	 15 printers and publishers turning out the reading matter to be bought during the lunch period and later;


	 3 bankers and brokers exercising a firm control, according to report, over the lives and fortunes of the other 997 of us;


	 3 elevator runners in the business buildings and apartments;


	 1 foreman.





Starting Salaries But Gotham Tastes


By CARA BUCKLEY | May 25, 2008


LAURA WERKHEISER KNEW SHE WOULD HAVE to make many sacrifices to live in Manhattan. Foremost among them was shopping for clothes.


Anticipating, rightly, that her Manhattan digs would be cramped and her budget stretched, Ms. Werkheiser, 26, shipped 18 boxes of her clothes to her parents’ house in Omaha before moving here from San Francisco. When she feels she needs to freshen up her look, she has her mother ship her several outfits from what she dryly refers to as the “Nebraska boutique.”


“If I shop,” she said, “I can’t have a social life and I can’t eat.”


Having one’s mother mail rotating boxes of old clothing is just one of the myriad ways that young newcomers to the city of a certain income—that is, those who are neither investment bankers nor being floated by their parents—manage to live the kind of lives they want in New York. They are high on ambition, meager of budget and endlessly creative when it comes to making ends meet.


Some tactics have long been chronicled: sharing tiny apartments with strangers, for example. But there are smaller measures, no less ingenious, that round out the lifestyle: sneaking flasks of vodka into bars, flirting your way into clubs, subletting your walk-in closets, putting off haircuts.


Drinking and eating carry their own complications. Especially if you are, say, Noah Driscoll, a 25-year-old project manager for a Chelsea marketing company whose salary is comparable to what a rookie teacher might make.


“For a little while I only ate grape-fruits for my lunch,” said Mr. Driscoll, who pays $400 a month on his college loans, “because they have a lot of nutrients and they got me through the day.”


He has since started packing two peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches for lunch. Dinner might be two baked potatoes. On a good night, he might spend up to $6.


“To live like a human being on the salary that I make is very difficult in this city,” he said. “You’ve got to forget about, you know, what your mom made you growing up, and take what’s out there.” 



Blimey! Locals to the Manners Born


By JAMES COLLARD | June 27, 1999


IT WAS ROBERT BURNS WHO NOTED WHAT A remarkable gift it would be to see ourselves as others see us. As a Londoner who has just spent over a year living in New York but who is now safely back in England, I’m in a good position to bestow a gift of this nature on New Yorkers. With due warning, then, that something well meant but vaguely unpleasant is coming, I now have to deliver a huge blow to the pride New Yorkers take in being rude and feisty, and that is to tell you that in comparison to Londoners, you come across as exceptionally polite and extremely well behaved.


Arriving in New York after 12 years of living in London, I was bowled over by the good will, pleasant manners and overall graciousness of Manhattanites. It was like finding oneself suddenly in the middle of a courtly but particularly good-natured Japanese tea ceremony, and I spent the first few weeks learning to replace my rude London ways with the cheerful, charming courtesies of New Yorkers: holding doors open, not cutting in line, saying “thank you” and generally trying not to behave like a savage at a cocktail party, throwing punches to get to the canapes.


I had to adjust rapidly to a world where people smile breezily on the street (although they laugh less), hold the elevator and say, “Have a nice day.” And mean it.


Some of this can be ascribed to the fact that Manhattan, unlike London, has a culture of tipping waiters and bartenders; very little in life is as sure to put a smile on someone’s face as the prospect of money.


But New Yorkers’ good nature goes beyond that. This wasn’t just an impression formed during a dewy-eyed honeymoon period in my new home. A succession of visitors from the old country agreed with me: New Yorkers are, well, nicer. 



IMMIGRANTS AND CITY WORKERS



A Great-Great-Great-Great Day For Annie and Her Heirs


By SAM ROBERTS | September 16, 2006
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Visitors look at vintage photographs of immigrant families at the Ellis Island Museum.


FOUR GENERATIONS OF DESCENDANTS OF Annie Moore Schayer, the first immigrant to be processed on Ellis Island, gathered for the first time to celebrate her rediscovery—and their own—and to raise money for a headstone for her unmarked grave in Calvary Cemetery in Queens.


The first contributions, of $500 each, came from Brian G. Andersson, the city’s commissioner of records, and Patricia Somerstein of Long Beach, N.Y., Annie’s great-niece. They donated their share of a $1,000 reward they received from a professional genealogist who had been seeking clues to support the suspicion that a woman who died in Texas in 1923 and had been embraced by history as the Ellis Island Annie Moore was somebody else entirely. It turns out the Texan Annie Moore was not an immigrant at all.


In fact, the Annie Moore who was 15 in 1892 when she came to the United States from County Cork, Ireland, never moved west. She lived the rest of her life within a few square blocks on Manhattan’s Lower East Side and died at 99 Cherry Street. One of her granddaughters lived in a public housing project in the neighborhood until her death in 2001.


Annie married the son of a German-born baker at St. James Church on James Street in 1895. Her husband was identified as an engineer and salesman at the Fulton Fish Market. They had at least 11 children, 5 of whom survived to adulthood.


Annie died of heart failure in 1924 at 47 and is buried with six of her children at the cemetery in Woodside, Queens, flanked by markers for a Maxwell and a Jimenez.


Of Annie’s newly confirmed first-immigrant status, a great-great granddaughter, Maureen Peterson, 61, said: “We knew it was the truth, but we couldn’t prove it.” 



The Face Behind the Bagel


By MIRTA OJITO | September 18, 1997


ON HIS WAY TO WORK AS A SUPERVISOR AT A downtown deli in the mid-1980’s, Fahim Saleh, an Afghan refugee with an easy smile, would buy coffee from a chatty Greek vendor in a pushcart at Lexington Avenue and 43rd Street. Mr. Saleh had fled Afghanistan in 1980 and, while he liked his job at the deli, he wanted something to call his own. A business.


He dreamed of opening his own restaurant, but finances got in the way. Then Mr. Saleh learned that his new friend made a comfortable living selling coffee and bagels from his pushcart. Mr. Saleh liked the hours, 3 a.m. to 11 a.m., and the independence—working alone in a small space, no boss hovering over the coffee machine. He found a dilapidated pushcart for $600, spent another $500 fixing it up and, 10 years ago this month, parked it at Lexington Avenue and 41st Street. For four weeks, he barely covered expenses.


Since then, with the proceeds from the pushcart, Mr. Saleh has supported his growing family—his oldest child is 16 and his youngest is 4—and brought to the United States his five siblings, his parents and even his grandparents. Two brothers, Ali and Bashir, now own their own pushcarts.


In the mad rush from apartment to subway to the office, the coffee vendor’s face is often the first face New Yorkers focus on every morning. Yet New Yorkers know very little about the person behind the counter, except that the steaming cup of coffee is delivered quickly.


Mr. Saleh says he was the first Afghan in New York City to own a coffee and bagels pushcart. “I tell all my friends that it’s an easy business to get into,” Mr. Saleh, who estimates he has introduced about 70 friends to the business, said in fluent English. “All you have to know is ‘coffee doughnuts thank you have a nice day.’ That’s it. Something else: the coffee has to be good and you can’t forget to smile.” 


Promised Land, Broken Dreams


August 12, 1906


YOU CAN RUN THE ENTIRE SCALE OF human emotion in the deportation division in the big federal building on Ellis Island. A little Russian boy, ill-shapen and pale from long suffering, was found packed in among a number of his fellow countrymen in a large room on the upper floor of the immigration building. He could not have been more than 16 years old, and yet his pain-pinched features made him appear much older. He was eager to talk of his shattered hopes and to tell his story of bitter disappointment.


Less than two months ago this boy left the town of Kishinef in Russia. He could not make a living at home because he was a cripple and too weak to go into the fields. No one wanted to look on him, for his bent and twisted figure was unsightly to the superstitious peasants.


Then a letter written by an uncle arrived from America. This letter told of the great opportunities awaiting those who should hasten across the ocean. The hunchback boy’s parents had saved a sum sufficient to send the little fellow to America. The uncle’s address was written at the end of the letter, and with this the hunchbacked boy started on the long voyage.


When the big liner steamed slowly past the Statue of Liberty the boy stood on the forward deck. “Now they tell me I must return home,” he said, “for they cannot find my uncle.” 



Guardians of the Sleeping City


By ANNA QUINDLEN | December 28, 1978


THE LIGHTS BEGIN TO GO OUT ALL OVER THE city, in Brooklyn Heights, Forest Hills, Greenwich Village, Co-op City. The sidewalks grow still. Much of the city sleeps.


Thousands of people stir.


They are the night workers, those who go to work in the dark and travel home at dawn. They commute against the morning rush, sleep days, breakfast at dinner time, shower and shave in the evening. The Federal Labor Department estimates that there are 200,000 of them in Manhattan alone.


In Brooklyn, Rosa Lewis is surrounded by the darkness. She cleans the small office building in the downtown area with her shoulders set tight with fatigue and fear, convinced that somehow the ultimate felon she has constructed out of night noises will come up behind her when she is mopping and put her to sleep for good.


Mrs. Lewis picks up her bucket of cleanser, glass cleaner, smudged cloths and ammonia and trundles down the hall. “You know what I like,” she says, cleaning another desk top. “I like taking the A train home in the morning when everyone else is coming to work. I just think: ‘Fools! I’m done for the day.’”


• • • • •


It is an average night in the emergency room at Beekman Downtown Hospital. A blind woman is reliving much of her life in loud, one-sided conversation punctuated with piercing screams, three Bowery derelicts have come in with one complaint or another to spend the night in a clean bed and a warm room, and a pretty girl in a torn silk dress and bare feet wanders in and out of the hospital lobby. She says that when the office Christmas party was over, a man pulled her into a car and raped her, not far from the hospital on Wall Street.


• • • • •


By a counter that holds a tray of bloodied instruments and an artificial Christmas tree with a few strands of sad tinsel, Officer William Donohue of the First Precinct stands, holding his uniform jacket, the plaid flannel short he wears making him seem more a man, less a cop.


• • • • •


The control tower at La Guardia Airport, a glass room that looks like the inside of a spaceship, makes every cliché about the lights of the city seem fresh. The airport at night is like an evacuated city—shiny, perfectly equipped, silent, deserted. So too are the night skies.


At 2 a.m., Gene Rodrigues and Chris Michaels, the two controllers on duty, stare at a sickly green radar-scope that shows almost no tiny airline blips for hours at a time. The calls they get are from ground crews who want to tow a plane from one place to another.


“Every controller here counts his planes,” Mr. Rodrigues says. “It’s not satisfying at night. I mean, would a writer rather write five words or five hundred?” 


The Lesson For Bus Drivers: Grin and Bear It


By ARI L. GOLDMAN | February 18, 1983


SOME PEOPLE WAITING FOR BUSES WILL swear the bus drivers aim for the slush puddles as they pull into a stop. Or that they like to close doors on old people trying to catch a bus. Or prefer to keep their bus’s destination a secret from people seeking directions.


These situations—and what to do about them—were among the topics discussed around a table by 10 drivers at a two-day Bus Driver Sensitivity Training Course given by the Transit Authority.


One driver, Richard Fisher of Staten Island, thought the authority had things backward. “Why don’t we send the passengers to courtesy class instead of us?” he asked.


“But there is a courtesy class for passengers,” the instructor, Donald Gaffney, said firmly, and the room quieted down. “And you know who the teachers are? You! You are the best public relations we have.’’


If there was a theme to the classroom instruction, it was that drivers should do their jobs safely, efficiently and politely, but, in the words of Mr. Gaffney, “never try to be a policeman.’’


The lesson was carried out on the second day of the course, when the class went out on the streets of Manhattan in a shiny, new General Motors bus. As it turned from a side street on to Riverside Drive—wham, wham, wham—three snowballs hit the windshield.


Nobody flinched. There was a time when a driver would stop his bus and give chase; but then there was a time when youngsters would run. The three snowball-throwers stood their ground on Riverside Drive and laughed.


The course was set up in response to complaints from the police, who said drivers were violating traffic regulations, and from the public, who said operators were violating common courtesy. One student, Mr. Fisher, said he thought the course was a good idea.


He said, “It sure beats driving a bus.” 



Last of the Checker Cabs


By JODI WILGOREN | July 27, 1999


THE LAST DAY OF THE LAST CHECKER CAB IN New York should have been full of nostalgia and romance, the storied retirement of a much-loved machine integral to the city’s lore and lure. Instead, it was filled with hassles.


There was the awkward moment when Mr. Johnson stopped abruptly at a Jamaican restaurant and his fare, a woman late for work, followed him inside to find out what he was doing (every cabdriver has his favorite pit stops).


Having decided that the cab had become too expensive to fix to meet the city’s standards, Mr. Johnson spent the day juggling interviews so that each journalist had a solo ride-along, artfully avoiding questions about how much money he had made in the Checker or might make selling it.


There were lovely moments, too: the fares who shared poignant childhood memories. The drivers who leaned out of their windows to shout good luck and God bless. The comrade cabby who stopped at three successive stoplights for her own snapshots of history.


And two hours with Roberta Horton and James Donnelly, social workers who rode in Mr. Johnson’s Checker to their wedding and who spent his last day celebrating their second anniversary in the back of the cab.


“The Checker is the ultimate urban luxury,” Ms. Horton, 47, said as she held her beloved’s hand during the drive up the East Side of Manhattan to the Conservatory Garden in the park. “It’s a vehicle that belongs to New York.’’


Not anymore. The Taxi and Limousine Commission says his Checker needs a new chassis. Mr. Johnson says the car is fine, the commission’s requirements too strict, and it’s time to fold up his jump seats.


“I’m not looking for handouts,” he said as he limped around, shaking hands and posing for pictures, “I’m finished.” 



Homeless, but Far From Friendless


By DAVID GONZALEZ | April 20, 2004


WHEN ONE PERSON IS KIND TO MANY strangers, people make a big deal of it, heaping praise and talking about canonizing the do-gooder. But when many strangers are kind to one person—a homeless one who lugs his life in two bulging plastic bags on the subway—the upshot is a quick shrug of disbelief, and not the admiring kind.


Yet in his 53 years on earth, a chunk of it spent riding the rails, Tony Butler, the homeless man, brought around him a random clan who gave him food, money and friendship. The motormen and car cleaners who keep the subways running were a large part of that circle. But so, too, were riders who befriended him at the Broadway-Lafayette station, where he had taken it upon himself to announce system delays or route changes as a “volunteer transit associate.’’


They knew him as a subway philosopher and chess fiend in dark glasses. Some said he chose to be homeless, others said homelessness chose him. Whatever the case, their lives came together and stayed that way until he died last month from what doctors said was an overwhelming infection.


“He saw himself as a beacon of freedom,” Steve Zeitlin said. “Someone once described street performers as instilling a homesickness for freedom in the lives of ordinary men. Tony prided himself on living in total freedom.’’


He may not have had a job, but he did keep to a schedule. Monday and Friday mornings he would rendezvous with Mr. Zeitlin, who gave him money and food. Other people had other days. He did not like to miss out on connecting with his friends.


And while he did not envy their schedules, he looked out for his subway worker friends, especially when bosses where on the prowl.


“He knew when the supervisors got on the train,” said Anthony Smith, a train operator. “You wouldn’t know, but he would. He’d warn you.” 


The Ballad Of Sonny Payne


By STEVEN KURUTZ | May 16, 2004


WITH THE EXCEPTION OF THE MAYOR AND A stray actor or two, the subway trains are generally bereft of public figures. It’s an anonymous journey. This is not the case on the F train, however, where every day a luminary rides alongside the commuters in the form of a small, sweet-natured old panhandler named Sonny Payne.


Sonny has worked the F train so long and with such success that along the Brooklyn stretch of the line, from Avenue X to the Jay Street/Borough Hall station, he is considered an esteemed part of the commuting. “He’s like something out of ‘Cheers,’” one passenger said. This makes him feel good.


He is either 65 or 67, depending on his mood when you ask him, and is most famous for his introductory speech, which he recites upon entering each car: “Pardon me, my name is Sonny Payne. I’m homeless and I’m hungry. If you don’t have it, I can understand, because I don’t have it. But if you have a little change, a piece of fruit, something to eat, I’d greatly appreciate it.’’


So catchy is the speech that it’s sometimes posted verbatim on the Web site Craigslist, and a less imaginative panhandler named Marty adopted it for his own use. Sonny doesn’t feel slighted. “In a way,” he said, “I take it as a backhanded compliment.’’


For Sonny, the jostling over spare nickels has long passed. He is above the fray. Through salient charm and learned observation, he has solved the mystery of what makes subway riders, already taxed, give to a beggar. He isn’t even a beggar but an old friend, and in place of loose change he is often given bills. One evening not long ago he made $136. He took the money and booked a hotel room for two nights. “I treated myself,” he said. “I really enjoyed it.” 



Sweeping Him Off His Street


By COLEMAN COWAN | March 18, 2007


AFTER 13 YEARS OF AVOIDING WHAT HE CALLS the “Giuliani sweeps”—when the streets were emptied of homeless by the police during freezing weather—Cadillac Man is finally coming in from the cold.


Cadillac Man plans to move into an apartment with the new woman in his life, a computer researcher from Astoria named Carol Vogel. Ms. Vogel, who at 32 is 25 years younger than Cadillac Man, met him a year and a half ago when she passed under the 33rd Street viaduct, his main haunt.


A tough man who grew up in Hell’s Kitchen, he has chronicled his adventures on the streets of Astoria, Queens, in Esquire magazine and is the subject of a 2006 documentary.


Cadillac Man’s writing grew out of another relationship, with a much younger homeless woman named Penny. They spent only a few months together, but after she left, Cadillac Man began to fill one spiral notebook after another describing his time with her and his life on the street. His gritty, spare prose caught the eye of Will Blythe, a former editor at Esquire who lives in the neighborhood. In May 2005, the magazine published a first-person account of Cadillac Man’s life on the street. Sloan Harris, a literary agent at International Creative Management, noticed the article and brokered a deal for a book.


Ask him about his real name, and he replies tersely, “That’s dead to me now.” Ask him about his nickname, and he speaks of six Cadillacs that ran him down across the city—once sending him to the hospital—during a single month in 1994. These accidents occurred soon after Cadillac Man, who has been married twice and is the father of three, lost his job at a meat market in Hell’s Kitchen and began a downward spiral of what he called “drinking and disappearing.” 



CHARACTERS



Louis (Moondog) Hardin, 83, Musician, Dies


By GLENN COLLINS | September 12, 1999


THE GAUNT, BLIND MUSICIAN KNOWN AS Moondog, who was celebrated among New Yorkers as a mysterious street performer and among Europeans as an avant-garde composer, conducting orchestras before royalty, died Wednesday in a hospital in Munster, Germany. He was 83.


Day in and day out, the man who was originally named Louis T. Hardin was as taciturn and unchanging a landmark of the midtown Manhattan streetscape as the George M. Cohan statue in Duffy Square. From the late 1940’s until the early 1970’s, Mr. Hardin stood at attention like a sentinel on Avenue of the Americas around 54th Street.


No matter the weather, he invariably dressed in a homemade robe, sandals, a flowing cape and a horned Viking helmet, the tangible expression of what he referred to as his “Nordic philosophy.” At his side he clutched a long spear of his own manufacture.


Most of the passers-by who dismissed him as “the Viking of Sixth Avenue,” offering him contributions and buying copies of his music and poetry, were unaware that he had recorded his music on the CBS, Prestige, Epic, Angel and Mars labels.


One of his songs, “All Is Loneliness,” became a hit when recorded by Janis Joplin. He wrote music for radio and television commercials, and one of his compositions was used on the soundtrack for the 1972 movie “Drive, He Said,” with Jack Nicholson.


“He led an extraordinary life for a blind man who came to New York with no contacts and a month’s rent, and who lived on the streets of New York for 30 years,” said Dr. Robert Scotto, a professor of English at Baruch College of the City University of New York, who has just completed a biography of Mr. Hardin. “Without question, he was the most famous street person of his time.” 


His Stage, the Street


By JAMES BARRON | February 3, 2009


SOMEHOW, JOE ADES GOT PEOPLE’S ATTENTION as the crowds swirled by at the Union Square Greenmarket, on their way to eyeing and buying the produce. He was the white-haired man with the British accent, the expensive European suits and shirts—the man selling the $5 peeler. For carrots. Or potatoes.


“He made it look really fun,” said Julie Worden, who dances with the Mark Morris Dance Company.


“The voice—you couldn’t help but notice it,” said Gordon Crandall, a mathematician who teaches at La Guardia Community College.


His was a particular kind of street theater in a city that delights in in-your-face characters who are, and are not, what they seem. For he was the sidewalk pitchman with the Upper East Side apartment. The sidewalk pitchman who was a regular at expensive East Side restaurants, where no one believed his answer to the “So what do you do?” question: “I sell potato peelers on the street.”


Mr. Ades (pronounced AH-dess) died on Sunday at 75, said his daughter, Ruth Ades Laurent of Manhattan. She said he never talked about how many peelers he sold in a year, or how many carrots he had sliced up during sidewalk demonstrations. She said he stashed his inventory in what had been the maid’s room of the apartment.


There were those at the Green-market who had heard the spiel, and heard the whispers. “Supposedly his wife is mega-mega-rich—we’ve done fashion shoots in that building,” said Rose-Marie Swift, a makeup artist, as she shopped at the Greenmarket.


The facts? He was a widower. The apartment had been his wife’s—his fourth wife’s. He had followed Ms. Laurent from England to the United States, via Australia. “One of his marriages, I guess his third marriage, had broken up,” she said. Making the rounds of state fairs, “he discovered the peeler—someone was selling the peeler and he saw it as a fantastic item to sell on the street. He loved the street more than anything,” she said. 



My Days Underground


By KIRK JOHNSON | June 15, 1997


SHE WORE A BROWN CLOTH COAT AND LITTLE half-glasses, and she emerged from the side of the 14th Street platform with the light behind her, creating a halo effect around her hair, like an angel’s. I never learned her name because she jumped onto an uptown No. 1 local train a minute later, but I will never forget her. She rescued a struggling musician in the grimmest moment of his first-ever afternoon playing for the passing throng of the New York transit system: she listened.


Every subway musician has a story like that. But how does it happen? How, in this least likely of places—the subway—where New Yorkers wrap their cloaks of anonymity and self-defense more tightly than almost anywhere else, does a subway musician break through? That’s what I went underground with my guitar to find out.


For a musician, it is a world of soaring emotional highs and plummeting psychic lows, none of which—for better and for worse—lasts longer than the average wait for a train. Luke Ryan, a blues and rock performer who has been playing in the subway for 15 years, calls this effect the “constant audition.” It’s the only environment he knows, he said, where a performer wins hearts instantly, or fails completely, because there is no time for anything in between.


For most of my first afternoon on the subway stage, I was firmly in the failed category. I had played for perhaps half an hour without a single person’s so much as acknowledging my existence until the woman in brown changed it all. She stepped out of the light, leaned in, listened, smiled, touched her forefinger and thumb together to signal, “O.K.,” and threw a single quarter in the open guitar case. She brought hope.


I ultimately played and sang underground on two more occasions over a 10-day period at various times and stations around the city—morning rush hour on the Upper West Side 72nd Street downtown I.R.T. No. 1, 2 and 3 trains; afternoon into evening on Wall Street, uptown No. 4 and 5, as well as that afternoon on the 14th Street platform—and through it all I was always trying to recreate that first moment of victory.


I played the song she liked, “Maybelline,” by Chuck Berry, just about to death. I did not make a lot of money: $61.39 for more than nine hours of physically exhausting work. Better than the minimum wage, though not by much. 



FAMOUS NEW YORKERS



Jackie O; Friends Recall A Fighter for Her City


By ROBERT D. MCFADDEN | May 22, 1994


NEW YORK, WHICH CONFERS A MEASURE OF privacy on celebrities, counted Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis among its own for many years. Mrs. Onassis, who died Thursday at the age of 64, had spent much of her childhood here, and it was here she returned in 1964 after the assassination of President John F. Kennedy, here she went back to work in 1975 after the death of her second husband, Aristotle Onassis, and here she fought for her glittering, frustrating city.


All over town—at a Grand Central Terminal she helped to save, outside her Fifth Avenue apartment building, in Central Park where she jogged—people recalled her campaigns for treasured buildings, her work as a book editor, her affection for art, her quiet presence in church, and mostly her friendship.


“She had this tremendous enthusiasm—it was almost childlike at times—and when she talked about a book, you knew she was completely engaged,” said Stephen Rubin, the president and publisher of Doubleday, where Mrs. Onassis had been an editor for the last 16 years.


One of her authors, Bill Moyers, for whom she had edited three books, recalled her yesterday in similar terms: “As a colleague, working closely on my books, she was as witty, warm and creative in private as she was grand and graceful in public.”


Nancy Tuckerman, a lifelong friend and confidante who had been Mrs. Kennedy’s White House social secretary, recalled roller-skating with Jackie Bouvier as children in New York in the 1930’s, when they were fellow students at the Chapin School.


“She was always drawn back to New York,” Ms. Tuckerman said. “She chose to bring up her children in the city. She got into publishing because she knew it would be an educational experience—she would learn something every moment.”


Kent L. Barwick, president of the Municipal Art Society, recalled how Mrs. Onassis was instrumental in persuading legislators in Albany to block the construction of an office tower beside St. Bartholomew’s Church on Park Avenue. “Jackie got on the train to Albany, met with assemblymen and senators and the governor all day, gave testimony and at the end of the day, when the rest of us were exhausted, she stood for well over an hour while virtually every important legislator had a picture taken with her,” Mr. Barwick remembered.


Like many New Yorkers, Mrs. Onassis got away occasionally—on weekends to her horse farm in New Jersey, in the summer to her estate on Martha’s Vineyard, where she and her companion of recent years, Maurice Tempelsman, entertained President Clinton and his wife, Hillary, last summer.


But her friends said she was always glad to come home to New York. 


Eleanor Roosevelt Warmly Remembered In Her Hometown


By DOUGLAS MARTIN | October 5, 1996
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ELEANOR ROOSEVELT WAS BORN AND DIED IN New York City, and spent big intervals of her life here. Today, she comes home—as a statue in Riverside Park.


History’s longest-serving First Lady returns to a city where she was a rich if exceedingly uncomfortable debutante, a tireless worker for social causes, a newspaper columnist and a delegate to the United Nations. She comes to a place where she was so revered cab drivers would ask her to sit in the front seat so they could better converse.


It was here she fought Tammany Hall, the Catholic Church on aid to parochial schools, and the sweatshops on the Lower East Side. There are still people who remember seeing Mrs. Roosevelt run for a bus, ride a horse in Central Park or dance elegantly.


Lately, Mrs. Roosevelt has been in the news as a result of conversations the First Lady, Hillary Rodham Clinton, says she has with her as an exercise in dealing with First Lady pressures.


Mrs. Roosevelt could hardly walk down a New York street without people running up to thank her for some favor. Edna Gurewitsch, who with her husband shared a house with Mrs. Roosevelt during the last three years of her life, said Mrs. Roosevelt would usually just keep walking. At first, she thought she was hard of hearing but then realized it was something else.


“She really didn’t care about thank you’s at all,” Mrs. Gurewitsch said. “She only cared about what had to be done now.” 



The Boyhood Myth That Helped Make Moynihan


By DOUGLAS E. SCHOEN | April 6, 2003


DANIEL PATRICK MOYNIHAN LIKED TO describe himself as a boy from Hell’s Kitchen; until his death at the age of 76, it was one of his defining characteristics.


In fact, Moynihan and his family lived in the neighborhood for only a few years, and for most of that time he was away at college. But for subtle and complicated reasons, Hell’s Kitchen became a powerful and enduring metaphor. The quintessential working-class Irish-American neighborhood sandwiched between Times Square and the bustling docks served as a reference point for Moynihan’s young life. His youth was essentially that of a middle-class kid cast into downward mobility.


It was in 1928 that his father, Jack, took a job as an advertising copywriter in Manhattan, and moved his young wife and infant son from Tulsa, Okla., to New York. Jack was discontented with the lifestyle of what passed for a young post-Depression professional, and abandoned his family in 1937. What followed for Margaret Moynihan and her by-then three children was close to outright poverty.


In 1947, she opened a bar at 558 West 42nd Street, near 11th Avenue, that Moynihan would talk about for the rest of his life. The family lived in a railroad flat upstairs.


Moynihan, who had returned from a stint as a naval officer, felt duty-bound to keep both the bar and his family running smoothly, which he did. Moynihan took advantage of the G.I. Bill to finish college at Tufts University, near Boston. But the situation at home was volatile. Frequently Moynihan had to trek down in person, textbooks in hand and sleep-deprived, to put things right. He missed graduation week because he had to rush home to resolve a dispute that had erupted at the bar. 



Battle-Tested Sharpton Slips Into Familiar Role


By ADAM NAGOURNEY | February 13, 1999
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Al Sharpton at the National Action Network, his civil rights organization, in 2007.


JUST BEFORE THE EVENING NEWS THE OTHER night, the parents of Amadou Diallo, the West African street vendor shot dead by plainclothes police officers last week, walked up to microphones to offer their first extended public remarks about the death of their son. The setting was a second-floor auditorium up a scuffed flight of steps in Harlem. And the host, wearing a crisp gray three-piece suit and clearly enjoying this latest bustle at his Harlem headquarters, was the Rev. Al Sharpton.


It was perhaps inevitable. In the 15 years since Mr. Sharpton took up the cause of one of the four black youths shot by Bernard Goetz, he has developed a network of supporters, an articulate public presence and a command of politics and media that few other figures in New York can rival. As was clear again yesterday, as Mr. Sharpton assumed a prominent role at Mr. Diallo’s memorial service, that arsenal has established him as arguably more influential than any black leader in the city, including those who have been elected to public office.


Mr. Sharpton said in an interview that he has never imposed himself into any of the half-dozen racially charged police cases with which he has been identified. “I would not have contacted them,” Mr. Sharpton said. I am not an ambulance chaser: I am the ambulance. People call me.”


There was no need for Mr. Sharpton to chase anyone, indeed. Other Guinean immigrants called Mr. Sharpton after Mr. Diallo was shot last week, just as other Haitian immigrants called him after allegations that Abner Louima was assaulted in a Brooklyn police precinct in 1997.


The Diallo shooting has illuminated Mr. Sharpton’s strengths in racially charged situations. Mr. Sharpton has been able to assemble large crowds, on short notice, for rallies. He has brought in a network of people, including fund-raisers and lawyers, to help the Diallo family.


“He has a genius for this,” said Edward I. Koch, the former mayor whose relations with Mr. Sharpton have thawed somewhat since Mr. Koch left Gracie Mansion. “He has the respect of the black community. He can deliver a picket line of large numbers when he decides he wants to. He’s very quotable. And he’s very smart.”


What is more, Mr. Sharpton has managed, with a few dissents, to present himself as a leader of a group of New Yorkers that is more politically, economically and ethnically diverse than ever: from old-line black Democratic leaders in Harlem, to the new groups of immigrants that are now jockeying for a place on New York’s landscape, to prominent black business leaders who had once shunned him.


For his part, Mr. Sharpton said he had patterned his career after that of the Rev. Jesse L. Jackson Jr. And that, he said, accounted for his success in New York. “Let’s face it: If Secretary of Transportation Rodney Slater walked down 125th Street, people wouldn’t know him,” Mr. Sharpton said, referring to the black Arkansan President Clinton appointed to his Cabinet. “But everybody would know Jesse Jackson. I do in New York what Jesse Jackson does in the nation.” 



Mr. Clinton, Your Harlem Neighbors Want to See You More Often


By ALAN FEUER | November 17, 2003
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Former President Bill Clinton meets with future President Barack Obama his Harlem office in 2008.


CONSIDER THIS AN OPEN LETTER FROM THE citizens of 125th Street to former President Bill Clinton. Its message is simple: Mr. Clinton, please come home.


Anthony Rembert, 39, says he misses Mr. Clinton in the neighborhood: “Come back to the area, please. We want you to be part of the community.”


When Mr. Clinton moved into 55 West 125th Street in July 2001, it was hailed in certain parts of Harlem as the first installment of the Second Coming. A crowd of 2,000—chanting “We love Bill!”—gathered on the streets to greet Mr. Clinton, who appeared before the masses to a violin rendition of “We Shall Overcome.”


The former president and Harlem seemed the perfect match. Both were in the early stages of a renaissance. Both loved soul food. Both had ties to the South. Speaking to his adoring audience that day more than two years ago, Mr. Clinton made a promise. “I want to make sure I’m a good neighbor in Harlem,” he said.


In the past two years, however, Mr. Clinton, like many neighbors in New York, has been a passing, rather than a palpable, presence in the neighborhood. This year alone, he has traveled to Los Angeles to campaign for Gov. Gray Davis, to Kosovo to visit American soldiers serving with the United Nations peace-keeping force and to China to press its government to confront a growing AIDS crisis.


His absence has been noticed on 125th Street, where people say they have occasionally seen him, under Secret Service guard, ducking through the back door of his office—if, that is, they have seen him at all.


“Actually, I’ve only seen him once,” said Thomas Hunn, 77, a retired waiter, who was leaning against a parking meter across the street from Mr. Clinton’s office on a recent afternoon.


A spokesman for Mr. Clinton’s office pointed out that while Mr. Clinton has certainly been on the move, he has still had time to visit Jimmy’s Uptown (three times), the Sugar Hill Bistro, the Bayou restaurant, Londell’s restaurant, the Studio Museum in Harlem, Dance Theater of Harlem, the Apollo Theater (three times), Sylvia’s restaurant and Dee’s Card Shop (for some Christmas shopping), to name more than a few.


When Mr. Clinton is not on the road, the spokesman said, he splits his time between his Harlem aerie and his home in Chappaqua, in Westchester County, where he is said to be working on his memoirs. “When he’s in town, he comes by maybe once every couple of weeks,” said Robert Collins, the chef at Lang’s Little Store and Deli, one of Mr. Clinton’s haunts in Chappaqua. “He’s here a lot on weekends.”


Over all, 125th Street still remains a thriving chapter of the Bill Clinton fan club, and there are those on the street who consider themselves lucky to actually have seen the man in recent weeks.


Sharon Alexander, 43, rode in the elevator with the former president last month as she was heading to work at the Department of Veterans Affairs.


Her message now is the same she had for him that day as they stood side by side: “I love you, Bill, but I need to see you more.” 



Robert Moses, Master Builder


By PAUL GOLDBERGER | July 30, 1981
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Though Robert Moses remains controversial, Babylon, N.Y. paid homage to its native son with a statue on the lawn of its Village Hall.


ROBERT MOSES, WHO PLAYED A LARGER ROLE in shaping the physical environment of New York State than any other figure in the 20th century, died yesterday in West Islip, N.Y. Mr. Moses, whose long list of public offices only begins to hint at his impact on both the city and state of New York, was 92 years old.


A spokesman for Good Samaritan Hospital said he had been taken there Tuesday afternoon from his summer home in Gilgo Beach. The cause of death was given as heart failure.


“Those who can, build,” Mr. Moses once said. “Those who can’t, criticize.” Robert Moses was, in every sense of the word, New York’s master builder. Neither an architect, a planner, a lawyer nor even, in the strictest sense, a politician, he changed the face of the state more than anyone who was. Before him, there was no Triborough Bridge, Jones Beach State Park, Verrazano-Narrows Bridge, West Side Highway or Long Island parkway system or Niagara and St. Lawrence power projects. He built all of these and more.


Before Mr. Moses, New York State had a modest amount of parkland; when he left his position as chief of the state park system, the state had 2,567,256 acres. He built 658 playgrounds in New York City, 416 miles of parkways and 13 bridges. For 44 years, from 1924 until 1968, Mr. Moses constructed public works in the city and state costing—in a recent estimate adjusting currency to 1968 value—$27 billion.


Mr. Moses built parks, highways, bridges, playgrounds, housing, tunnels, beaches, zoos, civic centers, exhibition halls and the 1964-65 New York World’s Fair.


But he was more than just a builder. Although he disdained theories, he was a major theoretical influence on the shape of the American city, because the works he created in New York proved a model for the nation at large. His vision of a city of highways and towers—which in his later years came to be discredited by younger planners—influenced the planning of cities around the nation.


His guiding hand made New York, known as a city of mass transit, also the nation’s first city for the automobile age. Under Mr. Moses, the metropolitan area came to have more highway miles than Los Angeles does; Moses projects anticipated such later automobile-oriented efforts as the Los Angeles freeway system.


But where Los Angeles grew up around its highways, Mr. Moses thrust many of New York’s great ribbons of concrete across an older and largely settled urban landscape, altering it drastically. He further changed the landscape with rows of red-brick apartment towers for low- and middle-income residents, asphalt playgrounds and huge sports stadiums. The Moses vision of New York was less one of neighborhoods and brownstones than one of soaring towers, open parks, highways and beaches—not the sidewalks of New York but the American dream of the open road. 



The Enduring Legacy of Jane Jacobs


By DAVID W. DUNLAP | April 27, 2006


THE IDEA THAT CITY PLANNING SHOULD BE informed by the city block—its people, texture, layering, scale and age—can be traced in good measure to Jane Jacobs’s 1961 book, “The Death and Life of Great American Cities,” written while she lived at 555 Hudson Street. It’s little block between Perry and West 11th Streets peppered with old buildings.


She liked short blocks with a lot of diversity.


On Tuesday, she died at age 89 in Toronto, where she had moved in 1968. Along Hudson Street in Greenwich Village, diversity still reigned around the unremarkable three-story structure at No. 555 (“modest” seems too grandiose a word for it), now home to the Art of Cooking, a cookware and accessories store. Elsewhere on the block are the White Horse Tavern, three restaurants, a cafe, a news dealer and a combination card store, florist and T-shirt shop.


Farther downtown, Ms. Jacobs’s hand can be seen in the redevelopment plan for the World Trade Center. A central tenet of that plan is to break down the super-block site into four smaller blocks through the re-establishment of Greenwich and Fulton Streets.


It is no coincidence that this framework was developed while Alexander Garvin was vice president for planning at the Lower Manhattan Development Corporation. His roommate at Yale gave him a copy of “Death and Life” as a Christmas present in 1961. “It changed my life,” Mr. Garvin said.


Another example of her influence, Mr. Garvin said, was the neighborhood preservation program that he oversaw as New York’s deputy housing commissioner from 1974 to 1978. “We were trying to save old buildings,” he recalled, “which was something I always had an inclination toward but until I read that you needed a mix of old and new buildings to have a healthy neighborhood, it wasn’t part of my repertoire.”


“She taught us how to look at blocks,” said Ada Louise Huxtable, who was the architecture critic of The New York Times when Ms. Jacobs was battling Robert Moses and other powerful advocates of urban renewal and slum clearance.


“The intimate view of the city and its humanity really is indebted to her,” Ms. Huxtable said. 



Being Brooke Astor


By MARILYN BERGER | May 20, 1984
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Brooke Astor, shown here in her Park Avenue apartment when she was 99, passed away in 2007.


BROOKE ASTOR, THE PHILANTHROPIST AND socialite, picked up the telephone and called Vartan Gregorian, president of New York Public Library. He was in the middle of a meeting in his office. He dropped everything and took the call. “Greg, it’s Brooke,” Mrs. Astor said in her rapid-fire, high-spirited staccato. “Are you sitting or standing?’’


“I’m standing,” Mr. Gregorian replied.


“Well, sit down,” she said.


He did.


“I’ve just sent letters of resignation to all the major boards I am on and I’m going to dedicate myself to the New York Public Library.’’


“I was stunned,” he says. “I said, ‘You’re fabulous, you’re wonderful.’ I got very excited and I said all kinds of nice things. Then I turned back to the meeting and said, ‘You won’t believe what has just happened.’”


He says he knew immediately that what had just happened meant that the library was entering nothing less than a new era. “It meant that New York philanthropists, New York society, would now rediscover the library. What Brooke’s gesture did was to show that learning, books, education have glamour, that self-improvement has glamour, that hope has glamour.’’


The New York Public Library had, in recent years, been forced to curtail its activities. Many of its branches shut their doors on Saturdays. The institution, a not-for-profit corporation which gets some public funds, had been short of money. Schoolchildren seeking enlightenment are turned away in a manner that would have made Andrew Carnegie, the great library-giver, blush, not to mention John Jacob Astor, founder of the Astor fortune, the richest man in America when he died in 1848. Mr. Astor’s personal collection of books (and $400,000) formed a cornerstone of the New York Public Library.


But the worst of the library’s financial trouble may now be over. The institution has become, as Mr. Gregorian predicted, one of the city’s most popular charitable causes, primarily because the Astor descendant-by-marriage, Mrs. Vincent Astor, whom almost everybody calls Brooke, has been devoting herself so publicly to library matters. This is in the tradition of Lila Acheson Wallace, Mrs. Russell Sage, Mary Lasker, Agnes Meyer, Alice Tully, Minnie Guggenheimer and others.


Few of these Ladies Bountiful, however, have had interests as varied as Brooke Astor’s or enjoyed what might be called her leeway. She has been a widow for 25 years. She has a strong sense of responsibility for the money she inherited from Vincent Astor, who died after they had been married only five-and-a-half years. He left her $2 million outright, the income for her lifetime on about $60 million (the principal to be disposed of at her death according to her wishes), and he established her firmly in charge of a foundation with assests of another $60 million for “the alleviation of human misery.” This is medium size, as foundations go (the Ford Foundation, the nation’s wealthiest, has $3.4 billion in assets).


But the energy Brooke Astor devotes to the Vincent Astor Foundation has created astonishment and wide-eyed admiration. “You see,” she says, “it’s fun to give money away.” 



As Mrs. Astor Slips, The Grandson Blames the Son


By JAMES BARRON and ANEMONA HARTOCOLLIS | July 27, 2006


ONCE, SHE AND HER PEARLS AND HER designer dresses were everywhere that was anywhere in New York society: this benefit, that party, this lunch, that dedication. At her 90th birthday party, she danced the first dance with the mayor. At her 100th, 100 well-connected friends toasted her with Champagne.


Then Brooke Russell Kuser Marshall Astor, doyenne of capital-S society by night, philanthropist by day, faded from view. Already, she had closed down her charity, having given away not quite $195 million. Her explanation was a single word: “Age.’’


No longer was she seen on the black-tie circuit, seated to the right of an attentive host. One neighbor has seen her only once in the last two years, asleep in a wheelchair outside her apartment building on Park Avenue.


Now Mrs. Astor, 104, is at the center of a bitter intergenerational dispute that has become public. In a lawsuit, one of her grandsons has accused her son of mistreating her and turning her final years into a grim shadow of the glittery decades that went before.


The grandson, Philip Marshall, accuses his father, Anthony Marshall—a Broadway producer and former C.I.A. employee who is 82—of failing to fill Mrs. Astor’s prescriptions, stripping her apartment of artwork, confining the dogs she doted on to the pantry, reducing the number of staff members looking after her, and forcing her to sleep in chilly misery on a couch that smells of urine.


In court papers, Philip Marshall says that his father “has turned a blind eye to her, intentionally and repeatedly ignoring her health, safety, personal and household needs, while enriching himself with millions of dollars.’’


Philip Marshall asks that Anthony Marshall be removed as Mrs. Astor’s legal guardian and replaced by Annette de la Renta, a friend of Mrs. Astor’s who is married to the designer Oscar de la Renta, and JPMorgan Chase Bank.


The allegations shocked the circles in which Mrs. Astor once moved, simply because they involved Mrs. Astor, who always guarded her privacy, even though she was one of the most public figures in New York. Her name alone denoted power and old wealth. She is said to have thrown a would-be mugger off balance by saying, “Excuse me, we’ve not been introduced properly. I’m Mrs. Astor.’’


She became Mrs. Astor with her third husband. She had divorced the first, and the second had died. The third, Vincent Astor, was the son and heir of John Jacob Astor, who died on the Titanic, and whose fortune had begun in fur trading and real estate. Vincent Astor bequeathed Mrs. Astor $60 million for herself and an equal amount for a foundation “for the alleviation of human suffering.’’


But it is her suffering that Philip Marshall describes in court papers. There are allegations that her son vetoed purchases of a new outfit when she turned 104, of cosmetics, of hats and socks. There are allegations that he had curbed her physical therapy sessions and stopped her injections for anemia.


Vartan Gregorian, a former president of the New York Public Library who is now the president of the Carnegie Corporation of New York, said the last time he visited her, last year, was an unexpected emotional experience.


“When she was told it was I, she opened one eye,” he said. “She kissed me. She said, ‘I love you.’ I said, ‘I love you, too.’ I kissed her hand, and broke down. I’d never seen her in that weak position. I’d always seen her triumphant. She was, will always be, the first lady of New York society.” 



ENTERTAINERS, ARTISTS AND WRITERS



On Rap Star’s Final Ride, Homage Is Marred by a Scuffle


By IAN FISHER | March 19, 1997
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Actor Jamal Woolard, shown here in Fort Greene, played rapper Biggie Smalls in the movie “Notorious.”


CHRISTOPHER G. WALLACE, THE BROOKLYN tough who became the million-selling rap star known as Biggie Smalls and the Notorious B.I.G., was driven in a hearse yesterday for a final ride through the streets where he grew up. Several thousand people mourned both for him and for the violence that has shaken the rap world.


The procession itself was marred by a brief clash between the police and several dozen people, which erupted around the corner from Mr. Wallace’s childhood home in Fort Greene. The incident began in a chaotic swirl of people flooding onto Fulton Street, when a group of teenagers jumped onto several parked cars and a Dumpster and began dancing shortly after Mr. Wallace’s motorcade passed by.


After officers trying to remove people from atop the cars scuffled with several men, Vanessa Edwards, 28, stood with tears streaming down her face and wailed, “He wouldn’t have wanted it like this!’’


The police arrested 10 people, including a reporter who was covering the procession for The New York Times, and no one was seriously hurt. But tensions between the police and residents festered into the evening along Fulton Street, amid complaints that the police had used excessive force, including one officer who pounded a man on the head repeatedly with the butt end of a can of pepper spray.


The scuffles, though, stood in sharp contrast to the rest of the almost regal proceedings for Mr. Wallace, who at 24 was one of rap’s biggest stars, making musical capital of the violence that surrounded him growing up. He was killed 10 days ago in a drive-by shooting in Los Angeles.


The mourners who turned up along the motorcade route in Brooklyn—from grade-schoolers to grandparents—said they regarded him not so much as a “gangsta” rapper but as a hero who had overcome his own early drug dealing to become rich and famous on the strength of his talent.


“He was kind of a role model to all of us,” said Karla Boston, 11, who was standing with two of her sixth-grade classmates on St. James Place. “He found it to the big leagues. He found a way to get out of this neighborhood.


“I figured he tried hard and he’s kind of giving us hope,” she added. 


A Bronze Plaque In Brooklyn Marks George Gershwin’s Birthplace


By JOHN S. WILSON | September 23, 1963


A BRONZE PLAQUE MARKING THE TWO-STORY house in Brooklyn where George Gershwin was born will be unveiled at 11 a.m., Thursday, the 65th anniversary of the birth of the composer, who died on July 11, 1937. By proclamation of Abe Stark, borough president of Brooklyn, Thursday will be George Gershwin Day.


The plaque is a presentation of the American Society of Composers, Authors and Publishers, of which Mr. Gershwin was a member. During the ceremonies the glee club of the nearby George Gershwin Junior High School will sing Gershwin songs.


The composer wrote the music for such shows as “Of Thee I Sing,” “Girl Crazy” and “Strike Up the Band.” His bigger works included “An American in Paris,” “Rhapsody in Blue” and “Porgy and Bess.”


George Gershwin lived in Brooklyn for only two or possibly three years before the family moved back to Manhattan.


The house, between Sutter and Belmont Avenues, was surrounded by trees when the Gershwins lived there. George Gershwin’s brother, Ira, remembers eating grapes from a vine that grew in the fenced yard surrounding the house. He played in an open field on the Sutter Avenue side. The house had a front room, a dining room, a kitchen and possibly a maid’s room on the ground floor. Upstairs there were three or four bedrooms, one of which was rented to a Mr. Taffelstein for $4 a week.


Today the house is hemmed in by other buildings. The only remnant of the open field where Ira Gershwin played is a space wider than any of the alleyways in the neighborhood, too wide for a driveway but not wide enough for a lot. In 65 years the semi-suburban atmosphere of the street has changed. Open space has given way to a solid row of buildings. Stores in the once predominantly Jewish neighborhood now display signs in English, Hebrew and Spanish. 



Memories of a Rock Star: My First Year in New York


By LOU REED | September 17, 2000


WHEN I MOVED INTO MY FIRST NEW YORK apartment, my uncle gave me a cot and a folding chair. I had been working as a copy editor for a divorce lawyer for two weeks to build up rent money. With $200 in my pocket, I quit and got the apartment ($45 a month) with a friend. It was one room with a bathtub. The bathroom was in the hall and unusable. We took electricity from the hall lighting fixture. There was no heat, but there was a window that overlooked the street three floors below.


Much of my income came from selling envelopes of sugar to girls I met at clubs, claiming it was heroin. This led to hours of feigned stonedness. What happened to the original drugs is another story.


I slept in a used Navy peacoat and did what laundry I had at a dealer’s house on East Sixth Street, until a jealous lover shot my friend’s leg off with a shotgun blast through the door. This caused some consternation in our crowd, and eventually eight of us banded together and moved en masse to a new apartment on Grand Street. There I slept on a small cut-up mattress that rested on the floor. It made me nervous because we had rats and I worried about being bit. At this point the Velvet Underground had sprung into being. The junkies who lived below us honored our first job by robbing the entire band of everything that was not with us at the gig.


The next apartment was on East 10th Street. This was a real apartment, $65 a month. I made the mistake of letting Ondine stay there once when I was out of town and returned to find the apartment flooded with water and a comatose body in the bathtub. Jimmy Smith had taken all my belongings. Rotten Rita had carved a poem on the front door, which hung off its hinges. The amphetamine elves had Magic Markered the walls, and the landlord had left the notice of eviction Scotch taped to the working stove. I still had my guitar and my peacoat and my B.A. in English. 



Miss Bankhead Returns, Purring


By EUGENE ARCHER | December 6, 1964


“HAND ME THE TELEPHONE, DARLING,” SAID Tallulah Bankhead. It was only two feet away from her yoga perch, but before her startled visitor could oblige, the maid had darted around the pastel furnishing, and was brandishing the Princess. “Thanks,” cooed the Buddha, accepting her alms. “Darling” she repeated, this time addressing the receiver, “I’m talking to the nicest gentleman from The New York Times, and I’m trying to be tactful as hell about the film.”


Bankhead is definitely back. Back, this time, from a 10-week sojourn in England, where she played for Hammer Brothers in something called, to her chagrin, “Die! Die! My Darling!”


Curled up on her ladylike couch, rich brown hair streaming on either side of her big, bad eyes, the effect was decidedly kittenish, and her celebrated vocabulary rumbled forth in an alarming purr.


“I adore Huntley-Brinkley,” she explained, turning on the sound full blast. “I hope it doesn’t drive you mad. I don’t know how I survived in England without the news. The British press, of course, were awfully nice to me, they always are, except when they say I’m a lousy actress, and sometimes I agree with them.”


Her attention was momentarily arrested by an item on the news, involving a group of children in Eighth Street. Tallulah raised an eyebrow. “That’s no place for children.”


“I didn’t choose this script, darling, it was forced on me, but my friends thought it was rather good. It isn’t comedy though, nobody is writing good comedy these days except Iris Murdoch.”


At the point, she had been talking nonstop for two hours. “You really must be disarming,” she accused “because you made me miss Huntley-Brinkley. Oh, well. Come back again, and next time we’ll play bridge.” 


You Must Remember This: A Sign Is Not Just a Sign


By MANNY FERNANDEZ | June 25, 2006


YESTERDAY, ON HUMPHREY BOGART PLACE, there was only one fedora in sight. Yet the rain came down hard, the way it does in old movies, and people stood beneath their umbrellas looking for the ghost of Sam Spade.


They were not quite world-weary—this was the Upper West Side, after all—but they were at least a little wet.


The block of 103rd Street between Broadway and West End Avenue was named in honor of Bogart, the legendary actor who, 49 years after his death, remains an ageless representative of another time, when the world had a bit more grace and a few decent gin joints. Bogart grew up on this block in the early 1900’s, in a four-story brownstone at 245 West 103rd Street.


This city usually greets the naming of a street with a collective yawn. But the official unveiling of Humphrey Bogart Place was something else entirely, part block party, part film symposium, part history lesson. About 150 people gathered for the ceremony, and a hush of nervous excitement fell over the crowd when the chairman of the city’s Housing Authority, Tino Hernandez, politely asked the people standing behind him to make room for the woman walking up the sidewalk.


She was the event’s special guest, Bogart’s widow, Lauren Bacall. She looked elegant in a black suit, elegant and dry, with their son, Stephen Humphrey Bogart, by her side.


“It certainly was surprising,” she told the crowd of the honor. “Bogie would never have believed it.”


Bogart’s parents—Belmont DeForest Bogart and Maud Humphrey—bought the brownstone in 1898, a year before Bogart was born. His father, a surgeon, used the first floor as his office and kept a pigeon coop on the roof. His mother, an illustrator, had a studio on the third floor. The brownstone is now owned by the Housing Authority and is part of a low-income housing development known as the Douglass Rehabs. Four families live in the building. There is a small garden in the back with a red-painted picnic table and a sign on a bulletin board that reminds tenants that exterminations are conducted on the fourth Saturday of the month. 



Shards of a Life in 5F


By MANNY FERNANDEZ | October 2, 2005


RUSSELL AARONSON NEEDED A NEW BATH-room sink a few years ago. The old one in his Upper West Side studio apartment was a turn-of-the-century model, a cast-iron, white-enamel basin with two brass faucets that had outlived its usefulness. But he could never imagine simply throwing it out. After all, he explained, ‘’It was James Dean’s sink.’’


The lives—and even the bathroom fixtures—of Dean, a movie icon who died 50 years ago on Friday, and Mr. Aaronson, a Manhattan waiter, have been intimately and inextricably linked by a twist of fate, a stroke of good luck or the whims of that other force of nature, the New York real estate market.


The connection between the two men is Apartment 5F.


Mr. Aaronson resides in the same tiny studio at 19 West 68th Street where Dean lived in the early 1950’s. It is a cramped unit on the top floor of a five-story brownstone walk-up off Central Park. There, in the corner, was where Dean slept, a matador’s cape draped over a pair of bull horns on the wall above him.


There, nowadays, Mr. Aaronson’s 7-year-old son sleeps, the cape and horns replaced by two framed photos of Dean and a wooden plaque from West Side Little League.





It’s not easy living in Dean’s old apartment. Strangers frequently drop by and ask if they can take a look around.





It’s not easy living in Dean’s old apartment. Strangers frequently drop by and ask if they can take a look around. Mr. Aaronson said he had given tours to about 100 Dean fans over the years. Then there is the graffiti, the personal and often mysterious notes people scrawl in pen, pencil and lipstick on the white-painted wall downstairs across from the mail slots. ‘’Jim Dean, thanks, you got me back on track,” Clint wrote on July 24, 2004.


But Mr. Aaronson does not mind the visits or the graffiti. He has become a kind of curator of an unofficial Dean museum since he moved in 31 years ago. He has attended Dean tributes in Fairmount, Ind., the small farm town where the actor was raised, and even met Dean’s first cousin, Marcus Winslow. And when it came time to figure out what to do with the old sink, he decided to put it in the trunk of a friend’s car and drive it 750 miles to the Fairmount Historical Museum, where it is now on display.


‘’You might say,” said Mr. Aaronson of the loyalty he feels to the former tenant, “it’s a welcome obligation.” 



TriBeCa Yawns Hello to Film Studio


By CONSTANCE L. HAYS | May 6, 1990


[image: image]


Robert DeNiro co-founded the TriBeCa Film Festival in 2002.


TRUMPETED AS HOLLYWOOD ON THE HUDSON and organized by Robert De Niro, a former coffee warehouse in lower Manhattan opened this year as the TriBeCa Film Center, with production centers on seven floors and a stylish restaurant, the Tribeca Grill, on the ground floor. Yet for all the attention people in the neighborhood are paying to it, it might still be the warehouse.


“He’s not the first celebrity in the neighborhood,” said Dorothea Nicholas, a resident of the Independence Plaza apartment complex across the street.


Across TriBeCa, the area’s supposed leap into the limelight is mostly met with an attitude of boredom, occasionally broken by a comment about the economic opportunities of such a change.


Mr. De Niro, the actor, “lives in the neighborhood and has for over 10 years,” said Jane Rosenthal, executive vice president of TriBeCa Productions, the movie company that anchors the center. “It was really just a matter of being in the neighborhood.”


At Greenwich Street Video, where Mr. De Niro has a membership and occasionally rents his movies, the management applauded the film center. “It used to be a bombed-out warehouse,” said Maria Hogan, who has worked at the store five years. When Mr. De Niro, who lives a block away on Hudson Street, wanted to rent his first videocassette, she added, he did not have to produce two forms of identification and a utility bill like the average customer.


Part of the local indifference to stardom may be that New Yorkers tend to recognize people more readily for their success in something other than show business, Ms. Kearney said. She added: “In New York, you’re much more likely to hear someone say, ‘Hey, there’s Susan Sontag,’ and in L.A. it’s, ‘There’s Danny DeVito.’ There’s a lot more intellectual celebrity.” 
	

“Wonder Years,” By Way of Bed-Stuy


By JOHN FREEMAN GILL | December 4, 2005


BEDFORD-STUYVESANT IS USED TO HAVING its reputation defined by outsiders. For years this Brooklyn neighborhood had the rap of being so perilous a landscape that in 1980 a Long Island boy named Billy Joel sang, “I’ve been stranded in the combat zone/I walked through Bedford-Stuy alone.” By contrast, in the current overheated housing market, Bed-Stuy has been ballyhooed as the last frontier of affordable brownstones, a place overrun by real estate speculators panning for original wainscoting.


With the UPN television show “Everybody Hates Chris,” the country is finally seeing a representation of Bed-Stuy shaped by one of its own: Chris Rock, the show’s co-creator and narrator, on whose Decatur Street childhood the program is loosely based. The struggle to make ends meet is played for laughs, so much so that at times the show has the misty tone of an asphalt-jungle “Wonder Years.” Any sense of true jeopardy in the rose-tinted ghetto portrayed on screen is so slight that one episode hinges on little more than Chris’s misadventures at the local Laundromat.


The reality was far more complex. During those years, street crime was as much a part of the scene as the neighborhood’s 2,600 vacant and abandoned residential buildings, according to a study by the Bedford-Stuyvesant Restoration Corporation; in 1983, the rate of violent crime in Bed-Stuy was 80 percent higher than the citywide average, with nearly twice as many murders per capita as in the city as a whole.


“The image of people afraid to come out of their homes because of drugs and gang warfare was not the reality of how we were living every day,” said Doug Jones, a 37-year-old real estate agent who grew up in a brownstone on McDonough Street, adding, “It was very apple pie, nondescript and even a little boring.” 



Trying to Shake a Stereotype But Keep On Being Rosie Perez


By PETER APPLEBOME | February 14, 1999
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Rosie Perez talks to students at LaGuardia High School on the Upper West Side.


ON A WATER-LOGGED DAY IN BROOKLYN, everything seems muted and muffled—the grays and browns of the buildings, the soggy drumbeat of the rain, the leaden thwock of the car wheels shooting out sprays of oily water as they rumble over manhole covers.


And then there is Rosie Perez, who, rain or shine, is about as muted and muffled as a stick of dynamite on a short fuse.


“All the time, all the time,” she shot back when asked if she worries about being stereotyped as a feisty, foul-mouthed, working-class Latina, the Rosie Perez character she has played in most of her films. “Sometimes I really want to ask the studio heads, ‘Did you earn your college degree or did you pay for it? Are you stupid?’”


When she started acting, Ms. Perez was advised to take classes to lose her Brooklyn inflections and mannerisms. Instead, she has built an improbable acting career, which began with a chance encounter with the director Spike Lee, on being pretty much what she is: an intense, voluble, working-class Puerto Rican from Bushwick who is indelibly from her own unfashionable patch of turf.


She was born somewhere between 1964 and ‘66—she declines to be more precise—in the middle of a family of 11 children in Bushwick. Ms. Perez apparently spent part of the time living in group homes or with relatives and got into her share of trouble, but looks back on a place that for all its rough edges was definitely a neighborhood.


“I never thought of it as a tough neighborhood,” she said. “I never thought I was poor until someone told me I was.”


Casting director Sheila Jaffe said Ms. Perez at times may risk being perceived as too outspoken and aggressive for her own good.


But she thinks even if Ms. Perez does not conform to the Hollywood norm of user-friendly, blue-eyed blondes, she is smart enough and talented enough to make things work. 



Seinfeld, Come Home?


By JOHN TIERNEY | March 5, 1995


[image: image]


Jerry Seinfeld on West 78th Street and Broadway, not far from his apartment which is on 81st Street and Central Park West.


A NEW HOPE GRIPPED NEW YORKERS EVER since an item appeared in Liz Smith’s gossip column in January. “Jerry Seinfeld is looking to make a permanent move back to New York City,” she revealed.


I can understand the excitement, because I, too, have longed for Jerry and the gang to come home. “Seinfeld” always struck me as a troubling paradox. Yes, it captures the travails of Manhattan better than any show ever on television, but it is written and filmed in Los Angeles. Yes, the characters Jerry and George seem to be quintessential New Yorkers, the kind who believe, as John Updike put it, “that people living anywhere else had to be, in some sense, kidding.” But the characters’ creators and real-life counterparts—Seinfeld and his friend Larry David, the show’s executive producer—appear to be doing just fine in California.


After the rumors of their move started, I went out to Studio City to talk to Seinfeld and David, hoping to hear how anxious they are to return, how impossible it is to do good work without the city’s daily stimulation. As they sat in their office, where they work at facing desks, Seinfeld explained that he had indeed suggested moving the whole show back to New York for several episodes or maybe even a whole season. The attempts to import the Upper West Side—weekly shipments of H & H bagels, a new $800,000 exterior set this season simulating the sidewalks of Columbus and Amsterdam Avenues—were no substitute for the real thing. But now it looked as if the move would be too complicated for the rest of the staff.


“People have really bought into this Hollywood life style,” Seinfeld said. He insisted that he still considers himself a New Yorker and regards his 14 years in Los Angeles as an extended business trip. David, though, said he wasn’t sure if he would ever move back—an ambivalence that deeply concerned me, particularly when he said that he hadn’t been to New York for two years. How could the Brooklynite responsible for George’s neurotic New York psyche be content … in Los Angeles?


“George is more or less based on you, isn’t he?” I asked David. “I just can’t see George out here. Of all the characters, he’s the one who shouldn’t be able to survive anywhere but New York.”


“He definitely is a strong side of me,” David said. “George is a good vehicle for a lot of the sick things you would think about doing. No, I couldn’t really imagine him out here, either. Probably he’d yell at somebody in his car, and they would follow him home and kill him.” 



Letterman Celebrates New York


By BILL CARTER | October 1, 2001


LATE IN THE SHOW ON HIS FIRST NIGHT BACK after the attacks on New York, following an emotional monologue about the anguish and rage of the country and of New York City, David Letterman broke for a commercial.


With the microphones off, Regis Philbin, a guest on Mr. Letterman’s “Late Show” on CBS, leaned over to talk to him.


“He was in agony,” Mr. Philbin said later about the show on Sept. 17. “He was so worried about that first segment and what he had said. He was really agonized over that, over whether he could possibly say anything that would matter at a time like this. I said: ‘No, it was great. You spoke from the gut.’ But I don’t think he believed me.”


Mr. Letterman, who even in the best of times is afflicted with a chronic self-effacement, said that he had come back on the air and spoken that way to the television audience simply because the mayor had urged New Yorkers to get back as soon as possible to their normal lives.


Jerry Seinfeld was in the midst of a concert tour with his new stand-up comedy act. “I canceled a bunch of dates,” he said. “It was a very hard decision, when you could go back to doing comedy. Then I saw the things Letterman was doing. He handled it so well.”


In dealing with the catastrophe Mr. Letterman had an advantage of sorts: he was in New York, while Jay Leno was 3,000 miles away in Burbank, Calif. So Mr. Letterman could tell a discreet New York joke and pull it off. He could take advantage of his association with the city, built up over eight years of lambasting New York with the particular kind of humor that natives could love only from one of their own. “Over the years and perhaps unintentionally, ‘Late Show’ has become a celebration of New York,” said Rob Burnett, one of the show’s executive producers.


New York has provided Mr. Letterman with targets like taxi drivers who don’t believe in brakes and hot-dog vendors with antifreeze in their water, and a ready cast of characters for comedy in the streets, like shopkeepers and tourists.


No joke could touch directly on the tragedy in New York. Instead of selecting from-the-headlines topics for his popular Top 10 lists, as has been the custom, Mr. Letterman gravitated to off-the-wall topics, like “Top 10 Things That Almost Rhyme With Hat” (No. 7: “meat”) and “Top 10 Signs Your Wife Is Having an Affair With the Jolly Green Giant (No. 3: “Your last two kids have been green”). None of this has been heavily planned, Ms. Brennan said. “We just come in in the morning,” she said, “and sort of see how its going to go.”





“Over the years and perhaps unintentionally, ‘Late Show’ has become a celebration of New York.”





Predictably, Mr. Letterman does not think it has been going especially well. “He hates the shows, as always,” Mr. Burnett said. “The president and the mayor have said we need to get back to normal, so Dave is doing his best by hating the shows.”


The audience apparently disagrees. Mr. Burnett cited an “unbelievable outpouring” of letters and e-mail, mostly about Mr. Letterman’s effort to put words to the nation’s reaction to the World Trade Center tragedy.


One example, from a captain in the Emergency Medical Service:


“I know this may sound very corny, but seeing you Monday night made me think that Dave is back and all will be O.K. in time.” 



Woody Allen’s Vision: City As Star


By LESLIE BENNETTS | March 7, 1986
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WOODY ALLEN’S NEW MOVIE, “HANNAH AND Her Sisters,” opened on Feb. 7 to rave reviews. The film’s cast includes includes Mia Farrow and Michael Caine, but as filmed by Mr. Allen with exquisite care, New York City itself is indisputably one of the movie’s stars.


To Mr. Allen, who was born and raised in Brooklyn and is a longtime resident of Manhattan, the city seems a beautiful, glamorous place. He is the first to admit that his is a highly selective vision. “I have an affectionate view of it,” he says. “I’ve just always loved it; I’ve only seen it as an extremely exciting, wonderful, romantic place, ever since I was taken here as a child. It’s sort of automatic with me to use it; any time I make a picture in Manhattan, that’s the way I see the city.”


Not that Mr. Allen himself fails to see the ugliness. “I’m painfully aware of it,” he says. “It depresses me and infuriates me all the time. I probably obsess over it—the constant disintegration of life style in the city.”


Mr. Allen’s New York is decidedly affluent. “It’s clearly an upscale view of the city,” says Ezra Swerdlow, the film’s production supervisor. One of those people is Miss Farrow, whose own Upper West Side apartment was used as a major interior for the film.


But whatever the actual sites, all are infused with Mr. Allen’s sense of the excitement of the city. In one scene, the character he plays emerges from a medical examination at Mount Sinai, burdened with the possibility that he may be seriously ill. As he walks down the street, he thinks aloud: “You’re in the middle of New York City. This is your town! You’re surrounded by people and traffic and restaurants. How can you just suddenly one day vanish?”


In Mr. Allen’s New York, as it turns out, you most joyfully can’t. 


Scene One: A Fire Escape


By RICK LYMAN | February 13, 1998


THE STOREFRONT DOOR GROANED OPEN AND A cloud of warm, fleshy air pushed into Elizabeth Street. “Mary, it’s Marty,” Martin Scorsese called to the 94-year-old woman sitting in a chair near the window in an otherwise empty butcher shop. The old meat cutter pushed herself out of her chair, squinted toward the door and squealed with delight. “Ah, Marty! It’s Marty! You’re back!’’


Little Italy has changed considerably since an afternoon in 1950 when a terrified 8-year-old boy reluctantly transplanted from Corona, Queens, sat on his grandmother’s fire escape and stared down for the first time at the urban cacophony of street kids, winos and wise guys. Many of the Italian-American families have moved out or died off; burgeoning Chinatown has pushed across Canal Street, and there is the usual gentrified ragout of boutiques and bistros amid the boarded-up storefronts.


But the old neighborhood is still there, if you know where to look and you have the eyes to see it: St. Patrick’s School, where Marty struggled under the merciless ministrations of the Sisters of Mercy; the streets, where he made friends and insinuated himself into the life of the neighborhood; the tenements, where he slept, ate and watched endless hours of old movies on television.


Mr. Scorsese, 55, lives on the Upper East Side now. His production company is in a suite of midtown offices overlooking Park Avenue. But it was at his grandmother’s apartment, on Elizabeth Street that Marty went out onto the fire escape and looked down with terror into the strange street below.


“The full force of coming back and looking out the window,” he said. “It was so different, all this life, the noise, the kids running up and down the street, winos falling down. It was just a nightmare. I’ll never forget that image.” 



Spike Lee Tries to Do the Right Thing


By MICHAEL T. KAUFMAN | June 25, 1989

[image: image]


EVEN BEFORE “DO THE RIGHT THING,” opens, Spike Lee, its producer, director, writer and star, has already got what he expected most from the film: hot debate, heavy discussion and even denunciation from some who think he did the wrong thing.


“Essentially what I hoped was that it would provoke everybody, white and black,” said the iconoclastic, Brooklyn-born film maker of the movie, which describes how, on the hottest day of the year, the conflicting group allegiances of generally symbiotic neighbors in Brooklyn’s Bedford-Stuyvesant escalate into a tragic killing of a black man by the police and the torching of a white-owned pizza parlor.


“For many white people, there is a view that black people have the vote and they can live next door to us and it’s all done with and there’s no more racism,” Mr. Lee said during a series of interviews conducted by telephone as he shuttled from Los Angeles to Washington, to Atlanta and Houston, promoting the movie. “As far as I’m concerned, racism is the most pressing problem in the United States; and I wanted the film to bring the issue into the forefront where it belongs.”


He said that the interviews he has given during the last month have taught him how to take the measure of his interrogators.


“I can tell exactly how white journalists feel about black people by the questions they ask. ‘Hey, Spike,’ they’ll say, ‘this Bedford-Stuyvesant looks too clean. Hey, Spike, where are the drugs? Where’s the muggers? Hey, I don’t see any teenage women throwing their babies out of windows.’ Those were these people’s perception of black people in general.’’


He added that magazine cover stories declaring that drugs were a pervasive problem extending through all sectors of American society. “But do those interviewers ask the people who made ‘Rain Man’ or ‘Wall Street’ why they did not include drugs in their pictures?” 



The Streets of Queens Where Rizzuto Played


By ELLEN BARRY | August 16, 2007


[image: image]


The Scooter, Phil Rizzuto, at Yankee Stadium, 1995.


WHEN PHIL RIZZUTO WAS A BOY IN GLENdale, Queens, it was rare to get your hands on an actual baseball. You played with Spaldeens wrapped in string, or flapping old cores patched with adhesive tape, and if the ball rolled into the sewer the boys went down after it.


Pearl Meyer Suss, who lived on the same block as the Rizzuto family, became closely acquainted with the balls because they kept smashing through her front windows, infuriating her mother. In those days the neighborhood was largely German, and a row of women appeared in front of their houses every Friday to scrub their front stoops by hand.


Phil did not stand out to her at the time—all the neighborhood boys were baseball-mad—but a few years later the broken windows were something the Meyers could brag about.


“We felt, ‘Oh, boy, we really knew him,’ ” Mrs. Suss, who is 83, said of the eventual Hall of Fame shortstop for the Yankees.


Mr. Rizzuto, who died Monday, was mourned with a special twinge in Glendale, the Queens neighborhood where he joined in sandlot games, the kind that used four rocks as bases. Phil was no richer than any of the other kids—his father, Fiore, drove a trolley car on the Myrtle Avenue route—and he was hardly a memorable physical specimen, reaching 5 foot 6 as an adult. It was that quality, his ordinariness, that Sal Calcaterra has been remembering.


“He played with what he had, that’s for sure,” said Mr. Calcaterra, 65, in the cool of Tee Dee’s Tavern around noon. Asked to recall an anecdote about Mr. Rizzuto, Mr. Calcaterra told a story about a friend of Mr. Rizzuto’s, known as Indian, who was bludgeoned to death with a shuffleboard puck in a bar fight. Then, then he returned to the subject of the shortstop, who, he said, faced down rejection with “the feeling of ‘I’ll show you.’ ” 


Just Another Down-to-Earth Guy


By IRA BERKOW | February 8, 1995


THE BOYS AND GIRLS ASSEMBLED AND seated restlessly in the folding chairs at the St. Jude grammar school gymnasium on 204th Street in Manhattan heard their principal make this announcement yesterday afternoon: “We just got a call from our special guest’s limousine driver, and he is on his way here.”


“Ooh,” came squeals from the kids. He was coming from midtown, where he and six others met the news media as the newest inductees into the Naismith Memorial Basketball Hall of Fame.


When Kareem Abdul-Jabbar, St. Jude Class of ’61, swept into the auditorium, natty in blue blazer and charcoal sweater and slacks and tie and shaved head, he was greeted with cheers and applause. He shook hands with the principal, Michael Deegan, and, when he saw his former eighth-grade teacher, now retired, the red-haired, bespectacled Sister Hannah, who came up to just past his elbow, he lowered his 7-foot-2-inch frame and kissed her on the cheek.


Abdul-Jabbar, who grew up close by, in the Dyckman Housing Projects, had come a long way, and not just yesterday afternoon.


“It was at St, Jude,” Abdul-Jabbar told the 450 children in the audience, “where I learned values and respect for other people, and learned the importance of an education. I always loved sports—especially baseball when I was a boy, and only began to concentrate on basketball because I had grown too big for baseball. But I remember a priest in the parish here who said I would be too skinny for the N.B.A., and that I had to concentrate on my studies.


“Well, I proved him wrong about the N.B.A., and we laugh about it now. But he was right about school. You have to get a foundation of an education. I loved history, and I majored in history at U.C.L.A.”


A girl asked him about his proudest accomplishment. “Well, there were many,” he said, “but I am very proud that I got my college degree in four years, and made all-American at the same time.” 



Between Home and Heaven, A Ball Field


By SARA RIMER | March 31, 1991


THE APPROACH OF SPRING IN WASHINGTON Heights, the Santo Domingo of New York: People fling open their windows, and into their tenement apartments comes the call of merengue, a dozen different variations blasting from speakers in bodegas and record stores and cars cruising Broadway. And they get ready for baseball.


Every morning at about 5, on their way to factory jobs in New Jersey, the neighborhood’s Dominican immigrants see 18-year-old Manny Ramirez—the star of their own George Washington High School baseball team, their own major-league prospect—doing his roadwork on the steep incline of Fort George Hill.


Baseball, with all its fleeting promise, connects all kinds of people in Washington Heights—the commander of the local police precinct, the old man on the corner in the Yankees cap, the coach from Brooklyn, the teen-age girls who call out to Manny Ramirez in the hallways at school.


Last year, the 34th Precinct logged 109 of the city’s more than 2,200 homicides, more than any other precinct except the 75th in the East New York section of Brooklyn. In his office, the deputy inspector, Nicholas Estavillo, points to a wall of snapshots of some of the 2,500 guns confiscated in the last five years. Then, smiling, he shows off a mahogany clock from the Dominican-run F. Alfonso Little League. This is a neighborhood, he says, with four separate Little Leagues.


For fans and players here in Washington Heights, baseball is an escape from the harshness of New York. And it is something else. Dominicans may complain incessantly about the country they left—the disastrous economy, the devalued peso, the lights that are always going out. But they also talk incessantly of going home, where there are long hours working in the sugar-cane fields and factories, and there is baseball.


Javier Del Castillo, 22, is a shortstop from San Pedro de Macoris, a breeding ground for major league shortstops. Mr. Del Castillo is home from college, working at the post office. In free moments at work, he swings a cardboard mailing tube at wadded-up pieces of paper tossed into the air.


“What is there to do on a beautiful, tropical day in the Dominican Republic but play baseball?” he said. “Playing baseball is going to a new world—to paradise.” 



Hopper’s Vision of New York


By ALFRED KAZIN | September 7, 1980


IN THE DAYS WHEN MANHATTAN BRIDGE was still open to pedestrians, when you could stroll across the great central promenade of Brooklyn Bridge without being taken hostage, when nothing in this world was such a gift as the light over the East River bursting into a BMT car and breaking up the boredom, I would regularly make my way between Manhattan and Brooklyn with the feeling that these halves of my life were joined not by ceaseless daily travel but by images drawn from paintings of New York.


I did not know there was a New York to love more than a neighborhood, until I saw it in museums.


The trouble with growing up in a Brooklyn tenement was not so much that you were poor—there was nothing but other people’s poverty to compare yours with—but that the struggle for existence made everything else seem trivial, unworthy. I had no genial New York images of my own until I discovered John Sloan in the old American Wing of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, Reginald Marsh in the Whitney Museum of American Art when it was on Eighth Street, forgotten prints of Columbia Heights in the Brooklyn Museum.


But there was one exception to the cozy, picturesque painters of New York: Edward Hopper. Unlike so many American paintings just before and after World War II, “representational” and “abstract” alike, his work was not slap-dash, hurried, theatrically self-conscious. The immensely tall, immensely quiet man I often saw walking in Greenwich Village and seemed tensely alone; he reminded me of Virginia Woolf’s impression of Robinson Crusoe—“a man staring at a pot.”


Hopper for me was like his unprecedented paintings of solitary people staring at the glass in New York bedrooms, coffee shops and offices. Perhaps he had taken the advice of the philosopher Wittgenstein: “Don’t think! LOOK!” Yet you could not have guessed what the handsome man was looking at as he edged his way through Washington Square Park. His figures never looked through the glass they were facing. Their masked, identical, hawklike faces were concentrated in thought unavailable to anyone, perhaps, especially to themselves. 


The Return Of Andy Warhol


By JOHN LEONARD | November 10, 1968


“Since I was shot, everything is such a dream to me. I don’t know what anything is about. Like I don’t even know whether or not I’m really alive or—whether I died. It’s sad. Like I can’t say hello or goodbye to people. Life is like a dream.” —ANDY WARHOL


On a Sunday afternoon last month, there was a very nice picnic in a courtyard at 5 Ninth Avenue at the foot of Little West 12th Street. The picnickers roasted a pig on a spit and chopped it up with an ax. They also made wine, removing their shoes to tromp on grapes, then conveying the sludge to a press. Children were present, enjoying themselves. And such stars of the Velvet Underground as Viva, Ultra Violet and Nico (with a black and silver saddle slung over her shoulder). And newspaper photographers, movie cameras, tape recorders, microphones. All thrilled under the Oriental lash of reciprocity: snapshots were snapped of people snapping snapshots; tongues and microphones were intertwined; there were various kinds of mirrors to record the various forms of eating.


At the calm eye of this eating stands Andy Warhol, former pop artist (he “retired” three years ago) and prolific film maker: a Moon-Man, a sort of spectral janitor, silver-haired, deathly pale, oddly angelic behind his shades, inside his zipped-up black leather jacket, looking as though he had dropped from a star. He isn’t doing anything; he hardly even moves. But he is the silent magnetic center around which the particles of the party revolve, reminding you of Ezra Pound’s: “The fourth; the dimension of stillness;/And the power over wild beasts.” At the same time, he seems vulnerable.


Warhol, a child of the media, is unfailingly courteous to their janissaries. Every impertinence, every ghoulish probe, is patiently endured, for he needs us as much as we need him. “Well, really, I’m still too frightened to think about it.” What he doesn’t want to think about is the day last June when Valerie Solanas, a bit-player in one of his movies, entered the Factory—his studio—and shot him.


Warhol is the New Art. Even Norman Mailer in his recent incarnation as a movie maker admits indebtedness. Warhol exemplifies it in the division among performer (for the media) and promoter (that superb entrepreneurial instinct which is responsible for the Electric Circus). The facade is personality, the function is games—play within the permutations permitted by the playthings, which are machines. And he is consistent, from silk-screen to stationary movie camera to tape-recorded novel. His art is an extended commercial for gadgets. 



Jean-Michel Basquiat: Hazards Of Sudden Success and Fame


By MICHAEL WINES | August 27, 1988


IN A CITY THAT EXALTS SUCCESSFUL ARTISTS in the fashion of rock stars, Jean-Michel Basquiat seemed blessed. When he burst onto the art scene in 1981, his paintings of anguished figures were hailed by some critics as works of genius. Admirers besieged him at Manhattan’s hottest night clubs. Sales of his art grossed millions of dollars.


Mr. Basquiat was 27 years old when he was found dead in his apartment in the East Village two weeks ago from what friends say was an overdose of heroin.


Art experts have called his death a personal tragedy and a major loss to the art world.


Some say he resented being a black man whose fate twisted with the whims of an all-white jury of artistic powers. Others say he pined for fame but was crushed by its burdens. Some friends believe greedy art dealers and collectors exploited him. Some say wealth fed his longtime appetite for drugs.


“One knew from the start that he was going to live out his own time span,” Henry Geldzahler, the former curator of 20th-century art at the Metropolitan Museum, said. “He lived very high, very fast, and he did a lot of great things.”


Many of Mr. Basquiat’s associates acknowledge that they were aware of his growing drug problems, and some say they had urged him to lessen or stop his use of drugs. But only one friend—Andy Warhol, Mr. Basquiat’s idol—seemed to have had any influence. Friends say the artist dissuaded Mr. Basquiat from using heroin, and that Mr. Warhol’s death last year removed one of the few reins on Mr. Basquiat’s mercurial behavior and appetite for narcotics.


Mr. Basquiat’s angry, primitive figures, boldly colored on canvases and on such everyday objects as doors and refrigerators, were judged by critics to show both an astonishing precocity and an innocence rare among contemporary artists. Basquiats have sold at auction recently for prices between $32,000 and $99,000, and they are “extremely sought after by both European and American collectors,” said Susan Dunne, head of contemporary art sales at Christie’s. 



Aura of Whitman’s Brooklyn Lives On


By THOMAS LASK | May 16, 1971


[image: image]


BEYOND A NAME GIVEN TO A SQUARE OFF THE public path, there are no physical reminders of Walt Whitman in the Brooklyn Heights he loved so much. More’s the pity, because Whitman would have loved and reveled in the informality of the Heights today, in the casualness of its people, their tolerance and public concerns.


He would have enjoyed seeing young mothers walking their baby carriages; husky workmen mixing cement for the high-price apartments off Cadman Plaza, high enough to cut off sight of any hills; strings of children shepherded by anxious teachers; older people catching a bit of sunlight; a man reading a paper on the morning stoop.


The silhouettes of the houses along Columbia Heights and Willow and Hicks Streets, among others, would appear familiar. Two houses, 40 and 38 Hicks Streets, between Middagh and Poplar, were there when the poet lived in the area, although 38 looks so shabby he would never know it. The siding, bare and in need of paint, is falling in; windows are barred or broken. And the place looks deserted except the street floor, where the Robert Fulton Civic League has its headquarters.


The poet’s name lingers on in the Heights only in Whitman Close, an interior square of the Cadman Houses project on the site of the shop that published his “Leaves of Grass” in 1855. But of one thing Whitman can be certain: There are probably more copies of “Leaves of Grass” for a square foot of real estate in Brooklyn Heights than in any other part of town.


Although Walt Whitman was quite willing to take on the cosmos (“I am large, I contain multitudes”), he had a close relationship to Brooklyn. He came to it in 1823 when he was 4 years old and lived there more or less until middle age. It was Brooklyn that nurtured his optimism, that provided the feeling of kinship for the dynamic, invigorating humanity that he celebrated in his poems and for the different trades, pursuits and classes of people he encountered.


And it was in Brooklyn that his “Leaves of Grass,” the unique volume that stands solitary in the annals of American letters, was conceived, printed and published.


It was no wonder that he memorialized the beauties of Brooklyn in his poetry (“Brooklyn of ample hills was mine”) and that the poem cited by his biographer Gay Wilson Allen as the masterpiece of the first two editions of “Leaves of Grass” was called “Crossing Brooklyn Ferry.” 


Putting Poetry Back Into Langston Hughes’s House


By JENNIFER KINGSON BLOOM | April 9, 1995


WHEN ALBERT DAVIS BOUGHT THE FOUR-story brownstone at 20 East 127th Street in 1985, he knew that the writer Langston Hughes had lived there. But he was amazed to find, in the basement and attic, three of Mr. Hughes’s typewriters, his piano and desk, dozens of original manuscripts and historic pictures, even an old tax return.


The cache inspired Mr. Davis, who had only a passing familiarity with Mr. Hughes’s work, to turn the house into an informal museum. The piano, desk and a typewriter—a gray Royal manual—are displayed in a first-floor parlor. By appointment, visitors may tour the upstairs office where Mr. Hughes wrote poetry, plays, essays and nonfiction, and the bedroom where Mr. Davis’s children found a copy of one of Mr. Hughes’s musical plays, “Tambourines to Glory.”


Mr. Davis, an engineer who serves on Community Board 11, said the artifacts led him to create the shrine. “Here you have a landmark building, a famous African-American writer,” he said. “What else could you do?”


Mr. Hughes lived in the house for 20 years until his death in 1967; it was a rooming house then and when Mr. Davis bought it. Mr. Davis, too, has several boarders, one of whom, David Mills, has also been inspired by the legacy of where he lives: in February, he began holding monthly poetry readings in the parlor. The first was on Feb. 5, four days after what would have been Mr. Hughes’s 93rd birthday. It drew 200 people. 



“Howl” was Ginsberg’s Country


By FRANK BRUNI | April 7, 1997


FOR ALL THE WORLDWIDE ATTENTION THAT Allen Ginsberg received, he was a creature and icon principally of downtown Manhattan, his world view forged in its crucible of political and sexual passions, his eccentricities nurtured by those of its peculiar demimonde, his individual myth entwined with that of the bohemian East Village in which he made his home.


“He embodied the East Village and the Lower East Side,” Bill Morgan, a friend and Mr. Ginsberg’s archivist, said. “It affected him, and he affected it. He was a lightning rod for the political activism and social issues that played out here.’’


Mr. Ginsberg died of liver cancer on Saturday in his apartment on East 13th Street near First Avenue at the age of 70. He had lived in this residence for about six months but had previously spent at least two decades in an apartment only a block away, on East 12th Street near First Avenue. Before that, he resided for many years on East 10th Street near Avenue C, friends and associates said.


These were his stamping grounds, the social laboratory he inhabited for the vast majority of his years since the late 50’s, after migrating south from Columbia University. Columbia, which he attended in the 40’s, was where he met Jack Kerouac, Neal Cassady, William Burroughs and others at the forefront of the Beat Generation.





“He embodied the East Village and the Lower East Side.”





But the East Village and the Lower East Side were where he became a legend. In “Howl!” written in 1955-56, Mr. Ginsberg mined lower Manhattan for such images as people who “walked all night with their shoes full of blood on the snowbank docks waiting for a door in the East River to open to a room full of steam-heat and opium.’’


“The whole East Village ferment of the 60’s began with what Allen did,” Tom Savage, a Manhattan poet and longtime friend of Mr. Ginsberg, said. “The way downtown Manhattan evolved would never have happened without Allen Ginsberg.” 



Tom Wolfe as Novelist of New York


By MERVYN ROTHSTEIN | October 13, 1987


[image: image]


Tom Wolfe in his Manhattan apartment in 1998.


“IT’S OUTRAGEOUS THE WAY PEOPLE CONDUCT their lives in New York,” Tom Wolfe said. “And yet I don’t want to live anywhere else. I don’t despair, because I find the comedy so rich. At the same time that people do vile things, they also create hilariously funny spectacles. The city dominates you if you’re a player, but it never fails you if you’re a viewer. It’s always entertaining, and it’s always funny, even in its grimmest moments.”


Mr. Wolfe has been observing this city for a quarter century, and now he has written a book about it—a novel called “The Bonfire of the Vanities.”


There is a Wall Street bond salesman who lives on Park Avenue, gets involved in a strange incident in the South Bronx with two black youths and winds up enmeshed in the city’s criminal-justice system. There are Fifth Avenue socialites, crooks, cops, a Bronx district attorney, a Hasidic landlord, a politically connected black minister and a white mayor he hates—just about all of whom try to use the bond dealer’s dilemma to their advantage. But the main character, Mr. Wolfe said, is New York.


“It struck me that nobody any longer seemed to be writing novels of the city, in the sense that Balzac and Zola wrote novels of Paris and Dickens and Thackeray wrote novels of London,” Mr. Wolfe said, sitting in his East 60’s town house and wearing his signature white vested suit. “And it was sort of strange to me that in this really bizarre period there are not novels of New York. And I think that although there is a central character, I always wanted in a way for the main character to be New York, and the way the city dominates its players and drives them to do reckless things.”
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