
New York, New York
	 I was nineteen on my first trip to New York. A fellow student at the 

University of Toronto lived on Long Island. In August he hosted a Saturday 

night party and invited out-of-towners to stay over for a day at Jones 

Beach. At the time, airlines offered half-fare standby tickets to people 21 

or younger. I flew standby into New York Saturday morning, giving me time 

to explore the city before catching a train to Long Island.


	 My first stop was the Empire State Building. The elevator rose 102 

floors to the observation deck, providing a panoramic view of Manhattan 

Island. Next I went up 5th Avenue to 46th Street, then over to 1st Avenue 

and the United Nations Headquarters. An hour tour had me thinking about 

joining the foreign service. Radio City Music Hall was the final stop before 

boarding a train to Long Island. My parents had raved about the Rockettes 

a year earlier, on a trip to celebrate their 35th wedding anniversary. The 

show more than met their accolades.


	 After an evening party and a day at Jones Beach, I caught a standby 

flight back to Pittsburgh, savoring in my first taste of New York City. I 

would not return until I had graduated from the University of Toronto and 

settled in Newark to attend the Rutgers Law School. A ten minute trolley 

ride and a 30 minute ride on the PATH train took me back to Manhattan 



Island, each ride costing 30 cents. For 25 cents, a copy of the Village 

Voice listed all the free shows and exhibits available on the island. A 

subway map provided the key to the city, which soon became the place to 

go for shopping and entertainment.


	 The summer of my second year in law school provided a different 

experience. I interned with the public defender's office in the Manhattan 

Criminal Court. The court was in Lower Manhattan, a fifteen minute walk 

from the World Trade Center. I joined the daily stream of commuters, 

taking the PATH train from Newark's Penn Station. It was sixty minutes, 

door-to-door. The internship resulted in a permanent job offer when I 

graduated from law school. That would have made me a permanent 

resident of Manhattan Island, an exciting prospect for someone just out of 

law school. An offer of a position in Pittsburgh ended that prospect. I 

moved to a city with more trees but less excitement.


	 Subsequent visits were short affairs. Harrisburg friends arranged a 

Saturday trip to see Phantom of the Opera, followed the next day by a tour 

of Ellis Island. Shannon and I went there and back from Philadelphia to 

explore the garment district. A visit to the New York Public Library started 

the first leg of a train trip with Masonic Village friends. The last trip was a 

visit to the World Trade Center Memorial.




	 Each of the visits offered experiences found nowhere else. In its own 

way, New York City was a world unto itself - truly a great place to visit.
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