
The City That Never Sleeps
by
Eyes Right 
New York, NY – Over the past few years I have had the good fortune to be able to visit New York City several times.  One of the joys of coming here is that I travel via Amtrak from Union Station in D.C. directly to Penn Station in the heart of Manhattan.  If you have not been on Amtrak lately, you need to treat yourself.  There are two electrical outlets at each seat to plug in whatever electronic devices you have brought along.  There is also free wifi now on most trains.   The seating is comfortable, you do not have to pass through security, and food is available at reasonable prices in the dining car.  It is difficult not to gloat while thinking about what air travelers endure in time and discomfort for this same trip.
Once you arrive in mid-town Manhattan your senses are overwhelmed. Sights, sounds, smells bombard you as you make your way along the crowded streets.  The city is truly an ethnic soup.  Anglo Saxon types are dwarfed by passersby who are obviously from nations around the world.  Judging by their obvious familiarity with the hustle and bustle of the city, I assume that most are not new arrivals, but fellow citizens going about their daily business.  Each corner seems to have stands selling fresh fruit, cold water, or fast food such as hot dogs.  Surprisingly, I could buy a cold bottle of water for only a dollar from one of these stands, although I have been told that sometimes you can be charged five dollars.
The subway system is easy to use and is generally jammed.  Again my fellow passengers have faces from around the world.  One common feature is the smart phone.  Everyone seemed to have their face glued to a device as the train lurches along underground.  The cars are clean, the announcements are clear, and the fare is a relatively low amount no matter how far you ride.  It is certainly faster (and far less expensive) to move about Manhattan via the subway than any surface transportation.  I paid $15 for a taxi ride to my hotel from an Upper East Side dinner when the subway fare getting there was under three dollars (with a 4 block walk).  Free wifi is now available on the subway, and there is an easy-to-use (free) app which makes navigation easy even for us occasional visitors.
Throughout much of midtown Manhattan there are small stores selling electronic devices and gadgets.  If you need a cover or a cord for your phone, you need walk less than a block to find a store having multiple selections.  Each of these places has signs advertising “Cell Phone Repair, Screen Replacement, GSM Unlocked Phones, SIM Cards.”  Most offer post cards at the bargain rate of 10 for a dollar to get you inside.  I found one with 12 for $1.  While I was inside paying, I noticed that business was good with essentially continuous customers coming in to search for bargains on cameras, phones, laptops, tablets or accessories.  Essentially every time a customer would walk away because the price was higher than he (all were men) wanted to pay, one or more of the three clerks would literally grab the customer’s arm and say, “Wait, don’t go, I’ve got others that are cheaper.”  In every case that I observed the clerks completed the sale.  They are very good at what they do.  Because of the thick foreign accents, I asked the older clerk (and apparent owner) where he was from.  “Israel….you need anything?  I get you a great price.”   I smiled and thanked him for the deal on the postcards.  I left feeling good that capitalism is alive and thriving in “the city that doesn’t sleep.”
That phrase from the song, New York, New York, made famous by Frank Sinatra and Tony Bennett certainly was in my mind throughout the night as I dozed off and on in my hotel with the steady cacophony of taxi horns and traffic below my room.  Even at 10:30 at night during the taxi ride to the hotel traffic was jammed in all of midtown Manhattan.  From the sounds, it seemed to last most of the night.
When I was in my 20’s I always wanted to live for nine months in Manhattan near Central Park.  I am not sure why I settled on that period of time, but I definitely had a strong urge to immerse myself in the New York scene.  That never happened, mostly due to the fact that my Navy career took me to other venues and other adventures.  Every time now that I wake up in “the city” I wonder how my life would have changed if that dream had become reality.
I thought you might like to know.
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