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New York, NY   -  It is difficult to stand in front of the Alexander Hamilton U.S. Customs House here at the base of Broadway and not wonder if a building such as this will ever be built again.  It is surrounded with spectacular stone sculpture.  There are four large free-standing pieces on pedestals along the front, and numerous other intricate gargoyle-style creations looking down from the roof line high above.  Although it was built over 200 years ago, it remains a magnificent structure, now occupied by the George Gustav Heye Center of the Smithsonian’s National Museum of the American Indian, with a small section of the far left side of the building housing the U.S. Bankruptcy Court for the southern district of New York. 
New York is, of course, full of such architectural wonders.  Later in the evening we attended a dinner a few blocks away at the Anglers’ Club, a private enclave near the corner of Broad and Water Streets.  This building is claimed to be one of the oldest, if not the oldest, in New York, and is charmingly “quirky” (as the guest speaker from England described it).  It is a bit eerie to eat your rack of lamb with roasted potatoes, haricot verts with roasted carrots and three mustard sauce in the midst of a wooden paneled library with displays of mounted, tied flies looking down from every angle.
Midway during dinner, my thoughts drifted back to Broadway.  Directly across from the Customs House, lies Bowling Green, the first public park in New York.  It was allotted by the local leaders of the time on March 12, 1733 to be a small, fenced-in enclave where early New Yorkers could sit free from the bustle around them.  A large fountain now sits in the middle, dry today due to late winter, but promising to flow with spray and gusto in the warmer days shortly ahead.  A sign urges users to be on the lookout for pairs of pelerine falcons which have made a remarkable recovery from near extinction during the years of DDT use.  They now inhabit the nooks and crannies of the tall, old buildings which make up the Wall Street area and dive occasionally at speeds over 100 mph to nail the unsuspecting pigeon for dinner.  Judging by the number of pigeons in and around Bowling Green, the falcons are not lacking for food opportunities.

Broadway ends in a loop circling Bowling Green.  The large building on the corner on the southern edge has a rather impressive small street lettering simply announcing simply “Number One.”  It was originally the crown jewel of “Steamship Row,” so called due to the large number of cruise ship lines which had offices here near the waterfront in the early part of the 20th century.  Number One was the home of the White Star Line whose most famous (or infamous) ship was the ill-fated Titanic.  The Cunard Line building was just up the street on the opposite side at 25 Broadway.  Both establishments are now gone from the area, but the buildings remain.
It is difficult to imagine how this end of Broadway must have looked in the early days of our country.  The Customs House, for example, currently stands on the site of the original Algonquin Indian trading grounds at the foot of the Wiechquaehech Trail – one of the older trade routes in the eastern half of our country.  Later, the Dutch West India Company built Fort Amsterdam on the spot, paving the way for the creation of New York City itself.

The famous Charging Bull bronze sculpture of the New York’s Financial District is less than 100 yards to the west on the other side of Bowling Green.  On this evening, this symbol of financial optimism was surrounded by scores of Asian tourists eager to have their photos taken on or around the bull.  Ironically, it is a third home for the 7000 lb. sculpture, which was originally placed in 1987 in front of the nearby New York Stock Exchange in the middle of the night by its creator, Arturo Di Modica as a form of “guerilla art.”  The authorities removed it, but after spending some time in a police compound lot was moved to its current location where it is now one of the most photographed artworks in New York.  Naturally, I asked my wife to capture my image next to it. 
I thought you might like to know.
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