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New York, NY – Those memorable lyrics sung by Frank Sinatra (and Tony Bennett) pretty much capture it, the essence of New York City.  



Start spreading the news



I'm leaving today



I want to be part of it



New York, New York....
I first came here as a very wide-eyed 18-year old Kentucky boy over 50 years ago.  I was by myself, on a 2-day "end-of-term" leave during my first year at the Naval Academy.   Arriving by train at Penn Station, after leaving "the other Penn Station" in Baltimore, I found a hotel room for three dollars.  As I was getting off the elevator at my room, I was greeted by policemen who had been investigating a murder on that floor the previous night.  I was not fazed.  I was from Kentucky.  Oh, to be young and foolish again.  During my two day adventure, I saw my first Broadway play, The Unsinkable Molly Brown, at the Winter Garden theater starring Tammy Grimes and Harve Presnell.   I was thrilled by everything Times Square had to offer, including solicitations by hookers and gay guys. (I had no money for the former, and no interest in the latter).  Overall, it turned out to be a great weekend, and engrained in me a desire to return as often as possible.
That wish turned out to be granted perhaps 15 times over the next five decades.  Recently I again took the train (this time from Union Station in Washington, D.C.) to Penn Station.   Not a lot has changed in the station, railroad-wise.  As I recalled it from the 1960's; the conductors are still dressed the same and the location remains between 7th and 8th Avenues in mid-town Manhattan.  Of course, the arrival and departure signs are now electronic, the shops are different, and most of the today's travelers have their eyes buried in their smartphones while sipping a latte.
Even before I was out the door of Penn Station, I heard the familiar and nearly continuous sounds of honking horns.  The traffic, both pedestrian and vehicular, was as thick as ever with aggression.   I did not see as many of those yellow taxis as in previous years - maybe Uber has become the New Yorkers choice?  I had found a hotel on the internet, and walked there.  This one was not 3 bucks, but $250, and we are not talking 4 stars.   As far as I know, no one had been murdered there recently.   But it was clean, the staff was friendly, and the location offered me the option of walking to most of my destinations.   I did take the subway to visit a friend who lives downtown near Union Square and found the subway to be just as convenient and well-run as ever.
But what makes New York so special for me is what you see as you walk through the city.  It is a mini-United Nations with seemingly every ethnic group represented.  Although hotel prices (and apartment rentals) are crazy high, there are bargains to be had.  I bought a Yankees baseball hat for $1.99.   Post cards can be purchased at 30 for a dollar!   If you are hungry, you can find several fast food places on each block selling pizza by the slice.  Interestingly, most of the non-chain food joints, and essentially all of the sidewalk food vendors, have signs announcing "Halal Food."  And where else can you see a NBA store or a NHL store, both selling merchandise only from teams in their leagues?   Bottom line: if you want it, you can buy it here.  For example, I saw a large store called Gothic Renaissance, the awning of which proclaimed, "Exotic Wear, Fantasy Apparel, Corsets, Shoes, and Streetwear."  My favorite signage this visit was outside a place called the European Wax Center.  It showed a scantily clad woman with fuzzy purple high heels sitting on the floor next to a scattered room service plate (a whole lobster) with the caption, "When everything's going wrong, at least my brows are right."
Times Square is as crazy as ever.  If it is possible to find a new spot for another huge digital billboard here, I do not know where it would be.  As always, the sidewalks and a new pedestrian area in the center are jammed, mostly with tourists.  The half-price ticket sales now show all of the available shows on large digital signs which are continuously updated.  I probably saw at least 100 people in identical red jackets touting $29 bus tours of Manhattan.  The Broadway theater business seems to be thriving; most shows were sold out.  I did manage to buy a ticket (half-price, of course) for a new play (actually a revival), Six Degrees of Separation, at the Ethel Barrymore Theatre.  I had a great seat close to the stage (80 bucks), and enjoyed the performance, in spite of what I felt was some gratuitous full frontal male nudity. Perhaps this is now almost a requirement for any non-Disney show on Broadway?
Many of the buildings here are historical and have plaques telling their story.  This visit I came across The Petersfield which is on the site of Petersfield Farm, the original homestead of Peter Stuyvesant, the last Dutch Governor of New York.  The friend whom I visited lives in a building constructed in 1920 for the International Tailoring Company, one of the world's largest manufacturers of men's custom made clothing in its heyday.  
From what I could determine on this weekend visit, most of the large hotels were full and bustling, the restaurants were jammed, and businesses of all types seemed to be thriving.   As I walked throughout the city, those lyrics roared back to life inside me, These little town blues are melting away....
I thought you might like to know.
E-R

