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   New York City 2010

george dasher

10.5: TUESDAY: I went over to Sarah’s, and we
finished packing and got ready for our trip.

10.6: WEDNESDAY: Sarah’s brother Alex took us to the
train station in Charleston, where we caught the east-
bound Cardinal.  We went up the Kanawha, New, and
Greenbrier Rivers, which was neat because we got to
see many familiar things from a different perspective.
We also saw a bald eagle flying near Hawks Nest. We
had told Rocky Parsons, who lives in Monroe County,
that we would coming through Alderson this morning,
and we fully expected him to be standing beside along
the side of the tracks, waving or holding flowers or
something.  But, alas, it was not to be.  Rocky was
nowhere to be seen. We were bummed.

The trip east from White Sulfur was also
interesting because we were climbing a mountain, and
traveling slowly through a deciduous forest with no
roads nearby.  We entered Virginia via a tunnel, and
we crossed the Great Valley and went through a
second tunnel under the Blue Ridge.  We then more-
or-less followed U.S. Route 29 into D.C., where we
arrived at dusk.

The rest of the journey was at night. I was
exhausted and had to fight to keep my eyes open,
otherwise I would have missed seeing New Jersey at
night. All told, the trip was really great, and the only
really bad part was that they ran us out of the dining
car because we had brought our own food. I listened
to an abridged edition (on my iPod) of Mysterious
Island, which was downright awful, and An Army at
Dawn, which was incredibly good.

We arrived in New York City around 10 PM. We
purchased seven-day subway cards and took the 1
Train north to 103  Street, where we walked east tord

our hostel on Amsterdam Avenue. We checked in,
and went upstairs to find one of the beds in our four-
bed room occupied with dirty clothes. The couple we
were sharing the room with arrived minutes after us
(they were from New Zealand), and the four of us
quickly determined that a previous occupant had not
checked out.  

I went downstairs to straighten this out, and was
a spectator to the police escorting a man in a
wheelchair out of the hostel. He had arrived without a
no reservation and demanded a room on the first
floor. The hostel people told him they were full, and he

had angrily and loudly ordered them to allow him to
inspect every bed in the building—to make sure
someone was using each one. The police had thus
been called, and were “asking” him to leave.  I don’t
think that was the “special” service he had been
expecting.  With that problem resolved, the hostel
housekeeping people came upstairs and checked our
tardy resident out of our room, and gave us new
sheets.

10.7: THURSDAY: Sarah went for a run this morning in
Central Park, and I explored the hostel and the
surrounding block. Our hostel has a full kitchen, a
room with a huge TV the size of a big garage door, a
small restaurant, an outside courtyard, a laundrymat,
a ballroom, and four or five rooms for just sitting or
using your computer. 

We took the 1 Train south to 79  Street, onceth

Sarah returned, and the two of us walked east and
toured the American Museum of Natural History.  This
was very impressive, and the “best of the best”
included the blue whale display and the dinosaur hall.
We had again brought our own lunch, and we again
got booted out of the interior café, so we ate outside
on a park bench.

We took the 1 Train down to 42  Streetnd

afterwards, where we walked around Broadway and
Times Square—which were extremely crowded.
There were several statues in Times Square, and I
was surprised to see that the “main” one was of Father
Duffy, a chaplain and World War I hero. We then went
to see Mary Poppins. This was an excellent play with
impressive sets that did not precisely follow the Walt
Disney movie, and which took place in a very old and
fancy theater. I toured the third floor during the
intermission (which was empty and closed), and was
asked (nicely) by an usher to got back downstairs. The
only bad news, if there was any, was that I found
myself humming A Spoonful of Sugar all the time for
the next few days. Sarah and I returned to the hostel
area after the play and had a late supper of pizza—
which proved to rather bland and not very good.

10.8: FRIDAY: Sarah and I  took the 1 Train downtown
this morning, and took a tour of the New York City
Public Library and the area in and around Grand
Central Station. The first tour was so-so, but the
second was very good and included a lot of
information about the terminal, which was extremely



(  2  (

Above: A meteorite in the Natural History
Museum.  Above-Right: At the Natural History
Museum.  Right: An Allosaurus skeleton. 
Below: Times Square at night. Below-Right:
Sarah and I at Times Square.
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Left: Statue to Father Duffy in Times Square.  Below: The Chrysler
Building in Midtown Manhattan.  Below-Left: A reading room in the New
York City Public Library.  Bottom-Left: The exterior of Grand Central
Terminal.  Bottom-Right: An elevator door inside the lobby of the Chrysler
Building.
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Top-Left: A chess set in the Met.  Above: A
statue of Perseus with Medusa’s head.  Left:
Armored men and horses.  Bottom-Left: The
Egyptian display.  Below: The memorial in
Columbus Circle to the sailors lost on the USS
Maine.
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crowded. We also got to see the buildings and streets
that have been constructed over the immense railyard
north of the Terminal.  That was interesting, from an
engineering point of view.

We had pizza (it was much better!) at a nearby
shop, and then we returned the Library so that I could
look at the map section, but there wasn’t much I could
do without having a project to work on. We then took
the subway up the west side of Central Park. We
walked across the park and spend the afternoon and
evening touring the Metropolitan Museum of Art. This
had many fantastic things to see, the best of which
was the Greek and Egyptian displays, but the place
was awful hard on my feet. We returned to
Amsterdam Avenue after that, and had ice cream at
a nearby Ben and Jerry’s.  

10.9: SATURDAY: Sarah went on a Nike run in Central
Park this morning, did some shopping, and then
toured a fashion museum. I took the 1 Train down to
79  Street and went for a walk through Central Park.th

I walked south of the Great Lawn, visited Belvedere
Castle, walked through The Ramble and around the
west side of The Lake, saw Bethesda Terrace and The
Mall, and walked south along the southeastern side of
the park past the Children’s Zoo. There were many
curved paths going in all kinds of directions, and I got
turned around at one point and thought I was going
west when I was going east. I really wished I had
brought a compass.  

I exited the park its southwestern corner, at
Columbus Circle, and I was surprised to see not only
a statue to Columbus, but also one to the sailors who
died on the USS Maine. That must have been a
tragedy that really affected the country, given the
number of statues I have seen to the Maine in my
various travels. 

I then took the subway south to 42  Street, wherend

I walked west to the Hudson River, had a hotdog and
ice cream lunch, and toured the USS Intrepid.  This
started off very poorly because Security people took
my pocket knife (which they promised to return), but—
once inside—things went much better.  

I toured the flight and hanger decks, as well as
part of one lower deck, and the navigation and flag
bridges.  There were plenty of knowledgeable guides
and a lot of interesting things to see—including a
dozen or so parked aircraft on the flight deck.  I did,
unfortunately, miss one area forward on the starboard
side, where you could climb down to see some
antiaircraft armament. The only bad parts were that
the entire aft hanger deck was full of modern carnival

rides for kids, and the elevator ride I took had been
slowed from seven seconds to a full minute and a half,
thanks to the New York City Fire Department and their
need to keep us safe. I also toured a Concorde jet that
was parked nearby, which was a nothing tour, but I
could not get in to see a submarine docked nearby—
the line for that was just too long, moving too slow,
and I did not have the time.

I picked up my penknife while exiting, and then
bought more ice cream. I walked just a hundred yards
to the south where I met Sarah for a cruise on the
Circle Line. This took us down the Hudson River, past
Ellis Island and the Statue of Liberty, up the East
River, up the Harlem River, and down the Hudson and
back to our starting point. It was a fantastic tour,
especially as the sun was setting and reflecting on all
the buildings. Sarah and I then returned to 103  Streetrd

and walked north along Amsterdam, so that Sarah
could show me the Cathedral of Saint John the Divine.
This, she said, was one of the largest gothic churches
in the world, but I thought it was small—in fact, it was
not much bigger than the church we went to in
Maryland when I was growing up. We ended our day
with Chinese food at a tiny shop on Amsterdam.

10.10: SUNDAY: Sarah and I took the 1 Train down to
Columbus Circle, where we toured food market that
Sarah really likes. We next took a train to the Meat
Packing District, and we climbed up to the High Line.
This was an old, raised railroad track that had been
scheduled to be torn down, but where a citizens’ group
convinced the New York City government to instead
convert it into a park. The result was a very nice place
to walk, and is a statement on how New Yorkers can
motivate their government to improve the quality of
their life. 

Sarah and I had discovered that there were
almost no fat New Yorkers, as everyone has to walk
everywhere, and that most of the women had
incredibly good fashion sense. That sense, we also
noticed, could go spectacularly bad, as we saw some
horribly dressed women. Sarah and I also watched
three policemen practicing their rappelling off the High
Line. They were using half-inch ropes, rescue eights,
and a separate belay that attached to the back of their
seat harnesses. I was surprised, however, that they
couldn’t find a longer drop to practice on.

Sarah and I left the Meat Packing District and took
a subway east to the Essex Street area, where we
went on a food tour of an old Jewish neighborhood,
Chinatown, and Little Italy.  These last two areas were
very, very crowded, but the tour was very good,  the
food was interesting, and the neighborhoods were
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Top: The Lake, in Central Park.  Middle:  The USS Intrepid, “The Fighting I.” Bottom: Midtown Manhattan, at
sunset, from the Circle Cruise ship.
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Left: The island of
the Intrepid, CV11. 
Right: The Statue
of Liberty, as seen
from the cruise ship. 
Below-Left: The
north end of the
Brooklyn Bridge, as
seen from the cruise
ship.  Bottom-Left:
The High Line in the
Meat Packing
District.  Below-
Right: The
Washington Arch,
as seen from the
bike tour.
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Above: The Statue of Liberty with the moon. 
Top-Right: Ground Zero.  Right: Sarah and
I on the Brooklyn Bridge.  Below-Right: A
granite glacial erratic on a glaciated
metamorphic bedrock in Central Park. 
Below: The statue of Balto in Central Park.
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both colorful and fantastic places to see.  They were
great places to visit, and better places to leave.

We next took a subway to Union Square, and we
walked east and north to Big Apple Bike Tours (near
Irving Street). We met Megan Lilly and Ashish there,
and went on a bike tour of lower Manhattan.  We rode
east and saw some of the various neighborhoods,
including Greenwich Village, and we stopped at the
Stonewall Inn and a triumphant arch dedicated to
George Washington. We continued east to the
Hudson River, and rode down it in a riverside park.
We then stopped and saw Ground Zero, and we had
a hotdog supper.  

It was now night, and we rode around the very
southern tip of Manhattan for a while (taking pictures
of the Statue of Liberty at dusk), and we finally
crossed the East River on the Brooklyn Bridge (that
was neat!) and toured Brooklyn. We re-crossed the
East River on the Manhattan River, had a small meal
in Chinatown, and returned the bike shop. It was a
great ride, and the best thing we did all week.  Sarah
and I then took the 1 Train back to the hostel, and—
once there—discovered the New Zealand couple has
moved out and we were now sharing our room with an
older couple from South Africa.

10.11: MONDAY: Sarah and I packed up and moved
our luggage to a basement locker. Sarah wanted to do
some shopping in both Little Italy and the food market
at Columbus Circle. My plan was to rent a bike and
tour Central Park; however, both the nearby bike-
rental shops were not open, and I ended up taking the
1 Train to Columbus Circle with Sarah and going on a
walking tour of the park. 

I walked east and past the Heckscher Playground,
and I continued northeast and took pictures of the
many metamorphic outcrops and granite glacier
erratics. I also saw the statue of Balto, who was the
lead dog of the final dogsled team that brought
diphtheria serum into Nome during a 1925 winter
blizzard.  Balto’s team was one of approximately 20
teams that carried the serum north to the Yukon River
and then down that river. It is one of the greatest
stories of courage I have ever read, and the reason for
the Alaska’s annual Iditarod dogsled race.

I next walked back to the Bethesda Terrace and
around the east side of The Lake, and I continued
north through The Ramble and over Cedar Hill.  I had
brought a compass with me this time, so I didn’t get
confused—as much!  I walked east of the Great Lawn,
west of the Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis Reservoir,
through the North Meadow, and I saw The Pond, The

Loch, and The Ravine (this last was not impressive).
I passed the ice rink and the Harlem Meer, and
climbed the hill through the North Woods.  I exited the
park at its northwestern corner (with very sore feet!),
where I got a hotdog and ice cream and saw a small
park dedicated to Frederick Douglas.

I then climbed the hill to the west and to
Amsterdam Avenue, as I could see a huge cathedral
on the hill to the northwest.  This proved to be the
Cathedral of Saint John the Divine, which was—shall
we say—beyond impressive! It turned out that the
relatively small church that Sarah had pointed out
during our night walk is only the chapel south of the
cathedral. I toured the cathedral’s interior, which was
very serene and inspiring. It was definitely one of the
high points of our visit to New York, and I thanked the
man at the door for allowing me to visit it.

I then walked back to the hostel, where I met
Sarah, showered, and picked up our luggage. We took
the 1 Train south to 42  Street, where we caught thend

bus to LaGuardia Airport—with a great deal of trouble,
as there were no signs and all three of the information
booths we passed had no one in them.  

Once at the airport, we got in the line to check in,
and then Sarah discovered she had left her purse on
the sidewalk in front of the airport. She ran back
outside and was fortunately (very fortunately!) able to
retrieve it. We checked in with American Airlines,
wandered around the airport some, and then we went
through Security and got something to eat. Going
through Security was something of an experience
because there were two lines and we were clearly in
the line with the people of less importance. The other
line was shorter, and reserved for airline personnel,
more prominent people, and tall, thin women wearing
really high heels. These people must have then gotten
on some more important, special airplane, because
we never saw them at any airline gate. 

Our flight took off on time, and we circled Long
Island, crossed back over the airport, and flew right
over downtown Manhattan, which was phenomenally
lit up, shining, and white-light beautiful.  We then flew
west, past towering white thunder heads with
lightening flashing inside them and a red sunset
behind, and which was also incredibly breathtaking
beautiful.

Nothing went wrong on the flight and we landed in
Charleston almost an half hour early. Alex picked us
up and returned us to Sarah’s house.  I loaded my
bags in my car and came home, and I got back to
Pinch at about 10 PM.
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Top-Left: Rock outcrop in Central Park.  Above:
Statue of Frederick Douglas.  Left: View of Central
Park.  Bottom-Left: The Pond, in northern Central
Park.  Below: The Nave inside the Cathedral of
Saint John the Divine, facing away from the altar.
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Right: The Harlem Meer,
at the north end of Central
Park.  

Below: The Cathedral of
Saint John the Divine.
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Left: the front of the
Cathedral of Saint John the
Divine.  

Below-Left: One of the many
small chapels that surround
the altar area inside the
cathedral.  

Below: A statue beside the
cathedral.
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