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    I dedicate this brief piece to John, the man I met my first night in New York City.
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Detailed Introduction:

This is the story of how I arrived at New York City.  This is the beginning in documenting and describing my experience of starting a new life inside the mega-metropolis that is New York.  There is no doubt that this was quite a rough-and-tumble time in my life.  At this time, I eagerly pursued the music scene and tried out for various pop/rock bands.  I went to a lot of bars and clubs, and because I didn't want to give my real name, I introduced myself as “Violet” as I was going through a purple phase at that time.  I arrived at the tender age of just 21 and survived the hard knocks of the big city for the duration of over 15 years.

I understand I busted in a bit roughshod, but we live in a very different world today than we did in the early nineties.  Don’t forget: this was the year 1993.  The amount of information on the Internet, and the “easy-and-everywhere” utilization of it via both cellular telephone and desktop (or laptop) computer did not exist back then.  If you wanted a job in another state, you had to move there first; there were no job ads to be found and applied to “online.”  If you wanted to find a room for rent, a roommate, or a living situation of some kind, you had to search for fliers and posters plastered on walls in public places or look through advertisements posted in the Classified section of the local newspaper.

We had “land lines” back then, and if you were cool, you had a “beeper” or a pager.  I didn't have an e-mail address let alone a mobile/cell phone.  When I was not at home, I relied on an answering machine to receive messages, and payphones to make the calls.  They were everywhere (even in subway stations) and in Manhattan, you could find a payphone on every street corner – and you could make a call for just a quarter!  By the time I left the Big Apple for the Windy City, there were no more payphones; they had virtually and entirely disappeared.

If I had today's technology at my disposal those many years ago, this story would never have been written, and the experience would have been entirely different.  I would have been able to find everything that I needed online and made all arrangements prior to my arrival.  Alas, I was just 21 years old: I was young and restless, and this is how I began my life in the great big city of N.Y.C.

Shortened Introduction:

This is about my early beginnings in New York City.  It talks about the people I met, the challenges I faced, and the difficulty I had establishing myself in this place.  I thought I was going to take the city by storm, but it seems to have swept me away instead.  Though I try to understand my mind at the time, I can only come as close as my recollection of it.  The real story is told by the letters and journals I wrote at that time.  For now, this is simply a snapshot description about my impetuous, impulsive, and impromptu arrival to the big city of N.Y.C.
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Single/Sole Dedication:

I dedicate this brief piece to John, the man I met my first night in New York City.
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I

remember my first night in New York City as clear as day.  I had hoped to arrive in the afternoon in order to give myself a little time to seek out a place to stay before nightfall.  But due to traffic and bus delays, I didn’t actually arrive until 10 o’clock that night.  By then, the city’s lights were lit up bright and all aglow.  I could see them from my dirty bus window.  They were truly beautiful, like stars resting on the earth, and the sight of the city from afar filled me with a sense of awe and anticipation.  But as we got closer, I saw trash and graffiti, and looking out upon my new surroundings, I was suddenly gripped with fear and dread.

That’s when I started talking to the passenger next to me.  I asked her if she might know of a place to stay.  She told me to ask around for an inexpensive room for rent as soon as we pulled into Port Authority.  Another passenger overheard our conversation and offered to take me to his mother’s place for the night.  At first, I declined and said I should find a shelter to stay for a night or two until I could establish a more permanent living arrangement.  But judging from the stories I was hearing from a few other passengers, and from the things he was telling me, shelters were not safe places.  He said me being young, small, and female, that I would probably be beaten up, and that my stuff was sure to get stolen.  I figured that staying with somebody’s mom would be my best bet.

I put my two tote bags in a locker when we arrived at Port Authority.  I was surprised it was so busy this late at night.  My mind was circling a mile a minute as I saw so many people buzzing all around me.  I got on a subway train with the guy I met on the bus and was absolutely fascinated by the concept of the subway: to be traveling so quickly in a dark tunnel underground was truly a marvel for me.  He told me he had to run an errand first.  He took me to Harlem and left me on a street corner, saying he’d be right back.  I watched him walk away and wondered if he would come back, and what I would do if he didn’t.  Then a car alarm went off and three guys started fighting with each other.  It scared me, because I was alone and didn’t know where to go.  I went inside a building and continued to wait, but the security guard told me to leave.  I asked if I could stand inside the doorway for just a little while, but he would not let me.  I stood outside feeling frightened until my bus-friend came back.  His returning surprised me, and I was thankful and relieved.  I hoped he would take me to his mother’s place.  Instead, he suggested we go to a night club.  Once again, I went with him, because I didn’t know where else to go.  On our way towards the subway, I saw a homeless man set a trash can on fire, and I was mesmerized by the blaze.

We took a train to the East Village and arrived at CBGB.  Once there, he led me to a table and told me he was going to get us some drinks.  I kept my attention focused on the band that was performing and didn’t notice him walk out the front door.  After awhile, I began to wonder what was taking him so long.  I thought he forgot where I sat, so I got up to look for him and soon discovered that he was nowhere to be found.  I should have expected that he would ditch me.  I was just someone he met on the bus and it wasn’t as if he had
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