
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


“What A Dream!”

 


A Short Story by William Raymond
Hicks

 


 


 


Copyright 2012 William Raymond Hicks &
Elizabeth Emily Hicks

 


 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


 


 


Cover design by William Raymond Hicks

 


 


 


***~~~***

 


 


 



Prologue

 


 


Coney Island

By Joseph Hicks

 


Was there ever a place as magical as the
Coney Island of long ago?

Long before there was a Disneyland, and long
before there was a Las Vegas,

there was Coney Island.

"Good Ole Coney Island" it was called.

Although many people preferred to call it
"Sodom by the Sea,”

in quite a disdainful manner.

It was the place where all of America,
indeed, all the world, came to play.

 


What in the world is a coney, you ask?

A coney is a rabbit, very prevalent on the
island way back when;

way back when it really was an island;

before the river that separated it from the
rest of Brooklyn was filled in.

 


The modern day roller coaster debuted there,
back in 1884.

And the hot-dog too! Right around the same
time.

Let's not forget the modern day Amusement
Park was born there,

with all the joy those places bring.

 


Was it the majestic Statue of Liberty that
immigrants first saw as their

ships brought them into New York Harbor and a
new home?

Or Ellis Island or the magnificent New York
skyline?

No, it was none of these.

It was the bright, dazzling lights of Coney
Island that they first saw,

there at the southernmost end of
Brooklyn.

Thousands, if not millions of lights, a
virtual fairyland of lights.

And the roar of the roller coaster, the happy
sounds of the carousels,

and the joyful screams of the happy visitors
were probably the first

sounds they heard as well.

What a wonderful way to be welcomed to your
new country!

 


There was Luna Park, which succeeded Sea Lion
Park,

And Steeplechase Park - "Steeplechase, The
Happy Place!"

And of course, Dreamland, the grandest and
most spectacular of them all.

Dreamland - painted all a bright, gleaming
white, and festooned with thousands

upon thousands of lights.

 


What made Coney Island so magical?

What was the secret of its enormous
appeal?

The answer is simple, but nonetheless
true:

It was a place to have fun.

Wonderful, unbridled fun.

It was teeming with roller coasters,

and carousels, Shoot the Shoots, Tunnels of
Love.

Whips, Scooters, Scenic Railways and Fun
Houses.

Scary Dark Rides and Mirror Mazes.

Cotton Candy, Nathan's Famous Hot Dogs, ice
cream and popcorn.

Guess Your Weight concessions, Shooting
Galleries, Penny Arcades and

huge Bamboo Slides.

Bumper Cars, Ferris Wheels and the famous
Parachute Drop,

and the equally famous "Wonder Wheel.”

And so much more.

Glorious sounds, intoxicating smells,

and lights, everywhere lights.

And a wide sandy beach, and a beautiful
boardwalk.

 

 


Pure, unadulterated, unapologetic fun.

A place to let yourself go, to be a child
again.

A place to throw propriety and decorum to the
wind.

Go ahead. Laugh out loud, squeal with
delight.

For just today, it's okay.

Tomorrow we'll get serious,

when we get home we'll fret and worry.

Today we're at Coney Island

- the original "Happiest Place on Earth."

 


If I had a time machine

I'd have it take me back to the heyday of
that colorful, happy and

magical place,

Coney Island by the Sea…
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My brother, Joe, emailed me a poem that he wrote
which he titled “Coney Island.” I found it to be very well written
and an interesting read, and thought about it as I drifted off to
sleep that night. I opened my eyes to find myself lying on a wide
sandy beach. It was sunny and warm and I could hear pleasant music
playing and joyful screams in the distance. I could also hear the
cry of seagulls nearby. The air tasted salty and a breeze blowing
off the ocean licked my face. I turned to see Joe standing before
me, blocking the sun with a happy, childish look on his face.
“Welcome to “Good Ole Coney Island! Or aka Joe’s World!” he said.
“Is this a dream?” I asked him, “It seems so vivid!” He just
continued to smile and replied, “Let’s go have some fun!” as he
held out some antique-looking coins. “I got them last week,” Joe
said, and he was off…”Come on!” I followed, passing several fully
clad people on the beach. Joe and I, on the other hand, had bare
feet and wore T-shirts and running shorts.

People seemed to be in their own little
worlds and too preoccupied with what they were doing to notice
us…either that or too polite. The men wore top hats and three-piece
suits of earth tones, and most had facial hair of some kind of
varying lengths. The women wore big fancy hats and full-length
dresses, mostly whites and pastels in hue, and their hair was
pulled up under their hats. The boys more or less dressed like the
men and the girls like the women. All of the folks carried
themselves very well and every move they made seemed perfectly
calculated. Some people wore beach attire and yet it covered most
of their skin. They all seemed to be having a good time, although
their outer gestures and mannerisms remained quite reserved most of
the time, as if they all had images to uphold. Even the children,
who looked as if they wanted to burst, were very well behaved, out
of fear of the consequences I deduced.

I took in the surroundings while catching up
to Joe. What first caught my eye was the Statue of Liberty. It
wasn’t green, but rather copper in color. The statue and
gold-plated flame of the torch both reflected the sunlight…they
held me spellbound. Joe told me that the statue currently functions
as a lighthouse. The air was so clear that I knew I could see the
smallest ship on the horizon. I took a deep breath, and even though
it tasted salty, it felt like mountain air…it was rejuvenating! The
skyline was magnificent but the Statue of Liberty still towered
above it. The music was much louder now and even Joe, who collected
old records, didn’t recognize most of the songs being played.

We reached the beautiful boardwalk where a
middle-aged man sat on a bench with one leg crossed over the other
while he smoked on a pipe. He quickly glanced up from what he was
reading and looked at us. His eyes seemed to look through us, then
focused on us, looked us up and down and then moved back to his
newspaper. I noticed the front page read “First Modern Olympics in
Athens.” I turned to Joe and he said, “There haven’t been Olympics
in fifteen hundred years since banned by Roman Emperor Theodosius
I.” The man checked his pocket watch and resumed reading as other
passers-by looked at us askance.

We both noticed a wooden sign that read
“Shoes Required on Boardwalk.” The boardwalk was bare wood with
splinters so it was probably a good idea. The boards looked pretty
new but some were oddly shaped with knots and squeaked beneath our
feet. I could actually smell the wood. Most of the women did not
make eye contact, I noticed, but the men looked at us like we were
actors or part of a circus act, especially Joe who is about six
feet, two inches tall. The majority of people were shorter, smaller
and thinner than Joe and I are. Some of the upper class ladies,
however, had some meat on their bones and caught the eyes of the
passing men. These women received more obvious attention and
exaggerated hat tipping. The people were clearly American but their
European ancestry was easy to detect in their facial features. The
dialects we heard were also noticeably peculiar.

Joe gestured us toward an open clothing
store. We walked inside and could instantly smell leather,
textiles, cotton and wool. This town had a rustic and rural feel
even though we were clearly in the city. We each located some
leather shoes and wool socks our size and Joe looked through his
change and paid the gentlemen behind the counter. The man looked
curiously at Joe’s “old-looking” money, thanked us very formally,
and we left, finding a bench to put on our new socks and shoes. We
looked pretty dorky but it was time to hit some attractions! Joe
and I passed a penny arcade and couldn’t resist spending a few
pennies by dropping them in the newly polished metal, wood and
glass machines. After that we rode a Merry-go-round. The wooden
horses looked freshly painted and I could still smell the paint and
see brush strokes. Joe told me that the Merry-go-round was invented
by the Persians to practice jousting. We always enjoy a good
Merry-go-round!

Of course we rode some dark rides, went
through some funhouses and laughed until our stomachs ached. Other
folks laughed too but they reacted to our laughing like we had lost
our minds. They had more self-control but you could see the life
coming back to their eyes – eyes that had seen a lot of hard work,
eyes hardened from tough yet simple lives. This place must have
indeed seemed like a magical fairyland to them! I overheard one man
telling another that he had taken the trolley to get there and the
other said he had taken a stagecoach. One smelled of tobacco smoke,
the other like road dust. Yes, there was definitely a rural feel
here.

We were manhandled as we rolled out of a
funhouse to make room for those tumbling out behind us in their
full suits and dresses. Funny how we didn’t mind, that’s just the
way it was – you get out of the way or you were moved out of the
way! People here were proper but very practical. Laughs and squeals
were automatic and involuntary from most as they let go of
propriety and decorum. It felt like the wild west in that we felt
more free to do as we pleased – not that there were no laws but
almost as if we were expected to help enforce them…whatever “they”
were. There definitely seemed to be an unspoken “right” way to do
things, but way in the background here.

Working up an appetite, Joe and I found a
Nathan’s Hot Dog stand, hot popcorn, fresh lemonade, and a bench
upon which to eat them. The hot dogs tasted fantastic as if we had
raised and slain the pig ourselves, and the lemonade tasted as if
we grew and squeezed our own lemons…talk about a very lucid















***~~~***




Acknowledgements






***~~~***




cover.jpg
“¥YWhat 4 Dream!”

a Short Story






