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Nonstop Hustle

Antwon Shavers, A recent arrival

I moved here four months ago from Little Rock, Arkansas. What did I know of New York growing up? Not much. I heard that when you go there, it’s like there are great opportunities for you if you want to become an actor, a singer, or a model. You can link up with a lot of people and you’ll be able to try to work your way up to the top.

Me personally, my reason for being here is I want to be able to be my own musician, ’cause I love to sing and I want to be able to work with other singers or other artists out there.

It took me two days to get here. I rode the Greyhound. I went past places I never been before. Cincinnati, Ohio; Nashville, Tennessee; New Jersey. Ultimately it was like five states I passed. In Ohio, it stops by a stadium. You stretch your legs and then you go right back. I had got me a little munch and crunch, went to the convenience stores. They also had some stuff inside the Greyhound station so I got me something to eat and got back on the bus.

I sat next to some people who’d never been to New York before, some people who was going to other states and whatnot. It was like a little road show, meeting new people on the bus. They was like, “You must be going for a good purpose,” and I was like, “Yeah, I’m trying to become a singer.” They said, “Yeah, that’ll work out for you,” and du, du, du. And I was starting to believe them. I’m like, “Okay, okay. I think this is going to be a good decision for me.”

They told me to be careful because New York can chew you up, eat you alive. They told me to watch out for the scammers, ’cause there are mad scammers in New York. For example, there’s this thing they do. They ask you for your credit card and what they do, they say if you give them $45, they are going to end up giving you $500, all they need is your bank card. And then once they get your PIN number and everything, they find a way to hack into the bank system or whatever you call it and they end up getting the money. It’s crazy. So many people fall for it. When I came across it, I’m like, “You must think I’m stupid. I’m not stupid at all.” There’s like five people since I been here tried to get me to do that.

That’s another thing that people said when I was on the Greyhound bus too. They was like, “Don’t put yourself in a bad predicament ’cause it’s hard to get out of it, especially while you staying in New York.” That’s why so many people do things that they don’t wanna do—to at least have a place to stay. I’ll try to get my butt a job.

When I stepped off the bus in New York, it was unbelievable. It looked just like it did on TV. I’m like, Oh my God. I was so surprised. It was beautiful. To this day, being in my four-month period of being here, it’s like still unbelievable. Every time I wake up in the morning, I always say to myself, “Wow, I’m actually here in New York.” ’Cause I always dreamed of being here and I’m actually here and I’m actually you know trying to make it. I feel like I’m in a movie.

In the subway, everybody have a story to tell. Even if they not even saying anything, you can just see the story. Like I see a story of sadness. A woman she’s sitting down on the bus or the train crying. Or just listening to the sad music and everything. And you can obviously tell that she’s going through something really bad in her life. She feel like she can’t do it on her own.

After two weeks of me staying in New York I ended up finding me a job. I was working at Macy’s Herald Square. I helped the customers and I tried to make the front look good and everything. Every time people step from the elevator, they see the front and if the front not looking right, then there’s a problem. So I have to zone the area and then if they needed help I would help them out with the different clothing lines that they have available there at Macy’s.

I was working there for a seasonal position, so just to have experience. Now, since I have the experience and I’ve been working there for like three months, now I’m in the process of working there full-time. I want to work there full-time and also work another job. ’Cause believe it or not, you need two jobs to stay in New York. I don’t care what nobody say. This rent up here in New York, 1,000 some dollars for a month. Come on now. I don’t see how they keep . . . They shop, they do this, they buy clothes. It’s like every week, every day, they be shopping. They just have to go in there to just get one outfit to wear for the bar or to go to the club or whatnot. But, they really crazy about Macy’s, oh my goodness. They love them some Macy’s. New York people love them some Macy’s.

I like Macy’s too, I just didn’t know they had good clothes like that. Everybody in New York is about fashion. Everybody have their own way, their own unique style. It’s very interesting. I’ve never been in a city where everybody have their own unique style and they own way of life. Everybody’s like free-spirited. It’s like they go for it.

And they will hustle. Trust me when I tell you, they will hustle to get that money. They singing in subways, singing outside, sing inside the store. They’ll try to do anything to try to get them some money. Since I’ve been here that’s what I’ve been seeing. Yeah, it’s a nonstop hustle.

Andrea Pawlak, The owner of a dog-walking business

I know every animal that gets walked during the day. I know about every single visit, every single one of them. I know every single dog we have. Every one of them. And we have about two hundred. I need to be able to kind of dictate what to do or what not to do. Essentially, I guess I’m the alpha dog.

A doorman recently said to me, “You know, don’t take it personally, but you guys just walk dogs.” But we literally are helping these people live better lives. And we help these dogs to not get given up. Because a lot of these people work so damn much. “I’m going to work fifteen hours. My dog is still in a crate, oh my God, I have to work, or I can’t go to this meeting, or I can’t have this date.”

One client that I have, I think he’s in his twenties, he lives in a penthouse. He’s one of those kids who’s made tons of money and doesn’t know what to do with it. He has like seven couches because he can’t figure out which one to keep. You know? At one point apparently one of the dog walkers that he had before brought up some issues with him, so he fired them. So now he hired us.

I’m just like, “Hey, dude, this is what you have to do.” I’m not going to fluff it for him. But you know, I’m constantly getting calls like, “Hey, get my dogs, I’m going on three dates.” He tells me all his personal stuff. I know all about his dating world now, and I just walk his dog. “Does this woman know she’s number three for the night?” He’s like The Bachelor but can’t deal with the responsibility.

I get a cheese Danish every single day because I have no time for anything else in the morning. I usually do the morning walks because I don’t want to burn out my dog walkers so I burn myself out. And while I’m doing this I’m sending schedules for everyone to make sure. Because sometimes so much has changed since a few hours before. I have to make sure I send everybody their schedules before I even get to my first dog. To make sure that everybody is on time, to make sure that everybody has everything.

Every appointment that they go to visit a dog, they have to send me a photograph and an update on what happened. There’s not one appointment that goes by without me knowing about what happened to it. The photographs are really really good. At this point I think I’ve downloaded like fifteen thousand. We see our photographs on people’s Christmas cards. All day long, we send photographs and an update. “She took a quick walk out, peed, had a nap, pooped, had a snack while I freshened her water, all is well.” But then we created this monster: a few people are expecting these things now in the middle of their work.

Or I get, “Hey, Andrea, what happened to Peanut? Is he okay?” And then, “What do you think of Peanut?” and “What do you think we should do about blalalalala . . .” And now I’m finding out from this one woman who’s pregnant, she’s like, “Andrea, what do we do? We’re pregnant!” I don’t know!

I just hired a guy who’s a comic, who’s going to be really really funny. I can only imagine the stuff he’s going to be writing, because he’s so funny and observant. Sometimes he speaks in the dog’s voice, he is very good at becoming the dog. He does it really well. And it’s what makes people want to work with him.

But I think people love me as their alpha dog, they trust me with everything. While I’m walking a dog, with one hand, I’m texting with my other hand. I’m responding to new inquiries, and I’m also invoicing while I’m on the subway. Because, you know, I’m always behind on invoicing. 

So the day essentially turns into about four hours of really intense “Are you there yet? Are you not there yet? You’re not there yet?” It never ends.

It’s not just traffic you’ve got to watch for, and not just people that hate dogs. It’s the other dogs. It is like gang warfare. You’ll see somebody who will walk maybe seven Frenchies. Or there’s one guy who walks all brown dogs together. You have to worry about other dog walkers because now we have these packs of dogs walking on the streets. You have to dodge them or else you have these brawls. Dogs are pack animals, that’s how they protect themselves. So now we have one dog that’s just going bonkers and then they all go crazy. It’s wiped me out a few times.

We have so much stress. I mean just to live here. You miss one step and it’s over. You know? Skip a couple months of rent and you’ll go to court, you’ll never get a lease again. It’s done. Maybe it’s not fearful as much as like, always trying to get a step ahead mode.

Maybe I just don’t want to end up being homeless. Because, I don’t know, people give up in the city here. They think once you’re out, you’re out.

Zack Arkin, A former cab driver

In order to make it, you’ve got to connect with people. You gotta be creative, and you gotta go outside the box. If nothing works, you have one second to do something. You’ve got that one chance. Say it. Do it. 

Show up on time, do the job, know what you want to do, ask if you need help, go the extra mile, don’t gossip, keep your hand out of your pockets. It’s a New York thing. 

Driving a cab. I used my skill, which was connecting with people in the cab. I would drive Sunday morning. And I’d go up to Harlem on the way up to the churches. In the summertime, hot sweltering heat, I knew my friend was up in the barrio, in Spanish Harlem. 

Being in a cab gave us power because you had mobility. You shot through cultures, neighborhoods. You shot through levels. You had a virtual reality. 

That’s why art is fascinating with the textures. In New York, people are the textures. 

Every breath that you take you have to realize that you have an opportunity. And so if you let New York swallow you, you’re going to be sorry. It’s up to you. You have to help people. But they’re going to help you. There’s a balance of life, you know. And it always comes back. Never worry about getting repaid. And don’t get caught up in the money. Don’t get caught up over living in a particular place. You may be living where it is.

Have fun. Who cares if you’re on fucking Fifth Avenue in Trump Tower or you’re in a fucking tenement. You go meet a girlfriend and you fall in love. People can find love. It’s hard. It’s a thing that you can’t buy. You can’t buy New York. You’ve got to live it. You have to live New York every second. Otherwise, you don’t get it. Go out to the burbs. 

The thing about New York is the eyeballs. You have to make contact with people in New York. If you don’t, they’re going to put one over on you. Why do people get robbed in New York? They turn away. Do you notice that? Don’t ever turn away from someone. New Yorkers eyeball you, make you stay in the eye. 

For me it was, What am I all about? Look in the mirror, what do you want, you know. For me, working was the thing that kept me going. If I didn’t work, I was depressed.

You redefine yourself through work. You can have a business, you can do whatever you want to do. If you don’t do it, it’s because you didn’t want to do it. You didn’t want to put your money into it. You’re not into it. So don’t tell me you can’t make it in New York, because you didn’t want to make it in New York. There’s no other bottom line.

Dejon Santos, A street bookseller and author

Thousands of people tell me, “Oh, you the author?” See, that’s why I publish my picture on the back cover. Once they see that it gives them more of a reason to buy it. It gives them more incentive.

One lady, she was behind me in her car, and she heard me say I’m the author. She got out of the car and said, “Why are you telling people you the author? I know you’re not the author.”

I’m like, “I’m just doing this to try and make a little money,” this and that. She was like, “Well, if you was the author, I’d buy all your books.” I ain’t say anything, I just went like this: Look at that picture. She looked, looked at me, and looked down. She ain’t say a word.

When I first started selling books, it was authors everywhere. Jamaica Avenue, you’d see about ten authors. Everybody had their bookstands set up selling their books.

Either they call it urban fiction or street literature or hood books. But I don’t label my books that no more. I call it crime fiction. I don’t want myself in a box, like for only one group of people. I don’t do that ’cause you paint yourself into a certain corner.

It was authors here, authors there, people selling.

Downtown Brooklyn, you know, Fulton. There’s booksellers that are still down there, but they’re not authors, they’re like regular people who sell books. Right now in New York City, I know almost all the authors that sell their own books. It’s about seven.

A lot of people don’t have enough confidence to come out and sell a book, because of the this, the that, the e-books. So they’re not confident. I’m here to tell people, that’s not the case. First of all, you’re not selling your book, you’re selling yourself first. It’s all about presentation and how you carry yourself, though. See, when I talk to people, they look at me and say, “Okay, let me see what this guy got to talk about.” Then I talk about the book, they laugh, crack a couple jokes. I’ll be like, “Yo, read this part.” And once they read the part, they’re like, “Oh my God, I gotta get it.” Even though the book is 2005, it still sells.

I’m constantly spending $2,000 a month on books. I spend a lot of money on books because I know I’ma sell them. I know I’m gonna sell them on the street.

The number one trait you have to have, in my personal opinion: you gotta look a hundred percent presentable, especially when you’re dealing with the public. Because people judge you by your appearance and how you look and how you carry yourself. So when I go out there, I’m always making sure I’m super clean, nose is clean, I get a haircut like twice a week, smell good, nice outfit. If I have a small stain, I’m changing my shirt. I’m changing my shirt, ’cause if you stand and talk to somebody, they look at everything. They look at everything. So, you can’t say, “Oh, I’m a author, my books are selling,” and you’re wearing Too $hort hoodies looking like you’re homeless. So, presentation is number one.

Second, you gotta establish a rapport with the customer. Some people come at me like, “I don’t read these type of books; all those books are the same,” and I try to tell them, “So, how is it some books sell five hundred thousand copies, and some books sell maybe five hundred copies? Why is that?” Same thing with R&B albums. You know, when you say R&B albums, they’re all the same? No. Some sell ten million copies and some don’t sell at all.

So, you can’t put everything in one basket. I try to use logic and reason. I love talking to people, I love meeting people, I love having fun, I love selling my books. And one of the greater joys I get in selling my books: when somebody coming to me I don’t know, “I heard about your book, I read your book! It was so good. When is part two?” Just like my first book, Ice Cream for Freaks, and everybody been waiting for part two. These books sold so well, they waiting for part two for so long.

But a lot of people ask me, “Can you get it on Kindle?” No. You can only get it from me.

Currently I got seven copies left of this book right here. Seven copies left.

If you’re a reader, you’re a reader no matter where you’re from. The Brownsville section of Brooklyn is one of my top selling places also, even though it’s considered one of the poorest neighborhoods in New York City. They love my books out there. And not only that, even before I started going to Brownsville, I got Brownsville in my first book.

Of course I do! Now, as you know, in New York City, every borough has a motto. Okay, like Bed-Stuy. You know Bed-Stuy’s motto? Bed-Stuy’s motto is “Do or die.” That’s been around for a lot of years. And “Flatbush, ’cause they always rush” . . . Queens, they call Queens “Quiet Queens.” Manhattan, they call Manhattan . . . “Moneymakin’ Manhattan.” So, every borough has their little catchphrases. Now, Brownsville has their own little catchphrase that’s been around since the ’60s. Now, the motto is: “Brownsville never ran. Never will.” See, what I do as a author, I add a little extra twist, so I put, “Brownsville never ran. Never will. Walk slow so the Guinness don’t spill.”

So, I tell people, I say, “Are you from Brownsville?”

They say, “Yeah, I’m from Brownsville.”

I say, “No you not!”

They say, “Yes I am.”

I go, “Okay.” Right? “Are you from Brownsville? I’m gonna give this book to you for free.”

“Man, for real?”

It’s like, “Yeah. But only one condition: if you tell me the Brownsville motto.”

They like, “I know the motto. ‘Brownsville never ran. Never will.’ ”

I said, “95 percent right. You missing one more part.”

“What? What?”

I said, “I’ll give you a chance. Call somebody.”

These people get on the phone, call their uncles, cousin, “What’s the motto?” I’m trying, I have to put it on speaker phone—see I make everything fun. And the guy’ll be like, “I don’t know the motto, I’m missing a part of it.”

I show people the book. “Brownsville never ran. Never will. Walk slow so the Guinness don’t spill.” Now, “Walk slow so the Guinness don’t spill,” that’s entirely made up, on my part. But the people on the street, they don’t even know that. They think, “For real? I never knew that.” But they laugh, they joke. They say, “I love this book. I want it.” And they end up buying it. So it’s all about establishing communication with people, making them laugh.

This book did sell well ’cause the title’s so unusual. Ice Cream for Freaks. Is it a sex book? What is that? So, it piques their curiosity and makes them want to read the book even more, though. So, when you read it, you find out why it’s called Ice Cream for Freaks. They say, “Oh, now I know why.” And the way I write, I leave people on the edge. So, part two been in the making for a long time.

Summertime, they will talk to you two hours. I don’t mind it. At one time I was talking so much I had to go to a specialist for my throat. The throat doctor, what do they call them? He thought I had throat cancer.

He stuck a special tube into my nose that went down to my throat, which had a miniature camera on it that was attached to, like, a screen TV. I saw my voice box and everything. I’m like, “That’s my voice box?” “Yeah, yeah.” And the tube is in. But he told me I didn’t have throat cancer.

Overuse. ’Cause I would talk so much, ’cause that’s how I get money. I talk to people, so I was talking too much, though. So, average, the most I sold books, I’ma keep it real, was three days a week.

It’s not only the physical part, it’s the mental part, because sometimes I would talk to somebody for like a hour and a half. You know what they were telling me? “Are you gonna be here tomorrow?” Or, “I’m going to the bank. Sign a book.” But I don’t never do that. I never sign a book ’till I see the money in hand. “Sign a book. Wait, no, I’ll be back in one minute.” I never see them again. You know what I’m saying? So, those people frustrate me, but only for five minutes, because when the next person comes, I completely forget about that person and focus on this person.

I invest thousands and thousands in myself, all this money. I didn’t go and try to get a publisher. I just did it myself and I made the money back, like I said this book right here, I did everything myself, I did the cover myself.

I’ma tell you, you will not see this nowhere, ’cause it shows quality, it shows that you believe in your work, it shows that you care about the product. I noticed that the cover, it was getting scratched up too easy. So what happened was I ordered the new cover. Laminated. Extra gloss. Because I don’t want my customers to have books that are . . . scratchy. I want my covers to last. I was looking at my books. I was taking a cloth and trying to wipe it, and it still had that little scratch.

I’m one of the surviving few authors that’s out there. I’ma tell you I know all the authors in New York, though. It may be, oh, there’s another author, he be on 165th Street, I know him. Only thing about him is he don’t travel, he don’t go to Brooklyn, he don’t go to Bronx, he don’t go nowhere. I try to tell authors, you gotta travel to get experience, go to different places.

The technology is changing so, so much. Is there any Blockbusters around or are they completely gone? That’s what I’m saying, they went out of business. And Polaroids? Polaroids still there? Some people be like, “Oh, I can get it on Kindle. I can get it on this, I can get it on that,” right? So I tell people this: they say in five years from now you can get a steak meal, you get a T-bone steak, mashed potatoes with gravy, a salad, and a side dish, all that comes in a pill.

So, which one? Do you rather take that pill and get all the nutrients from that meal, or have the actual meal? People like, I want the actual meal, so I try to connect it to my books. So, you rather go on the internet and scroll down, or you have a physical book you can sit down, open, fold the page, come back.

It’s like slowly they fading out, though. There are people that still want to have the physical book in their hand. I’m a true testament to that saying. I go out there, I can make $500 just tomorrow. I’ma make $500 tomorrow.

Shayna Brown, A lice consultant

At her home, she is picking the nits from the head of a child while the parents stand nearby.

This is a nine-year-old that I did the other day. [She holds up a paper towel full of marks.] Isn’t that great? There’s lots here. She must have had it for sure six to eight weeks, to get this bad a case. But she came back and had nothing. It makes you feel so good, to know that you’re helping people to get this out in one try. It’s a shame you weren’t here when I was combing her hair. There was enough for like ten people.

I’m an EMT, I’m a nurse, I’m allowed to do this. I’m doing it for over thirty-five years, and I trained all my daughters. I have seven daughters. Now they all do it with me now. And this is the way I do it. You’ll watch, this is a real demonstration. So, what I do is I just take my Pantene conditioner, pour it on the dry hair . . . 

[She demonstrates on the child.]

The lice have changed. In the thirty-five years that I’m doing this, they’ve changed. Lice have gotten smaller. They’re very very close to the scalp, and it’s very easy to miss them. Lice used to be about an inch and a half to two inches away from the scalp, and now, you saw that nit that I showed you? It was literally on the scalp. I could have missed it. And it just doesn’t pay to miss something if you want to make sure that the family’s clean.

I work in about fifteen public schools in Brooklyn, Manhattan . . . well, all over. Battery Park I did on Thursday. They had it bad. When we first started there, before they had an awareness in place, we would take out like fifty kids. This time we were there we had only ten kids out of two thousand. And it’s all because we come like four times a year and there’s an awareness of lice, people start hearing about it, thinking about it . . . 

But in public schools that don’t do anything—and there are many of them where they choose to just ignore it— seems to me most of the time it’s a principal who just doesn’t want to be bothered. The Board of Ed doesn’t want to have anything to do with this. The Board of Ed says their new policy is that if a child has nits you cannot send them home. 

I had a boy in middle school, who walked in here with dark red hair and he walked out with strawberry blond hair. Because every time I put the comb in his head like this, there were lots of bugs. 

[She points to the girl whose hair she’s been working on.] She did not have a lot. But she had a hard case, ’cause her hair is so thick. So far I don’t see anything on her, which is a good thing. I’m trying not to take out any hair from you, sweetheart.

In the public schools boys get it just as much as the girls do. It makes no difference. Men don’t get it as often. They have a higher acid content in their blood. Little boys get it all the time. I love when people walk in and they say, “Don’t sit on her couch.” Excuse me, guys, you’re walking in with the lice.

My daughters are excellent at this. They have golden hands. They’re incredible. They really are so good at it. 

[To one of her daughters: “Can you get me another paper towel and another Pantene?”]

Always Pantene, ’cause it’s the thickest conditioner on the market. The other ones just roll right down their hair. This one, you put it on, you blob it on, and it stays there. It doesn’t roll down, you know? So, that’s why we use it.

[She begins working on the husband, who asks, “Do I take my payos out?”]

No, let me first do the head. If I don’t see anything on the head, I’m not so worried about you. I doubt you got it. 

[She cleans.]

What I do when I comb is, I comb with the comb flush with the scalp. The nits are so close to the scalp that unless you comb on the scalp, you’re not gonna get everything out.

His beard is not gonna be an issue unless he has it. If the scalp doesn’t have it, I’m not worried about the beard. It doesn’t go to the beard. The beard is a different kind of hair. It only goes on the head, and it’s purely a human problem. It doesn’t go on animals. 

[The husband says, “I’m just waiting for you to say, ‘OK, you’re through.’ ”]

You don’t have anything. We’ll throw you in for free. Bonus. You’re good.

[“Thank you.”] 

Why have they changed? I guess survival. You know, years ago they used to be bigger, they used to be further away from the scalp. I used to be able to see them better. And now the shampoos don’t work on them, and they’ve gotten resistant to all the different lice shampoos.

It doesn’t work anymore. You know, people that used to come, years ago, thirty-five years ago, used to go home, use, you know, the Permethrin, and it used to kill them. And there’s another chemical that we used to use, the Ovide, which has the . . . I don’t know how to pronounce it, the Malathion, and that still does work, but it’s extremely expensive and it’s usually not covered under insurance. One little bottle is like $10 or $15 for a few ounces. And that smell is horrible, really vile. Why put poison on a kid’s head if you don’t need to?

So, years ago, you used to just use your lice shampoos and, you know, that’s it. You were done with it. And now, it just doesn’t work. So . . . We go through a lot of conditioner. I go to Costco and buy about two dozen of them.

My girls all come here and sometimes we’ll have a whole row of my girls, me and my three daughters, you know, doing big families, or doing more than one family at a time. Like, if I go to a school, there’s some schools that I go to that they insist: whoever I find in the school comes home with me.

But this way they know that their kid is clean. And people come back for follow-up re-checks, which I include in my price for them. They come back, ’cause it takes about three to five days for all the nits to be visible, in order to be able to see them all. So I can’t one hundred percent guarantee the work until they come back for the follow-up.

It takes three to five days for all the nits to be visible. When they first cement them on the hair, they’re a clear, pearly-white color, and as the bug grows inside it turns the nit dark. All of her nits were all dark and ready to hatch.

It transfers from head to head. On the train, on the bus. Sitting next to someone on the subway. A lot of girls, today, in the high schools, they have lots of sleepovers. And did you ever see the way girls take pictures with each other, with their heads right next to each other?

In New York everyone’s on top of everybody else. Even the schools. When I first started out, at one of the public schools, there were twenty kids in the class there. Now they have thirty-four kids in the class. There’s so many more people moving into New York. There’s more lice because people are much more on top of each other. When I was in the country, my closest neighbor was a mile away, you know what I mean? I mean, you’re not gonna get it from your chickens.

And a few years from now I’ll probably have my daughters doing it and I’ll just, you know, stay home, because you have to really have good eyes in the school not to miss it.

Even though this is how I make my livelihood, I feel so good about helping them. To make a good experience out of a lousy one. No pun intended, of course. 

Joseph Lewis, A private cook

It started with this lady from around the area; I guess she had a crush on me, I don’t know. She was an older lady, just somebody in the neighborhood. You meet some people in life, you may not know their name but you say hello every time you see them. She was just like, “You should come and cook some breakfast one day, because I’m really sick.” No problem. I came in and cooked.

We never arranged any money or anything. She just asked me to cook, I was bored and had nothing else to do, I figured why not? That was the start of my private cooking thing.

From that point, I was just like, I want to do more private cooking because I like that feeling. I started getting girls saying like, “Oh, hey, can you cook?”

I started cooking for people in the projects, baby showers, and I said I’m going to do this until I can get a net for myself and a name. A friend of mine was like, “Oh, I know this guy, they got this kitchen thing, I’m sending your resume.” I get to go into the apartments and it’s more of a wealthy clientele. They have the money to afford these meals, do you understand? And then on the side I do the affordable ones.

I used to promote, and I just took the promoting into cooking. I would look at whoever’s birthday was coming up and instead of me sending them a promotional paragraph, I would say, hey, your birthday is coming up, I’m a chef, I’ll cook a meal for you half off, come inside your house, give you something different. At first people were a little hesitant, some people were like, hey, that’s great. I was charging like 40 bucks, 50 bucks, I didn’t know what to charge or what I was capable of. Not for nothing. Even though it’s affordable in poverty, these aren’t people that are going to sit here and stroke your ego. I felt like these were harder than my bigger clients. Because the wealthy client would just not say anything and pay for somebody else to come in there and finish. But somebody that works hard for that 40, 50 dollars, they are going to let you know, “My man, step this up.”

It started off as really simple things. If you had a baby shower I would probably come in and do my Cajun sautéed shrimp. I would check for the restaurants. If they were big on Italian restaurants in this area, I knew I couldn’t compete in that Italian lane so I would just try to do soul food or whatever I could afford.

This one girl, she was from Bed-Stuy area and there was a baby shower. It was a last-minute thing. A friend of mine was like, “Bro, come over here and cook for us please.” Where are you guys at? They said Chauncey Street, and I just remembered Chauncey Street is really the hood. So I’m like, “Alright, I’m coming.” I went over there. I was more intimidated by the crowd than the actual food.

I saw they had a bag of shrimps, French fries, it was things in my lane. Like fry them or sauté real quick. I was just like, What can I do that won’t get me beat up? You have to think about these things. They’re about to pay you to cook for their mother, father, grandmother, whoever is in. And they are going to let you know.

I did a sauté shrimp. I just kept braising the shrimp. If it’s juicy and cooked, they can’t say anything. I fried some onion rings, French fries, wild rice. The only thing that was “wild” about it was the cilantro and the seasoning on it. You can just make up names and it will work. I was like, “Yeah, this is Chauncey Shrimp,” and they were like, “Oh, this is great.”

There was one guy, who was their uncle. The whole time he just gave me this look like, If you mess it up, I’m following you home, brother. Even when it was time to eat, he just sat there cracking his knuckles. I was just like, Oh my God, I’m going to bring this guy the plate.

“Here you go, I want you to tell me what you think.” His daughter came over and grabbed one and she ate it and was moving away and then she stopped. “Oh my God, this is really good.” I said, “Thank you,” and he said, “No, I don’t want that shit.” That’s what he told me. He pushed it away. I was just like, “Not a problem, is there anything I can help you with, you want me to fix you some fries? Juice or whatever?”

“Get me some Henny, and then we’ll move from there.”

I was thinking, How come I gotta get Henny? But I had $20 in my pocket, so I said to my friend, “Can you go get a bottle of Henny for me?” He went and got a little $10 bottle, and I was like, “Look, man, eat this, and I’ll let you drink this.” He ate the food, drank the Hennessey, and I hadn’t heard from him or seen him the rest of the night. I was getting ready to leave and he was the first person at the door as I was leaving. He was like, “Yo, come here, man. You think you’re slick, right?”

“What did I do?”

“So, you just going to get me drunk so I can give you a good response?” I was like, no, that wasn’t it. I was just trying to get everybody happy in here, and he’s like, “F that,” and he just kept saying that for about five minutes. He’s the guy that’s supposed to pay me as well. I’m nervous, I don’t know how this is about to turn out. I’m thinking we’re about to fight. All kinds of things are running through my head, so I was like, “Don’t even worry about it, brother. I thought that I did what I was supposed to do. My apologies.” He’s like, “You young bucks these days are so frail, man. I was just joking, brother.”

I was like, “Aha ha.” He said, “That’s good, bro. That’s good, keep up that good work. I like to see brothers like y’all.” Jeez. I went home and I called my mother. “I almost thought I was going to get shot tonight.” My mother is really religious. “You have to pray. Go with God. Nothing, nobody will do anything to you.” I was like, “You are right. You are right.”

I made 60 bucks. I was happy because it was the first time I cooked for more than ten people.

I cooked for this guy and his friends in the Bronx, man, and it was such a weird experience. They were like, somewhat hippies in a sense, and they believed in chakras and energy and shit like that. To each his own, but the way the whole house was set up, they didn’t really want lights.

“Can you cook in the dim, brother?” And I was just like, “Whatever, man.” So, I had my cell phone light over everything I was chopping up. It made me realize this is part of why I do it, you know what I’m saying? To see the different people.

It was almost like a temple. Candles everywhere, then they had these little lava lamps set up, and this disco globe light that went through the whole house, almost like it was scanning the house. And they had these stones, they were called nakshatras, and they’d go in there and meditate before they eat and it was just, whoa.

At the end of it I was just like, “Do you want me to turn the light on to, you know, plate it and serve you?”

“No man, no light.”

There was no chairs, they were just sitting on these humongous pillows, the table was really low. And I came and I handed them the food. And they did some little chant, and they was like, “We know this is gonna be good.” “Oh, okay. Thank you.” I’m just smiling, so I cleaned up.

“Brother, do you want to sit in for one of our sessions?” 

And I said, “No, I’m fine, man. Next time.”

Last week I cooked for these wealthy individuals that live in a predominantly Russian Jewish area. I have this thing, a late-night menu I call What’s In Your Fridge? Whatever’s in your fridge I just make a meal out of it. So, the guy calls me, “Alright, man, it’s four of us, we’re drunk, just come over here and make something good. I’ll be home in like a hour, can you meet me?”

“Yeah, I’ll be there.”

I got my whole uniform on. I get inside the house and it’s literally just boxes of cereal all in the fridge. Milk, Oodles of Noodles, Hot Pockets. I said, “Bro, I gotta go to the store or something.” I said, “What do you want me to do with this?”

“You don’t know how to make anything out of these noodles?”

I said, “I could try, man.” And I ended up taking a Hot Pocket and splitting it in half, taking the meat out of it, chopping it up and putting inside the Ramen noodles, and I gave him that. I figured, this guy’s drunk, he doesn’t care what he’s eating. I don’t know if he was so hammered, he just didn’t even have the strength to stand up and cook or what. I was asking him like, “How’d you guys get home?” He said, “Bro, can you believe I drove from the city?” I said, “You’re a wild man, bro, and I could tell from this fridge you get wilder.”

“You know it, man.”

When he saw me cut the Hot Pocket open, he’s like, “What are you doing?” He was so stressed out, like I was really messing up.

“You don’t have any meat. I need some type of protein. I’m gonna take the pepperonis out of here, slice them up, and put it in the noodles.”

He was like, “Bro, do that, I gotta see this now.”

He sat down right there and watched me, and I had the cilantro and I put it on there, he was like, “This is like not . . . this wasn’t in my fridge, man.”

I said, “Yeah, you’re drunk, boy.” All I did was heat up the pasta in the bowl, that was it. He was just amazed, like I had made the best meal in the world.

Thank God for poverty, you know what I’m saying? Poverty is what helped me make that Hot Pocket meal the best it could be. Seriously. And that’s really where that menu itself came from, being poor.

’Cause when you’re poor you get tired of eating noodles the same way, you try different things. Let me put a little lettuce in it, let me put a little crushed-up cereal and Vienna sausages, and so on and so on, you understand. Being poor taught me how to survive. That’s why I can go in somebody’s fridge and see what they’ve overlooked and create a meal out of it.

I had this client. He had his whole family there. When I walked into his home, I was amazed because it was beautiful. I looked at him. I was like, “How you doing? Let me introduce myself. I’ll be your chef for the evening.” He just gave me this look of concern, like, “Who is this guy?” Instantly I felt it, but I didn’t say anything else.

I could feel the tension already. I’m setting up and I’m getting ready to cook. He’s asking me questions. Other clients have asked me questions like, you know, how’d you start this, where have you been working? His questions didn’t seem generous. They were almost like he was interrogating me. As we’re talking, he’s going to his phone. I’m paying attention to him. I could see his movements. He’s googling to see if we’re actually a real company and if my name is on the boards or wherever. I was just listening and looking. I’m trying to remain professional, but inside of me is like, this is really awkward.

His wife comes home and the son comes in. I thought, Alright, the family’s here now, things are about to smoothen out. I see where it all stemmed from because she comes in and she goes, “Oh, okay. Yeah, so how long you going to be with this?”

“I shouldn’t be any longer than fifteen minutes.”

The son comes in. He’s a little softer. He asks me, “What’s the menu?” I said, “It’s braised lamb, mixed vegetables.”

“That sounds great, man.”

He sits down. When he sits down, I’m trying to focus on the positive energy in the room now. So I’m talking to him.

The wife comes and sits down. She goes, “Yeah, so let me tell you about my day.” She completely cuts me off. She goes to explaining to the family. Now the husband comes to sit down, the wife is there, the son is there. They have this marble table, it’s really big. They’re talking and I’m cooking right in front of them because the stove is connected to it as well. So now it’s really awkward. They’re talking and she’s like, “Yeah, so the white guy tells the Black guy . . . Sorry, the white guy tells the Spanish guy, get that N-word out of here right now. He’s a stupid N-word.”

I looked up and in my head I was just like, Oh, man. I understand everybody may not be comfortable with a certain race. I’m in your home and I respect that one hundred percent, but please respect the business cordiality of the situation like we’re meeting off of a business route. Let’s respect that mutually and let’s please keep the distasteful names out of each other’s mouths because if I have negative opinions about you, I’m not gonna speak them about you. You know what I’m saying? I’m gonna keep them to myself. You being older than me, I would assume you should know that. She’s still going. I felt that when I looked up, to let them know I recognized the conversation, they would switch it up. But she just kept going in.

Some of the N-words became harder. I’m trying to, you know, finish their food, but it’s just so much going on and it’s already awful—the vibe. Now I see the husband. He’s looking at all my tattoos. I can see him and feel his eyes going up and down my arms. I was just like, I got to get out of this house. So, I’m presenting and plating the meal, telling them what it is. I go to shake his hand, saying, “Thank you for the beautiful evening. You guys have a nice night.” He doesn’t shake my hand. He just looks down at it. He goes, “Yeah, thanks, guy.” As he’s getting ready to show me the door, the little daughter comes in. She goes, “Hi, chef.” I go, “Hi, how are you?” He goes, “Yeah, this way, buddy.” You know like, Don’t talk to the kid.

So I called my team captain. “I had an interesting client, man.” And I explained it to him. He was asking me the location and what’s the problem. I told him. He was like, “Man, that’s crazy. Tell the company.” 

“I don’t want to tell the company. I don’t want to seem like the guy that’s nagging. It’s not something I haven’t been through before. I’m just informing you because you’re my team captain. I’m doing my chain of command. If you want to tell them, go right ahead, but it won’t come from me.”

Then I got my report back. You know, ’cause every client could write. “Chef was full of tattoos. I felt like he was gonna rob the place. I didn’t want to leave my daughter in the house with him, safely.” You know. And it depressed me, like, Damn, how is this acceptable? You can’t please everybody.

As the years progress, they find a way to still stick that knife in you, man. It definitely did make me feel like I have to get some tougher skin and realize you really can’t cater to everybody. You can get caught up with the good clients and the decent clients. You forget about the negativity that’s out there. It just was somewhat of a reality check, like I guess I got too comfortable.

Society has a way of beating you up, man. New York was a humongous obstacle course to get people to trust me. Even now. You know how many clients I’ve lost once I meet them for the payment and they see me, and they’re like, “Oh, I just . . . you know, from the phone you sound like a . . .” They don’t want to say I sound like a white guy on the phone, but they just say Thanks, but no thanks. Right on the spot.

I had a guy, maybe a month ago, he wanted to do a housewarming for ten people. I charged him for everything that he wanted: filet mignon bites, cheesecake bites, expensive stuff. So I said $1,100. That’s a great price considering all the things he wanted. And he’s like, “Oh, man, that’s perfect, could you come and meet me here on 23rd Street, and I’ll give you the money.” 

“Alright, cool, I’ll be there shortly.” I drove there. I called him out by name. He’s like, “Yeah, where do I know you from?” I said, “Chef Joseph.” He goes, “You’re not Chef Joseph.” And he gave me that look like I was pulling his leg. And I was just like, “No, it’s me.”

Sometimes it works to my advantage, because they’re so in denial, they don’t expect me to be able to cook, and then I end up wowing them with the food. But for the most part, they’re just not ready to deal with it or accept it. I used to be shocked and hurt, but I’m aware of it. I cook with my emotions, with my feelings. So, if you’re being racist, it deprives me from achieving the goal for this actual meal. Because when I’m cooking I’m locking everything out. I’m allowing the food to talk to me. I just want to get in the zone, but I can’t get in the zone if you’re on edge and you’re making comments . . . 

So, I just understand now like, there’s some people in this world that you’re not gonna be able to change. They’re not gonna be happy, they just won’t understand because they don’t want to. And you just have to leave those people in their own light.

Sometimes I want to just slam the knife down and say, “If I cut myself and I cut you we bleed the exact same color, you know?”

Wherever poverty is, you’re gonna see more cops. They’d do these random searches in the train station and I would tell them off the bat, before they even pulled me, “I’m a chef, here’s my card. This is what I do.” They’re looking at it, still pulling me to the side. They’re looking at all the knives, touching them. And they’re looking at me while they’re touching. I even had some cops say, “You know I could give you time for this, right? You not supposed to carry around a blade over the size of your palm.” I’m showing him my license for it. Now I’m pleading with the guy not to arrest me. It’s like, wow.

What do you do? What do you do? The equipment you have that you’re using to try to get out of this situation, they’re willing to take from you. They take my knives, where am I? 
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The Teeming Shore

Craig Geraghty, A runner through the five boroughs

Somebody recently questioned whether or not I grew up in New York City, because I grew up in Woodside, in Queens. I said, first of all, we’re the heart of the Big Apple, we are the geographic center of New York City. Number two, I don’t care where you’re from in New York City, your world really exists over the course of a couple blocks. So, some kid from the Upper West Side, who might be a gazillionaire, who’s probably born wealthier than I’ll ever be, his world exists in the course of a couple of blocks, just like my world did, just like my nephews do up the street.

Woodside is not the Upper East Side, I get it. But the Upper East Side is not Woodside, and God knows it’s not Sheepshead Bay or the South Bronx. But I would never say to somebody in the South Bronx, “You don’t live in New York City.” You know, it’s crazy. But there are people who think the Upper East Side is New York City, and so then on the Upper West Side, you might say they’re crazy, that’s not New York City. So I don’t know what is or what isn’t, but if you run, you can go anywhere you want.

When I run, I get to be a part of the entirety of New York City, at least for a little bit, and see all these places. But when you come home at the end of your day, you come back to your little world and your part of New York City. Running in the city, you’ve got people, you’re dodging workers, there are lights, constant lights. So I try to run in Central Park or in Astoria Park as much as I can, just so that you don’t have to keep stopping and jogging in place and all that nonsense.

One of my rules is if I hear anybody honk or anybody scream I always throw my hands up and go, “Thank you!” Like they’re my personal cheering section. Meanwhile the guy can be honking his horn because the guy didn’t go fast enough at the green light. But I always throw my hands up and say, “Thank you!” They yell at me. Oh, yeah, yeah. “Run, Forrest, run.” You get that all the time. Today I was standing out on a corner, and this beautiful woman walks by, she was gorgeous. And these guys in a FedEx van go [he whistles], so at this point she had passed and they’re looking at me and I say, “Thank you very much, guys.” And the guy, the guy like ripped his head out and said, “Not you!” and I’m like, Alright, it doesn’t make you gay. Take it easy.

You could see it on this guy’s face, he had to make eye contact to tell me, “I wasn’t whistling at you. Just for the record. I’ll never see you again. I’ve already forgotten what you look like, but let’s get this down. I was not whistling at you. I was being aggressively sexual towards that woman, not you, okay? Not you, the guy with the body of an eleven-year-old boy. With one wet side, and one protruding nipple that’s really chafed.”

You want some diversity? I ran through Flushing Meadows one day, and they had the big Unisphere, the globe, and probably every country in South America is represented, having a barbecue. (As somebody who’s worked in the food world, I’m looking at this and thinking, That chicken’s got to be refrigerated. But I keep my mouth shut.) As I kept running, I came across a Tibetan dance troupe, there was people playing cricket, two hipsters getting married. You go through Flushing Meadows park on a sunny day, and you will see the world.

In 2008 I was drunk on red wine at my aunt’s house. Christmas night my sister said, “If I decided to run the New York City marathon, would you do it?” So I said, “Yeah. Yeah, I’ll do it.” And you know, being an actor you do have a lot of time to train.

I had never run anywhere. The most I’d ever run in my life at that point was probably half a mile nonstop. So I thought, she’s not going to do this. She’ll forget. She was drunk too. And then, sometime in March, we were signed up for a 5K, and we didn’t think we’d finish. We did. Then it was a 10K, and a half, and I’m starting to think, “Holy shit, we are running the New York City Marathon.”

It was exhilarating.

You start on the Verrazzano Bridge into Brooklyn. I’ve got people all along the route. My brother-in-law is really good. He hops around so I see him in Brooklyn. He’s a yeller and a screamer. When my sister’s with him, she wears rubber gloves so she can hand out oranges, pretzels, bananas to perfect strangers who are running. They make crazy signs. A lot of people wear their names on their bib. So if it’s like Stan, my sister will get in this guy Stan’s face and yell out, “You are the man, Stan!” If somebody’s name is William, she’ll yell, “You got the will, come on William!” And then it’s like a game with just like how bad a pun can you make.

So I see them in Brooklyn.

One year my ex-girlfriend said to me, “Hey, I’m going to be on the route. I’m going to be in Brooklyn. I’ll see you. My boyfriend’s going to be there.” I was like, “Oh, alright, great.” She goes, “If you don’t want to stop, it’s okay, I just wanted to let you know.” So here I am. This is my shit. I’ve been training. And I’m wondering how am I going to do this. I was approaching Bishop Loughlin High School. That’s where my dad went to high school. Someone was playing the Rocky theme song over and over and over. As I’m approaching my ex-girlfriend and her new boyfriend, I want to look like I’m going to win this thing, Rocky is playing. There’s my dad’s high school. I’m in a full-on sprint. It’s mile 8, and I’m sprinting for the finish line. I stop, I suck in my gut, I’m like, “How’s it going?” I met him, I shook his hand. He had a bag of pretzels, he’s a nice guy. I took some pretzels. I said, “Well, I gotta run.”

We run through Williamsburg, Brooklyn. It was very Hasidic and there was very few people on the streets. They would be on the street but nobody would be cheering or high-fiving. I remember there was a little girl who had her hand up for a high five and my buddy Will went to give her a high five and her mother grabbed her hand and put it down because they’re not supposed to be touching.

Then you go over the Pulaski Bridge to Long Island City. My friend Anne will be down there. She’ll have a Gatorade for me. She would dump it into my CamelBak. Now no CamelBaks because of Boston. You can’t run with that. I have to run with the animals and get my water from a table. It’s so gauche.

Then my mother will usually be in Long Island City because it’s not far from the house, I can see her there. She looks completely dazed and confused. It’s as if she’s surprised there are all these people running through the neighborhood. And then she sees me and she doesn’t really recognize me until I’ve passed her.

Now you go over the Queensboro Bridge, which is a really long hill. It’s dark because you’re running on the lower level and there’s no music, there’s no fans, there’s nothing. It’s just dead. That’s where I take a McDonald’s salt pack and drink some water.

If I heard somebody call it the Ed Koch bridge, I would stop, I would bring them back to the front of the bridge, and I’d say, “Look, you see where it says Queensboro Bridge?” That’s such a disgrace that they would change it. I know, I have been guilty of calling it the 59th Street Bridge too, but I have never ever ever ever called it the Ed Koch bridge. That drove me nuts, because they would never rename the Manhattan Bridge or the














































































































Acknowledgments

Thank you to each of the interviewees who took the time to tell me about their own New York.

Thanks also to:

Sarah Larson, Liz Clayton, Estee Pierce, Marc Gilman, Deirdre Dolan, Roger Burlingame, Saoirse Burlingame, Remony Burlingame, Jamie Brisick, Maxyne Franklin, Jon Elek, Jenny Lord, Anna Orchard, Daniel Tatarsky, Lauren Wool, Chris Lochery, Molly Murray, Jakob von Baeyer, Phillip Oltermann, Muriel Fox, Jess Kim, Eleanor Birne, Logan Werschky, Lottie Moggach, Deborah Moggach, Leanne Shapton, Richard McGuire, Paul Ewen, Zainab Juma, Nathan Schneider, Claire Kelley, Thuy Nguyen, Tamara Lecker, Lindsey Crecco, Megan Wakely, Matt Anderson, Erin Hallett, Jana Prikryl, Emily Campbell, Angela Hyland, Michael Kissinger, Paul Bangah, Leslie Day, Flora Biddle, Hephzibah Anderson, Damian Bradfield, Joel Lovell, Paul Tough, Adam Sternbergh, Hattie Crisell, Trina Hamlin, Ann Fleuchaus, Amity Paye, Mohammad Khan, Marci DeLozier Haas, Jennifer Kabat, Liz Jurey, Eugenia Bell, Anna Kelly, Brendan Dolan, Ashley Thomas, Gordon Cameron, DJ Alperowitz, Sasha Koren, Chris Garrecht-Williams, Jessica Johnson, Marianne LeNabat, Jimmy Jacobson, Samantha Majic, John Rasmussen, Vince Caro, David Essig, Chloe Pantazi, Tasleema Mohamed, Joan Dolan, Andrea Kremer, Roberta Leone, Sara Neufeld, Lisa Fernandes, Sheila Heti, Jessica Jackson, Efrat Kussell, Malcolm Addey, Sara Batmanglich, Pat Addiss, Margaux Williamson, Anna Polonsky, Julia Dault, Brian Sholis, Eduardo Gil, Erik Hinton, Beverly Joel, Des Yankson, Danielle Mattoon, Joanna Prior, Josephine Greywoode, Fred Hutchins, Fred Street, Sandra Contreras, Thora Howell, Louise Hamilton, John K Samson, Alice Twemlow, Molly Heintz, Eric Schwartau, Kathryn Tucker, Kevin Baker, Marla Joel, Lynn Nunes, Meredith Kolodner, Peter Krashes, Rachel Cohen, Jimmy Roussounis, Sukhdev Sandhu, Gail Armstrong, Elizabeth Greenwood, Corey Brothers, Aaron Linn, Tony Moran, Harry Smolin, Alison Smolin, Wai Wong, Frances Dodds, Veronica Nizama, Fadila Diaz, Yurany Arboleda, Kathy Pappas, Sylvie Barthelemy, Beverly Torres, Jesus Andaluz, Walter Walker, Paul Woolmington, Sarah Deutsch, Dragan Jovanovic, Jessica Ramos, Mario Gooden, Eon John, Jess Gibson, Rosalind Porter, Tyree Browning, Hugo Aleman, Stacey Sutton, Elena Goldstein, Albert Cruz, Krink, Ed DeFreitas, Karley Sciortino, Elianny Salcedo, Brett Saarela, Kerry Carnahan, Freddy Molano, Hermann Mendez, Nena Mendez, Natalia Mendez, Leah Kelly, Maria Helena Aleman, Dennis Mykytyn, Maria Brinkmann, Michael Costello, Donna Chiu, Peter Gee, Jessica Key, Samuel Colbert, Michael Schmelling, Shaira Kunhardt-Valerio, Coss Marte, Ronald Richter, Danielle Cunningham, Chance Krempasky, Estee Levitt, Una Perkins, Bobbie Sackman, Chloe Kernaghan, Heather Gregory, Sally Mara Sturman, Alex Villani, Kate Porterfield, Liliam Barrios-Paoli, Gail Armstrong, Helen Rosenthal, Josh Brown, Jeffrey Lewis, Jim Meehan, David Giffen, Key Key Foster, Sarah Corsie, Bailey Huguley and Jadrien Ellison at The Door, Ashok Kondabalu, Bronwyn Fleming-Jones, Carol Lim, Chris Marte, Josh Rubin, Mike McCann, David Selig, JoJo Annobil, Deborah Stewart, Carol Matthews, Devorah Nivitsky, Jennifer Diaz, Skott Taylor, Alexandra Taylor, Ellen Baxter, Josh Scannell, Khalid Latif, Kamal Manilla, Emily Skeggs, Evin Robinson, Frank Wainwright, Steven Polan, Klara Klinyanskava, Mark Katz, Rich Derby, Sabrina Husband, Shabazz Ali, Steven Maglio, Tickets, Tony Canolino, Tyrone Curry, Vicky Virgin, Meredith Urben, Paul Bardo, Gavin Covey, Ginger Williams, Willie Rashbaum, Michael Korosty, Greg Green, Jamie Saltsman, Joanna Andreasson, Merle Lister, Amber Gregory, Mike Treglia, Jay Mitchell, Marlena Fontes, Lewanne Jones, Robbie Roth, Kim Temple, Lado Pochkhua, Javier Castaño, and Sarah Lyall, for the countless leads and the wise advice.

In memory of Lorena Borjas, Lee Gelber, Dean Allen, and Jacqueline Pettie-Lucas.

Portions of this book have previously appeared in the Guardian. Thanks to Ruth Spencer, Lee Glendinning, and Kath Viner.

Thanks to Simon Prosser, Hermione Thompson, Hannah Chukwu, Amandeep Singh, Remi Graves, and Jay Bernard.

At the Wylie Agency, thanks to Tracy Bohan, Sarah Chalfant, Andrew Wylie, Rebecca Nagel, Jennifer Bernstein, and Dorothy Janick. 

Thank you to Joe Zigmond, Caroline Westmore, and the rest of the John Murray team, including David Marshall, and also Melanie Tutino and Amy Black at Doubleday. 

Thanks to Rebecca Homiski, Don Rifkin, Beth Steidle, Ingsu Liu, Elisabeth Kerr, Zarina Patwa, Lily Gellman, and the rest of the Norton staff. This book exists only because of the patience of my editor, Matt Weiland, who saw this project through from conception to publication and once again faced down more than a million words of recorded voice with good humor, compassion, and miraculous editorial skill.

Thanks to my mother and father, who both made cameos, and to Mayita Mendez. Gracias por compartir Nueva York conmigo.



OPF/toc.xhtml


  New Yorkers



  



  



			Cover



			About the Author



			Also by Craig Taylor



			Title Page



			Imprint Page



			Dedication



			Epigraph



			Contents



			Introduction



			Map of New York



			Overture: A Sense of the City



			Part One



			1 Nonstop Hustle



			2 Stressed Out



			3 Building Stories



			4 The Rich Are Different



			5 Crime and Punishment



			Interlude: A Sunday on the Street



			Part Two



			6 Clashing in the Streets



			7 Song of the Rockaways



			8 Life Is a Parade



			9 Beneath the Streets



			10 The Teeming Shore



			11 Pandemic City



			Interlude: Another Sunday on the Street



			Part Three



			12 The Golden Door



			13 Winning and Losing



			14 Getting Out



			15 The End of the Journey



			Coda: A Last Sunday on the Street



			Acknowledgments











  



OPF/cover.jpg
inOurTime @

Craig Taylor

Best-selling author of LONDONERS





